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PREFACE. 

The  observation  as  to  the  scarcity  of  the  edition  of 
this  interesting  work,  printed  in  1790,  has  for  some 
time  equally  applied  to  that  of  1829;  and  a  new 
impression  seemed  desirable. 

The  two  volumes  have  undergone,  on  republication, 
such  changes  only  as  were  clearly  imperative,  in  the 
correction  of  obvious  and  material  errors,  of  which 
the  number  has  proved  very  considerable,  and  a  few 
additional  notes  have  been  inserted  here  and  there. 

The  Index  at  the  end  is  a  new  and  useful  feature 
in  the  book;  and  the  Glossary  has  been  specially 
prepared  for  this  edition  by  Mr.  Sidney  Herrtage, 
to  whom  I  beg  to  express  my  obligations  for  his 
kindness. 

W.  C.  H. 
Kensington,  January  1877. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

[to  the  first  edition.] 

The  favourable  attention  which  the  public  has  con- 
stantly shewn  to  works  illustrating  the  history,  the 
poetry,  the  language,  the  manners,  or  the  amusements 
of  their  ancestors,  and  particularly  to  such  as  have 
professed  to  give  any  of  the  remains  of  their  lyric 
compositions,  has  induced  the  editor  to  communicate 
a  small  but  genuine  collection  of  Ancient  Songs  and 
Ballads,  which  his  attachment  to  the  subject  had 
occasionally  led  him  to  form. 

The  reader  must  not  expect  to  find,  among  the 
pieces  here  preserved,  either  the  interesting  fable,  or 
the  romantic  wildness  of  a  late  elegant  publication.* 
But,  in  whatever  light  they  may  exhibit  the  lyric 
powers  of  our  ancient  Bards,  they  will  at  least  have 
the  recommendation  of  evident  and  indisputable 
authenticity  :  the  sources  from  which  they  have  been 
derived  will  be  faithfully  referred  to,  and  are,  in 
general,  public  and  accessible. 

*  [Percy's  Reliques.] 


4. 

A  D  VER  TISEMENT. 

The  Essays  prefixed  to  the  collection,  and  the 
Notes  with  which  it  is  accompanied,  will  be  found 
to  contain  some  little  information,  of  which  every  one 
may  not  be  already  possessed,  and  which  may  serve 
to  amuse,  at  least,  if  it  fail  to  interest. 

A  Glossary  is  subjoined,  which  the  editor  regrets 
his  inability  to  render  more  perfect.  Without  other 
assistance,  however,  than  what  is  to  be  scantily  gleaned 
from  a  few  printed  books,  he  thinks  he  has  a  claim  to 
the  indulgence  of  the  more  critical  reader ;  and  they 
who  have  laboured  in  the  same  field,  he  is  persuaded, 
will  be  the  most  ready  to  afford  it. 


.•y 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO   THE   SECOND   EDITION. 

More  than  forty  years  have  elapsed  since  the  former 
impression  of  this  singularly  curious  work,*  which 
excited  unusual,  though  not  unmerited,  attention  on 
its  first  appearance,  and  has  been  long  out  of  print 
and  difficult  to  procure.t 

The  revised  edition,  now  submitted  to  the  candour 
of  the  public,  is  given,  with  fidelity  and  correctness, 
from  a  manuscript,  in  the  editors  possession,  prepared, 
for  tte'  express  purpose,  by  his  able  and  industrious 
relative ;  and  some  of  the  various  improvements  ren- 
dering it  less  unworthy  of  approbation  may,  without 
impropriety,  be  noticed  : — Important  editions  will  be 
found  in  the  Essays  j  the  words  abbreviated  in  the 
manuscript  authorities  (with  which  the  original  tran- 
scripts have,  for  the  most  part,  been  carefully  collated), 
are  now  printed  at  length ;  the  distinction  or  rather 
confusion,  of  u  and  v,  and  /  and  y,  has  not  been  ob- 


*  It  is  dated  in  1790,  but  was  not  published  till  two  years  after ; 
though  actually  printed  in  1 787. 

1  \Ancient  Songs  and  Ballads,  from  the  reign  of  King  Henry 
the  Second  to  the  Revolution.     London,  1829,  8vo.  2  vols.] 


•      ADVER  TJSEMENT. 

served ;  and,  to  make  the  collection  more  complete 
and  valuable,  the  editor  has  taken  the  liberty  of 
adding  to  it  such  of  the  Ancient  Ballads  inserted 
by  Mr.  Ritson  in  an  earlier  work,*  with  his  latest  notes 
and  corrections,  as  seemed  best  deserving  of  republi- 
cation. 

The  plates  of  the  vignette  etchings,  by  Stothard, 
used  in  the  former  edition,  were  left  in  the  hands 
of  the  printer,  and  have  unfortunately  been  lost  or 
destroyed. 


Stockton  upon  Tees, 
June  12,  1829. 
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OBSERVATIONS 

ON  THE 

ancient  (JBngUjSt^b  ^in0tvtl0. 


I.  The  Minstrels,  by  a  learned,  ingenious,  and 
elegant  writer,  whom  there  will  be  frequent  occasion 
to  quote,  are  described  to  be  "  an  order  of  men  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  who  united  the  arts  of  poetry  and  music 
and  sung  verses  to  the  harp  of  their  own  composing; 
who  appear  to  have  accompanied  their  songs  with 
mimicry  and  action;  and  to  have  practised  such 
various  means  of  diverting  as  were  much  admired  in 
those  rude  times,  and  supplied  the  want  of  more  re- 
fined entertainments;  whom  these  arts  rendered 
extremely  popular  and  acceptable,  in  this  and  all  the , 
neighbouring  countries ;  where  no  high  scene  of 
festivity  was  esteemed  complete,  that  was  not  set  off 
with  the  exercise  of  their  talents ;  and  where,  so  long 
as  the  spirit  of  chivalry  subsisted,  they  were  protected 
and  caressed,  because  their  songs  tended  to  do 
honour  to  the  ruling  passion  of  the  times,  and  to 
encourage  and  foment   a  martial  spirit."*     This   is 

*  Percy,  **  Essay  on  the  Ancient  English  Minstrels  "  (prefixed 
io  Reliques  of  Andent  English  /'j^^/ry,  third  edition,  1775,  vol.  I.) 
p.  xix.  All  the  passages  distinguished  by  double  commas,  to 
which  there  is  no  particular  reference,  will  be  found  in*  this 
"Essay." 

a 
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certainly  a  fine,  and  possibly  an  unflattering  descrip- 
tion of  a  set  of  men,  who  unquestionably  existed  and 
flourished  in  France  for  several  centuries,  and  whom 
several  ingenious  writers  have  contributed  to  render 
famous.*  Numbers  of  these,  no  doubt,  owing  to  the 
free  intercourse  between  this  country  and  the  con- 
tinent, so  long  as  the  English  monarchs  retained  any 
of  their  Norman  territories,  were  constantly  flocking 
to  their  court  and  to  the  castles  of  their  barons,  where 
it  may  be  easily  believed  they  would  experience  the 
most  favourable  reception.  They  were  still  French, 
however ;  and  it  is  to  be  remembered  that  if  this  lan- 
guage were  not  the  only,  it  was  at  least  the  usual  one, 
spoken  by  the  English  monarchs  and  great  men  for 
several  centuries  after  the  Conquest ;  a  fact  which,  if 
not  notorious,  must  be  evident  to  every  person  in  any 
degree  conversant  with  the  history  of  those  times.  If, 
therefore,  by  "  Ancient  English  Minstrels,"  we  are  to 
understand  a  body  of  our  own  countrymen  who  united 


*  Under  this  comprehensive  term  minstrel^  the  only  name  our 
language  affords,  we  are  to  include  the  trottvair,  or  poet,  the 
chaitteur^  or  vocal  performer,  and  the  menilrur,  or  musician ; 
not  to  mention  ih^  fablier,  conteiir,  jugletir^  baladiriy  &c.,  all 
'which  were  sometimes  distinct  professions,  and  sometimes  united 
in  one  and  the  same  man ;  which  occasions  great  confusion  in 
those  who  treat  of  them.  M.  le  Grand  makes  the  menitrier^  a 
musician,  and  the  niettestrel,  chief  of  the  troop  ;  a  distinction, 
however,  perfectly  arbitrary.  It  did  not  appear  necessary,  and, 
indeed,  was  scarcely  possible  for  the  author  of  these  observations 
to  enter  at  large  into  the  constituent  character  of  the  French 
minstrels :  nor  should  he  have  added  this  note,  if  certain 
anonymous  critics  had  not  been  pleased  to  pronounce  him 
mistaken,  which,  they  doubtless  find  a  very  easy  method  of  con- 
futation. The  candid  reader,  who  prefers  facts  to  assertions, 
has  only  to  consult  the  tale  of  **  Les  deux  men^triers  "  in  the 
Fabliaux  ou  Contes,  ii.  313,  and  that  this  was  likewise  the  case 
with  the  Proven9al  troubadours  appears  from  several  passages  of 
their  history.    (See  particularly,  i.  378.  ii.  31,  489.  iii.  2,  356.) 
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the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  and  got  their  livehhood 
by  singing  verses  to  the  harp  of  their  own  composing 
in  their  native  tongue,  who  were  well  known  to  the 
Saxons,  "  continued  a  distinct  order  of  men  for  many 
ages  after  the  Norman  Conquest,"  and  were  hospitably 
and  respectfully  received  at  the  houses  of  the  great, 
all  the  facts,  anecdotes  and  other  circumstances  which 
have  been  collected  relative  to  the  Provencal 
Troubadours  or  Norman  Minstrels,  however  numer- 
ous or  authentic,  are  totally  foreign  to  the  subject, 
and  do  not  even  prove  the  mere  existence  of  the 
character  supposed. 

The  incidents  referred  to  by  the  above-learned  writer 
to  the  times  and  manners  of  the  Anglo-Saxons,  though 
probably  nothing  more  than  the  fictions  of  romance,* 
do  not  seem  to  require  examination ;  since,  allowing 
the  facts  themselves,  they  by  no  means  affect  the 
question  proposed  to  be  here  considered,  which  is. 
Whether  at  any  time,  since  the  Norman  Conquest, 
there  has  existed  a  distinct  order  of  Englishmen,  who 
united  the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  and  got  their 
livelihood  by  singing  to  the  harp  verses  in  their 
native  tongue  of  their  own  composing  ?  And  if  the 
elucidation  of  an  obscure  and  interesting  subject,  or 
the  attainment  of  just  and  distinct  ideas  of  ancient 
characters  and  manners,  be  an  object  of  any  conse- 


*  The  stories  of  Alfred  and  Anlaff  (Essay,  p.  xxv.)  are  evi- 
dently the  same  with  that  of  Colgrin  (p.  xxiv. )  That  the  fables 
of  Arthur  were  popular  before  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth  published 
his  British  History,  seems  evident,  both  from  Alfred  of  Beverly 
{AnnaUs,  p.  2,)  and  from  Geoff'rey  himself,  who  says,  the  actions 
of  Arthur,  and  the  kings  who  lived  here  before  the  incarnation 
of  Christ,  were  celebrated  by  many  people  in  a  pleasant  manner, 
and  by  heart,  as  if  they  had  been  written.  These  pleasantries 
were  in  all  probability  parts  of  some  French  romance,  of  which 
Geoffrey  had  got  a  prose  translation. 


#■ 
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quence,  the  discussion  of  this  question  will  not  be 
impertinent  or  useless. 

It  is  admitted  that  no  "very  particular  fact  con- 
cerning the  Minstrels  "  is  to  be  met  with  till  we  come 
down  to  the  reign  of  Richard  I. ;  "  and  under 
him  their  profession  seems  to  have  revived  with  ad- 
ditional splendour."  This  monarch,  "who  was  the 
great  restorer  and  hero  of  chivalry,  was  also  the  dis- 
tinguished patron  of  poets  and  minstrels :  he  was 
himself  of  their  number,  and  some  of  his  verses  are 
still  extant."  These  verses,  however,  we  find  to  be  all 
in  French,  or  Provencal;  but  still  "the  distinction 
which  Richard  showed  to  men  of  this  profession, 
although  his  favours  were  chiefly  heaped  upon 
foreigners,  could  not  but  recommend  the  profession 
itself  among  his  own  subjects  ;  and,  therefore,  we  may 
conclude  that  English  Minstrelsy  would,  in  a  peculiar 
manner,  flourish  in  his  time."  It  should,  however, 
seem  altogether  as  just  and  natural  a  conclusion  from 
the  premises,  that  since  he  cannot  be  discovered,  in  a 
single  instance,  to  have  shown  his  favours  to  any  but 
foreigners,  English  Minstrelsy  did  not  in  his  time 
flourish  at  all. 

The  adventure  of  this  king  and  his  Norman  Min- 
strel, Blondel  de  Nesle,  so  elegantly  dramatised  by 
M.  Sedaine,*  whatever  honour  it  may  be  thought  to 
confer  upon  poets  or  their  art,  certainly  makes  nothing 
in  favour  of  the  English  Minstrels,  whose  existence  is 
still  left  undecided. 

The  next  memorable  event  which  is  found  in  history 
concerning  the  Minstrels,  and  is  "  much  to  their 
credit,"  was  their  rescuing  one  of  the  great  earls  of 

*  The  authenticity  of  the  anecdote  is  very  dubious.  It  is  re- 
lated, indeed,  in  Les  croniques  de  Normendiey  Rouen  (c.  1520), 
4to.  b.  ].,  but  this  seems  a  book  in  which  there  is  at  least  as  much 
romance  as  true  history. 
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Chester,  when  besieged  by  the  Welsh.    This  happened 
in  the  reign  of  king  John,*  and  is  related  as  follows : 

"  Hugh  the  first  earl  of  Chester,  in  his  charter  of 
foundation  of  St.  Werburg*s  abbey  in  that  city,  had 
granted  such  a  privilege  to  those  who  should  come  to 
Chester  fair,  that  they  should  not  be  then  apprehended 
for  theft  or  any  other  misdemeanor,  except  the  crime 
were  committed  during  the  fair.  This  special  pro- 
tection caused  multitudes  of  loose  and  disorderly 
people  to  resort  to  that  fair ;  which  afterwards  proved 
of  signal  benefit  to  one  of  his  successors.  For  Ran- 
ulph,  the  last  earl  of  Chester  [of  that  name],  marching 
into  Wales  with  a  slender  attendance,  was  constrained 
to  retire  to  his  castle  of  Rothelan,  or  Rhuydland ;  in 
which  he  was  straightly  besieged  by  the  Welsh.  Find- 
ing himself  hard  pressed,  he  contrived  to  give  notice 
of  his  danger  to  Lord  Roger  (or  John)  de  Lacy, 
Constable  of  Chester,  who,  making  use  of  the  Minstrels 
then  assembled  at  Chester  fair ;  these  men,  like  so 
many  Tyrtceus^s^  by  their  music  and  their  songs  so 
allured  and  inspired  the  multitudes  of  loose  and  law- 
less persons  then  brought  together,  that  they  resolutely 
marched  against  the  Welsh :  Hugh  de  Dutton,  a 
gallant  youth,  who  was  steward  to  Lacy,  putting  him- 
self at  their  head.  The  Welsh,  alarmed  at  the  approach 
of  this  rabble,  supposing  them  to  be  a  regular  body 
of  armed  and  disciplined  veterans,  instantly  raised 
the  siege  and  retired." 

"For  this  good  service,  Ranulph  granted  to  the 
Lacies,  by  charter,  a  pecuhar  patronage  over  men  of 
this  sort :  who  devolved  the  same  again  upon  Dutton 
and  his  heirs.     And  the  Minstrels,  his  assistants,  en- 


*  **  Vid.  Dugdale  (Baronage,  vol.  i.  p.  42.  loi),  who  places 
it  after  the  13th  year  of  K.  Joh.  Anno  Dom.  1212. — See  also 
Camden*s  Britannia,  Plotfs  Staffordsh."  &c. 
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joyed  for  many  ages  peculiar  honours  and  privileges 
under  the  descendants  of  that  fiunilv." 

The  above  relation  is,  in  the  Essay,  marked  with 
double  commas,  as  a  quotation^  but  the  only  reference 
to  any  authority  is  that  indirectly  made  in  the  note ; 
and  it  is  certain,  that  the  writers  there  mendoned 
give  little  countenance  to  a  remarkable  passage,  in- 
troduced, it  should  seem,  by  the  learned  essayist,  to 
serve  the  purpose  of  a  hypothesis,  which,  by  this  time, 
perhaps,  he  began  to  perceive  would  need  more  sup- 
port than  any  author  ancient  or  modem  was  ready  to 
afford* 

The  story  is  thus  told,  by  a  writer  who  cannot  be 
suspected  of  a  design  to  render  the  actors  less  respect- 
able than  he  found  them  represented. 

"  This  Kandle^  t  among  the  many  conflicts  he  had 
with  the  Welsh,  ....  was  distressed  by  *  them,'  and 
forced  to  retreat  to  the  castie  of  Rothelent,  in  Flint- 
shire, about  the  reign  of  king  John,  where  they  be- 
sieged him :  he  presently  sent  to  his  constable  of 
Cheshire,  Roger  Lacy,  sirnamed  Hell,  for  his  fierce 
spirit,  that  he  would  come  with  all  speed,  and  bring 
what  forces  he  could  towards  his  relief.  Roger, 
having  gathered  a  tumultuous  rout  oi  Jidlers,  players^ 
coblers^  \and  other]  debauched  persons^  both  men  and 
women,  out  of  the  city  of  Chester  (for  'twas  then  the 
fair-time  in  that  city),  marcheth  immediately  towards 
the  earl.  The  Welsh,  perceiving  a  great  multitude 
coming,  raised  their  siege  and  fled.  The  earl,  coming 
back  with  his  constable  to  Chester,  gave  him  power 


*  This  passage  (to  which,  by  the  way,  there  could  be  no 
possible  objection,  if  it  had  not  been  within  marks  of  quotation) 
is  omitted  in  the  new  edition.  Dr.  Percys  happiness  of  expres- 
sion, or  general  elegance  as  a  writer,  was  never  disputed. 

t  The  Third,  surnamed  Blundevil,  sixth  earl  of  Chester, 
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over  all  ih^Jidlcrs  and  shoemakers  in  Chester,  in  reward 
and  memory  of  this  service.  The  constable  retained 
to  himself  the  authority  and  donation  of  the  shoe- 
makers^ but  conferred  the  authority  of  the  fdlers  and 
players  on  his  steward,  which  then  was  Button  of 
Dutton/'  * 

The  words  of  the  grant  to  Button  are,  "  Magisterium 
omnium  leccatorum  et  meretricium  totius  Cestre- 
shire,  sicut  liber ius  ilium  magisterium  teneo  de  comite; 


*  Sir  Peter  Leycesters  Historical  AntiquiHes^  p.  141.  See 
also  Blounts  Ancient  Tenures  [Hazlitt's  edit  p.  68,9].  Sir  \Vr* 
Dugdale  only  tells  us,  that  the  earl  in  his  distress  **  sent  to  ihe 
constable  of  Chester  for  help  ;  who,  making  use  of  the  Minstrels 
of  all  sorts,  then  met  at  Chester  fair,  by  the  allurements  of  their 
music,  got  together  a  vast  number  of  such  loose  people,  as  by 
reason  of  the  before  specified  privilege,  were  then  in  that  city, 
whom  he  forthwith  sent  under  the  conduct  of  Button  (his 
steward)  towards  Rothelan.*'  Baroftage,  i.  10 1.  He  refers  to 
the  History  of  Cambria,  by  D.  Powel,  p.  296.  And,  though  he 
allows  this  might  have  been  done  as  was  reported  in  the  time  of 
Ro^^er,  constable  of  Chester,  says,  it  is  most  certain  that  it  was 
John,  his  son,  who  had  the  patronage  of  that  rabble  given  him 
by  the  earl,  and  thereupon  granted  the  same  to  Hugh  de  Dutton. 

The  words  of  Camden  are,  that  "this  family  [of  Dutton],  by 
an  old  custom,  hath  a  particular  authority  over  all  pipers,  Jidlers, 
and  harpers  of  this  county,  ever  since  one  R.  Dutton,  with  a  rabble 
of  such  men,  rescued  Ranulf,  the  last  earl  of  Chester,'*  &c. 
Britannia,  in  Cheshire,  His  authority  is  a  "  Chronicon  Wallice," 
by  which  he  doubtless  means  Powells  history,  where  the  story 
seems  to  have  originally  appeared.  All  that  this  writer  says  is, 
that  "  Ralph  [r.  Hugh]  Dutton,  *  Lacys'  son-in-law,  being  a 
lustie  youth,  assembled  togither  all  the  plaiers,  musicians,  and 
merie  companions  in  the  citie  (being  then  the  fair  time)  and  came 
to  the  constable,  who  forthwith  went  to  Ruthlan,  raised  ths  siege, 
and  delivered  the  earle  from  danger.  In  recompence  of  which 
service,  the  earle  gave  unto  his  constable  divers  freedoms  and 
privil^es,  and  granted  unto  the  said  Dutton,  the  ruling  and 
ordering  of  all  the  plaiers  and  musicians  within  that  countie, 
which  his  heire  enjoyeth  even  unto  this  day."  Bist.  of  Cambria, 
1584,  p.  296. 
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salvo  Jure  meo  mihi  et  heredihus  meisJ*^*  No  mention 
is  made  of  Fidkrs  or  Minstrels;  we  must  therefore 
presume  them  to  have  passed  as  an  appendage  or  ap- 
purtenance to  the  whores  and  letchers,  for  whose 
diversion  this  respectable  order  of  men,  *''who  united 
the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  and  sung  verses  to  the 
harp  of  their  own  composing,"  were  most  miserably 
twanging  and  scraping  in  the  booths  of  Chester  fair. 

True  it  is,  that  in  the  14th  year  of  King  Henry 
VI I. ,  Laurence  Button,  lord  of  Button  (in  answer  to 
a  guo  warranto,  on  behalf  of  prince  Arthur,  as  earl 
•^f  Chester)  claimed  that  all  Minstrels  inhabiting,  or 
'"exercising  their  office,  within  the  county  and  city  of 
Chester,  ought  to  appear  before  him,  or  his  steward, 
at  Chester,  at  the  feast  of  St.  John  Baptist  yearly, 
and  should  give  him  at  the  said  feast  four  flagons  of 
wine,  and  one  lance ;  and  also  every  Minstrel  should 
pay  him  four  pence  halfpenny,  at  the  said  feast,  &c. ; 
for  which  he  pleaded  prescription. t 

It  is  likewise  admitted,  that  the  Buttons  were  wont 


*  Dug.  Baro,  i.  loi.  Sir  P.  Leycesters  Historical  Antiquities^ 
pp.  142.  251.  This  author  supposes  *'  the  rout  which  the 
constable  brought  to  the  rescuing  of  the  earl  were  debauched 
persons  drinking  with  their  sweethearts  in  the  izAX^fidiers"  &c. 
{'^pipers  and  other  sorts  of  minstrels,"  says  King).  And 
observes,  that  *'the  custom  seems  to  have  been  altered  to  the 
fidlerSj  as  necessary  attendants  on  revellers  in  bawdy-houses  and 
taverns"  Dr.  Percy,  however,  in  the  new  edition,  says,  **the 
natural  inference  is,  that  the  minstrels  were  expressed  by  the 
term  Leccatores"  (which,  it  appears  from  Ducange's  glossary, 
may  mean  buffoons) ;  and  mentions  an  ancient  MS.  in  French 
metre  (quoted  by  that  author)  "  wherein  the  LECCOUR  {Lat. 
Leccator)  and  the  minstrel  are  joined  together  : "  a  sufficient 
proof  that  the  names  were  not  synonimous  ;  though  the  persons 
meant  were  doubtless  *^ par  nobile  fratrum*^ 

t  Sir  P.  Leycesters  Historical  Antiquities,  pp.  142.  221. 
Blounts  Ancient  Tenures,  [edit.  1874,  p.  69.].  Law  Dictionary, 
V.  Minstrel. 
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to  keep  a  court  every  year  upon  the  above  feast, 
being  the  fair-day,  where  all  the  Minstrels  of  the 
county  and  city  did  attend  and  play  before  the  lord 
of  Dutton,  or  his  steward,  upon  their  several  instru- 
ments, 16  and  from  divine  service ;  after  which,  the 
old  licences  granted  to  the  Minstrels  were  renewed, 
and  such  new  ones  granted  as  he  thought  fit,  none 
presuming  to  exercise  that  faculty  without  licence  ;  * 
and  that  this  privilege  has  been  excepted  in  many 
acts  of  parliament,  whereby  Minstrels  have  been 
declared,  and  directed  to  be  punished  as  rogues, 
vagabonds,  and  sturdy  beggars. 

In  the  reign  of  Edward  I.,  it  seems,  a  multitude 
OF  MINSTRELS  are  expressly  mentioned  to  have  given 
their  attendance  in  his  court,  at  the  solemn  act  of 
knighting  his  son.  This  is  sufficiently  credible,  but 
will  by  no  means  prove  them  to  have  been  English- 
men. 

The  woman  whom  Stow  relates  to  have  entered  into 
Westminster  Hall,  adorned  hke  a  minstrel\  sitting  on  a 
great  horse  trapped  as  minstrels  then  used,  who  rode 
round  about  the  tables,  shewing  pastime^  and  at  length 
came  up  to  the  king  and  delivered  a  letter,  had  evi- 
dently assumed  the  character  of  a  tumbler  or  iomble- 
siere^i  the  profession,  we  find,  of  females,  in  the  time 

*  At  this  court  the  steward,  having  called  every  minstrel,  and 
impaneled  a  jury,  charged  them  to  enquire,  whether  any  man  of 
that  profession  had  *  *  exercised  his  instrument  without  license 
from  the  lord  of  the  court,"  or  what  misdemeanour  he  was 
guilty  of.     Kings  Vale  royal  of  England,  p.  29. 

+  This  word  is  derived  by  Mr.  Tyrwhitt  from  the  Saxon  turn- 
ban,  to  dance ;  but,  in  the  Romant  of  the  Rose,  at  least,  it  is 
clearly  a  corruption  of  tumbestere  or  timbestere,  a  female  per- 
former on  the  timbre ;  tomberesse,  tumberesse,  tymberesse,  and 
timberesse ;  tombe,  tumbe,  tymbre,  and  timbre,  all  occurring  in 
different  MSS.  of  the  original.  In  the  other  instances,  how- 
ever, Mr.  Tyrwhitts  derivation  may  be  still  right  :  as  tomblestere 
is  the  legitimate  feminine  of  tombler. 
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of  Chaucer.  Stow  might  translate  the  word  hisirio 
by  Minstrel  properly  enough,  without  meaning  one 
who  sung  to  the  harp;  for  he  imdoubtedly  knew, 
both  that  the  word  had  no  such  implication,  and  that 
women  never  sung  to  the  harp.  * 

In  the  fourth  year  of  Richard  II.  John  of  Gaunt 
ordained  a  king  of  the  Minstrels  (Roy  des  Ministraulx ) 
within  his  honor  of  Tutbury  in  Staffordshire,  to  whom 
he  gave  power  to  take  and  arrest  all  the  Minstrels 
within  that  honor  who  should  refuse  to  make  their 
services  and  minstralcie,  &c  In  virtue  of  this  grant, 
,  a  court  of  Minstrels  used  to  be  kept,  where  defaulters 
'  were  amerced,  offenders  presented,  and  other  pro- 
ceedings had,  till  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century. 
Now  the  Minstrels,  to  whom  a  sovereign  was  thus 
given,  could  have  been  only  the  retainers  to  the 
castle  and  honor  of  Tutbury,  or,  in  other  words,  the 
dukes  band  of  music ;  and  this  monarch  perhaps  was 
a  sort  of  maestro  di  capella.  Dr.  Plot,  who  was 
present  at  one  of  the  minstrel-courts,  has  left  us  a 
pretty  full  account  of  the  whole  ceremony;  but  in 
his  time,  the  Essay  allows,  the  Minstrels  **  appear  to 
have  lost  their  singing  talents,  and  to  have  become 

*  /.  e.  professionally  and  in  public.  Dr.  Percy  has,  indeed, 
produced  a  few  instances,  from  old  romances  (to  which  more 
might  be  added),  of  ladies  playing  on  the  harp  ;  and  many  such 
instances  may  be  found  at  this  day ;  though  it  would  appear 
very  odd  to  term  the  fair  performers  she- minstrels.  **  These 
instances,"  therefore,  "  are  [not]  sufficient." 

If  Tombestere  did  not,  as  would  seem  from  the  above  note, 
mean  a  tumbler  or  dancing-woman,  the  historian  could  not  "  have 
used  the  word  saltatrix*'     The  following  passage,  however,  in 
the  ancient  Roman  de  Perceval  appears  to  put  the  existence  of 
female  dancers  and  tumblers  out  of  all  doubt  : 

"  Harper  y  falsoit  harpeors, 
Et  vieler  vieleors, 
Et  les  baleresses  baler, 

Et  LES  TL'MBERESSES  TUMBER." 
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mere  musicians."  As  to  singing  talents^  it  is  most 
likely  they  never  possessed  any  ;*  and  what  sort  of 
musicians  they  were,  may  be  in  some  measure  con- 
ceived from  a  part  of  the  ceremony  which  the 
Essayist  has  judiciously  omitted.  After  the  court  was 
over,  the  steward  to  the  duke  of  Devonshire,  as  re- 
presentative of  the  prior  of  Tutbury,  used  to  deliver 
a  bull,  prepared  for  the  occasion,  and  turn  him  loose 
among  the  Minstrels ;  and,  if  they  succeeded  in 
their  endeavours  to  take  him  before  he  got  over  the 
Dove,  he  was  brought  to  the  stake,  and  baited  for 
their  further  diversion.  The  whole  of  this  infamout 
business  was  attended  with  circumstances  of  the  most 
shocking  and  brutal  barbarity,  which  it  would  be  dis- 
gusting to  repeat,  and  which  a  fidler  or  ballad-singer 
of  the  present  times  (low  as  the  profession  may  be 
now  sunk)  would  scorn  to  countenance,  t 

Such  was  the  famous  bull-running  of  Tutbury,  or 
court  of  minstrels ;  of  which  one  of  that  profession 
thus  speaks,  in  the  assumed  character  of  the  roy  des 
ministraulx,  long  before  Dr.  Plots  time  : 

**  This  battle  was  fought  near  to  Titbury  town, 

When  the  bagpipes  baited  the  bull ; 
I'm  Jang  ofthefidlers,  and  swear  'tis  a  truth, 

And  I  call  him  that  doubts  it  a  gull. 
For  I  saw  them  fighting,  zxiA  Jiddled  the  while,  &c."  J 

*  Both  the  Essayist  and  the  present  writer  turn  out  to  be  mis- 
taken :  one  of  the  articles  of  enquiry  given  in  charge  to  the 
inquest  was,  Whether  any  of  the  several  minstrels  within  the 
honor  had  "  abused  or  disparaged  their  honorable  profession,  by 
drunkenness,  profane  cursing  and  swearing,  singing  lewd  or  obscene 
songSy^  &^c. 

t  See  Plots  Staffordshire,  p.  435.  The  minstrels  court,  bull- 
running,  &€.,  were  entirely  abolished  by  the  duke  of  Devonshire 
in  1778,  at  the  request  of  the  inhabitants  of  Tutbury,  owing 
to  the  outrages  usually  committed  on  the  occasion.  See  the 
new  edition  of  Blounts  Tenures,  [by  Hazlitt,  pp.  329-45]. 

X  Robin  Hoods  Garland,  Song  I. 
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"  Even  so  late  as  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII."  it  is 
observed,  "  a  stated  number  of  Minstrels  were  retained 
in  all  great  and  noble  families,  as  appears  from  the 
establishment  of  the  household  of  the  then  earl  of 
Northumberland. " 

"  Item,  Mynstrals  in  houshold  iij.  viz.  a  taberd,  a 
iuyie,  and  a  rebeccJ^  *  But  this  surely  cannot  be  pro- 
duced to  prove,  that  these  "  Mynstrals  "  were  an  order 
of  men  *'  who  united  the  arts  of  poetry  and  music, 
and  sung  verses  to  the  harp  of  their  own  composing." 
However  this  may  be,  "  the  Minstrels,''  we  are  told, 
♦^continued  down  to  the  reign  of  Elizabeth;  in  whose 
time  they  had  lost  much  of  their  dignity,  and  were 
sinking  into  contempt  and  neglect."  As  to  dignity,  it 
is  pretty  clear  they  never  had  any  to  lose;  and  if  we 
find  them  treated  with  contempt  and  neglect,  it  is 
because  we  are  now  become  better  acquainted  with 
them,  and  do  not  view  them  through  the  medium  of 
Ducange  or  Fontenelle. 

"Still,"  however,  "they  sustained  a  character  far 
superior  to  any  thing  we  can  conceive  at  present  of 
the  singers  of  old  ballads ; "  or  rather  of  the  players  on 
fiddles;  for  we  have  hitherto  only  found  them  to  be 
musicians  ;  not  a  song  has  a  single  one  of  them  been 
yet  proved  to  have  sung. 

A  passage,  quoted  by  the  Essayist  (p.  xxxv.),  from 
a  writer  of  this  period,  gives  us,  it  must  be  confessed, 
a  distinct  idea  of  the  character  he  describes ;  but  it  is 

*  Essay,  p.  Ixxiv.  In  the  celebration  of  Christmas,  Sir  J. 
Hawkins  says,  fidlers  were  deemed  so  necessary,  that  in  the 
houses  of  the  nobility,  they  were  retained  by  small  stipends,  as 
also  cloaks  and  badges,  with  the  cognisance  or  arms  of  the 
family,  like  certain  other  domestic  servants.  From  the  houses 
of  great  men,  to  wakes,  fairs,  and  other  assemblies  of  the  com- 
mon people,  the  transition  of  these  vagrant  artists  was  natural. 
Hist,  Music,  iv.  382. 
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evidently  of  a  character  that  existed  only  in  the 
imagination  of  those  who  contrived  the  "  ridiculpus 
devise"  of  this  "  Auncient  Minstrell  and  his  song^^nd 
who  had  met  with  him  in  Morte  Arthur. "^^     If  Minstrels 


*  See  Langhams  Letter,  &c. — ^That  a  Jkfinstrel  or  singing  harper 
is  a  very  useful  personage  in  the  above  ancient  and  popular  rom- 
ance, will  appear  from  the  following  anecdote.  Sir  Lancelot 
being  in  a  violent  passion,  on  account  of  a  threatening  abusive 
letter  which  king  Marke  of  Comewaile  had  sent  to  queen  Guen- 
ever,  wherein  he  *'  spake  shame  by  her,  and  by  sir  Lancelot ;  " 
sir  Dinadan,  to  comfort  him,  bids  him  "  set  right  nought  by  all 
these  threatenings,  for  king  Marke  *  was  *  so  vilanous,  that  by 
faire  speach  *  should '  never  no  man  get  ought  of  him  ;  but 
(continues  he)  yee  shall  see  what  I  shall  doe,  I  will  make  a  lay 
for  him,  and  when  it  is  made,  I  shall  make  an  harper  to  sing  it 
before  him.  So  anon  bee  went  and  made  it,  and  taught  it  an 
harper,  that  hyght  Elyot,  and  when  hee  could  it,  hee  taught  it  to 
many  harpers.  And  so  .  .  .  the  harpers  went  straight  unto 
Wales  and  Comewaile  to  sing  the  lay,  .  .  .  which  was  the  worst 
lay  that  ever  harper  sung  with  harpe,  or  with  any  other  instru- 
ment. And  [at]  the  gi'eat  feast  that  king  Marke  made  for  joy  of 
the  victorie  which  hee  had,  because  the  Sessoines  were  put  out 
of  his  countrey,  came  Eliot  the  harper  ;  .  .  .  .  and  because  he 
was  a  curious  harper,  men  heard  him  sing  the  same  lay  that  sir 
Dinadan  had  made,  the  which  spake  the  most  vilanie  by  king 
Marke,  of  his  treason,  that  ever  man  heard.  When  the  harper 
had  sung  his  song  to  the  end,  king  Marke  was  wonderous  wroth 
with  him,  and  said.  Thou  harper,  how  durst  thou  be  so  bold  on 
thy  head  to  sing  this  song  before  me  ?  Sir,  said  Eliot,  wit  you 
well  I  am  a  minstrell,  and  I  must  doe  as  I  am  commanded  of 
these  lords  that  I  beare  the  armes  of.  And,  sir  king,  wit  you 
well  that  sir  Dinadan,  a  knight  of  the  round  table,  made  this 
song,  and  he  made  me  to  sing  it  before  you.  Thou  saiest  well, 
said  king  Marke,  I  charge  thee  that  thou  hie  thee  fast  out  of  my 
sight.  So  the  harper  departed,  &c.  But  for  to  say  that  king 
Marke  was  wonderous  wroth,  he  was."  Part  II.  c.  113.  (Ed. 
1634.)  See  also  part  III.  c.  5.  (This  extract  is  copied  with  very 
little  alteration  into  the  new  edition  of  the  Reliques.)  The  title 
of  one  of  the  chapters  in  the  old  French  romance  of  Merlin 
(Rouen,  s.  d.)  is,  "  Come  Merlin  se  mist  en  forme  de  ung  beau 
jeune  hoe  av6ugle  :  et  jouyt  de  une  harpe,  &c."  which  is  worth 
perusing  ( Tome  II.  fo.  cix). 
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had  been  common,  a  real  one  would  have  been  pro- 
cured, and  not  "  one  personating  that  character." 

"Towards  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  this 
class  of  men  had  lost  all  credit,  and  were  sunk  so  low 
in  the  public  opinion,  that,  in  the  39th  year  of  Eliza- 
beth, a  statute  was  passed,  by  which  *  Minstrels 
wandering  abroad,'  were  included  among  'rogues, 
vagabonds,  and  sturdy  beggars,'  and  were  adjudged 
to  be  punished  as  such.  This  act  seems  to  have  put 
an  end  to  the  profession,  for  after  this  time  they  are 
no  longer  mentioned.'' 

Of  the  language  of  this  statute,  the  Minstrels  should 
not  seem  to  have  had  much  reason  to  complain,  as 
vagabond  was  a  title  to  which  the  profession  had  been 
long  accustomed.* 

II.  It  is  somewhat  remarkable,  that  we  have  yet 
seen  no  authority  which  should  induce  us  to  think, 
that  there  ever  was  a  single  Englishman,  who  "united 
the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  and  sung  verses  to  the 
harp  of  his  own  composing  ; "  nor  in  fact  is  any  such 

*  Item,  pur  eschuir  pluseurs  diseases  et  meschiefs  qont  advenuz 
devant  ces  heures  en  la  terre  de  Gales,  par  pluseurs  west  ours, 
rymours,  ministralx^  et  atitres  vacabondcs^  ordeignez  est,  &c.'* 
Stat.  4  H.  IV.  c.  27. 

The  author  oithe  vision  of  {William^  concernitig]  Pierce  Plow- 
man  treats  them  with  as  little  respect  : 

"  As  commen  as  a  cartwaye  to  eche  a  knave  that  walketh, 
To  monkes,  and  to  minstrels,  to  mesels  in  hedges." 

It  might  not  be  long  after  the  passing  of  the  above  act  against 

the  Minstrels,  that  dr.   Bull  wrote  satyrical  verses  upon  them 

(extant  in  some  MS.  of  the  Harleian  collection,  of  which  the 

number  cannot  be  recovered),  part  of  the  first  stanza  being  as 

follows : 

When  Jesus  went  to  Jairus  house, 

[Whose  daughter  was  about  to  die,] 
He  tum'd  the  Minstrels  out  of  dours, 

Among  the  rascal  company : 
Beggars  they  are,  with  one  consent. 
And  ROGUES,  by  act  of  parliament. 
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authority  to  be  found.  If  those  writers  who  have 
become  the  historians  or  panegyrists  of  the  Proven9al 
troubadours,  or  the  French  Minstrels,  had  been  pos- 
sessed of  no  better  evidence  than  we  are,  the  mere 
existence  of  such  a  body  would  not  have  been  at  pre- 
sent known.  The  tensons^  the  sirventes^  the  pastou- 
relles  of  the  former,  the  lais,  contes,  dcnd  fabliaux  of  the 
latter  are  innumerable,  and  not  only  prove  their  exist- 
ence, but  afford  sufficient  materials  for  their  description 
and  history.  But  this  is  by  no  means  the  case  with 
the  **  Ancient  English  Minstrels,"  of  whom  it  is  not 
pretended  that  we  have  anything  more  than  a  few 
rude  ballads,  which  prove  nothing  less  than  their 
origin.  Not  a  single  piece  is  extant  in  which  an 
English  Minstrel  speaks  of  himself;  whereas,  the 
importance  or  vanity  of  the  French  Minstrel  for  ever 
leads  him  to  introduce  himself  or  his  profession,  and 
to  boast  of  his  feats  and  his  talents.  That  there  did 
exist  in  this  country  an  order  of  men  called  Minstrels, 
is  certain ;  but  then  it  is  equally  clear,  that  the  word 
was  never  used  by  any  English  writer,  for  "  one  who 
united  the  arts  of  poetry  and  music,  and  sung  verses 
to  the  harp  of  his  own  composing,"  before  the  ingenious 
\iTiter  so  often  quoted  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  that  it 
ever  implied  an  instrumental  performer,  and  generally 
a  fidler,  or  such  like  base  musician. 

To  begin  with  the  glossarists :  Florio,  in  his  Worlde 
ofwordes,  1598,  renders  the  Italian  words  Biffaro  and 
GhigarOy  ^^2l  fidler ^  dLcrouder^  a  ininsirellP  Sir  Henry 
Spelman  explains  the  word  "  Minstrell,"  by  ^^fidicen, 
tibicen;''  Blount,  by  "  a  musician,  a  fidler ; "  Cotgrave 
translates  menestraudier,  "  a  minstrell  or  fidler ; "  and 
Minshew  says,  that  "Minstrel,"  is  in  German,  ^^ein 
fidler:' 

The  **Minstrells"  of  the  kings  household,  in  the 
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time  of  Edward  III.,  were  "trompeters,  C)rtelers,  pypers, 
tabrete,  mabrers,  clarions,  fedeler[s],  wayghtes."* 

An  old  chronicler,  speaking  of  the  battle  of  Halidon- 
Hill,  in  this  reign,  observes,  that  "  the  Englisshe  myn- 
straits  blewe  hir  irumpes  and  Mix  pipes  [or,  as  a  dif- 
ferent copy  has  it,  *  beten  her  tabers^  and  blowen  her 
trompe^\  and  hidousiy  astrede  the  Scottis."  t 

The  "  Minstrels  "  of  king  Edward  IV.  were  musi- 
cians, "  whereof  some  '  were  *  trompds^  some  with  the 
shalmes  and  smalle  pypes,  and  some  strange  mene 
coming  to  *  the '  court  at  fyve  feastes  of  the  year,  and 
then  take  their  wages,  .  .  .  after  iiij.  d.  ob.  by  daye, 

In  a  narrative  of  "  the  departure  of  the  princess 
Katherine  out  of  Spaine,  together  with  her  arrival  and 
reception  in  England  "  1501,  printed  in  the  last  edition 
[1770]  of  Lelands  Colleciarua  (v.  35 2,)  we  read  that 
"  she  and  her  ladyes  called  for  their  minstrells  and  .  . . 
solaced  themselves  with  the  disports  of  dauncing" 

Those  of  the  earl  of  Northumberland,  in  the  time 
of  king  Henry  VIII.,  we  have  already  seen,  were  "a 
tabret,  a  luyte,  a  rebecc."  And  in  a  list  of  the  house- 
hold musicians  of  king  Edward  VI.  we  find  "  trum- 
peters, Inters,  harpers,  singers,  rebeck,  sagbutts,  vyalls, 
bagpiper,  minstrelles,  dromslades,  and  players  on 
the  flutes  and  virginals."  §  The  particular  office  of 
the  Minstrels  does  not  indeed  appear  ;  but  it  must  be 
evident,  that  they  were  not  singers  to  the  harp. 

*  Hawkins's  Hist.  Music,  ii.  107. — IVaygktes  were  players  on 
hautboys  or  other  pipes  during  the  night  ;  as  they  are  in  many 
places  at  this  day.     See  291. 

t  MS.  Harl.  266  (4690).  These  minstralis  were  the  drum- 
mers and  fifers  of  the  present  day. 

X  Hawkins's  Hist,  Mus'c,  ii.  290. 

§  Hawkins's  Hist.  Music,  iii.  479.  Florio  explains  the  word 
Taburrino,  by  **a  little  druna,  a  tabour,  a  timbrell,  a  drunt' 
slader 
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Dr.  Percy  had  not  observed  that  gleman  or  glewe- 

man  is  frequently  used  for  minstrel  in  [Langland's] 

Vision  of  [  William^  concerning]  Fierce  the  Plowman 

(1350)  ' 

"  And  sithen  to  speach,  that  enspyred  is  of  grace. 
And  godsg/eman,  and  a  game  of  heaven, 
Woulde  never  that  faythfuU  father  Yiy^fydle  were  untemperd, 
Ne  his  gleman  a  gadling,  a  goer  to  taveme.*' 

(edit.  1550,  foL  43,  b.) 

He  appears,  from  this  author,  to  have  been  oc- 
casionally blind,  and  led  by  a  dog  : 

"  And  than  gan  he  to  go,  like  a  glewemans  bytch, 
Sometyme  asyde,  and  sometyme  arere."        (fo.  26.) 

Skelton,  laureat,  treats  the  character  with  the  utmost 
contempt  * 

It  should  seem,  by  the  way,  that  the  minstrels  of 
this  sera  had  a  dress  to  distinguish  their  profession. 
The  company,  described  by  the  author  whose  words 
are  quoted,  being  seated  in  a  tavern,  "  in  comes  a  noise 
of  musicians^  in  tawney  coats,  who  taking  off  their  caps, 
asked  if  they  would  have  any  music?  The  widow 
answered,  No ;  they  were  merry  enough.  Tut,  said 
the  old  man,  let  us  hear,  good  fellows,  what  you  can 
do;  and  play  me,  The  beginning  of  the  world.^^  t 


*  Against  a  comely  cojrstrowne,  &c    Works,  [by  Dyce,  i.  15]. 

t  History  of  Jack  of  Newbury,  by  Tho.  Delony.  The  times 
referred  to  are  those  of  king  Henry  VIII.  The  widow  being 
importuned  to  drink  to  such  one  of  the  company  as  she  loved 
best,  says,   **  vnth  this  cup  of  claret  and  sugar,  I  heartily  drink 

to  the  MINSTRELS  BOY." 

A  noise  of  musicians,  was  a  company  of  them.  In  the  second 
part  of  King  Henry  IV,  Act  II.  Scene  IV.  one  of  the  drawers 
bids  his  fellow  see  if  he  can  find  out  "Sneak's  noise;''  Mrs. 
Tearsheet  being  desirous  to  have  some  music. 

Now,  with  respect  to  these  tawney  coats  ;  it  is  well  known  that 

b 
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Again,  in  the  "  Pre  tie  and  mery  new  enterlude, 
called  the  Disobedient  Child/'  the  young  woman, 
speaking  of  her  approaching  nuptials,  says, 

"  There  wolde  this  daye  be  very  good  cheare. 
That  every  one  his  bealy  maye  fyll,* 
And  thre  or  foure  Minstrelles  wolde  be  here, 
That  none  in  the  house  syt  idle  or  stylle."  t 

ScL  for  dancing.     Wolde  in  both  places  means  should. 
In  the  old  morality  of  Lusty  Juvenius^  written  and 
printed  in  the  time  of  king  Edward  VI.,  Youth  says, 

**  Who  knoweth  where  is  e'er  a  mynstreil? 
By  the  masse,  I  would  fayne  go  daunce  a  fitte,  ** 

Again  : 

"  Well  i-met  father,  well  i-met ; 
Dyd  you  here  anye  tnynstr els  played  " 

"  Good  Councel.  What  would  you  with  the  minstrell  do  ? 
Jteventus.  Nothing,  but  have  a  daunce  or  two. " J 

The  mystery  of  Candlemas  day^  composed  1512, 
concludes  with  the  following  lines,  part  of  the  poets 
address  to  his  audience. 

**  Wherefor  now,  ye  vyrgjmes,  or  we  go  hens, 
With  all  your  company  you  goodly  avaunce  : 


this  was  the  livery  of  the  bishop  of  Winchester,  within  whose 
manor  of  Southwark,  and  under  whose  license  and  authority  the 
public  stews  anciently  flourished.  May  we  not,  therefore,  con- 
clude that  the  minstrels  thus  described  were  retainers  in  ordi- 
nary to  those  privileged  retreats  of  licentious  mirth  ?  In  one  of 
the  prints  of  Hogarths  Rakes  Progress,  he  has  introduced  a 
venerable  minstrel^  accompanying  on  his  harp  the  melodious 
strains  of  a  pregnant  female  :  the  scene  of  action  being  The 
Rose  tavern^  where  these  respectable  characters  were  wont  to 
ply. 

♦  [Hazlitt's  Dodsley,  ii.  288.]  f  See  p.  20. 

K  Hazlitt's  Dodsley,  ii.  48.] 


fe 
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Also  ye  mensiralles  doth  your  diligens, 
Afore  our  deperture  geve  us  a  daunce." 

That  is,  in  modem  English,  Fidlers,  strike  up  I 

Thus,  too,   in  an  ancient  poetical  tract,  entitled 
A  Merry  Jest  of  a  Wife  lapped  in  Morels  Skin  [about 

1570] • 

"  The  mynstrelles  played  at  every  horde.  '  * 

Again,  in  Greenes  Orlando  Furioso^  1594  : — 

**  m  be  his  minstrell  with  my  drum  2LXi^fife;\^ 
Bid  him  come  forth,  and  dance  it,  if  he  dare.'* 

Again,  in  Lilys  Mother  Bombic^  ^594  • — 

**  I  have  been  a  minstrell  these  thirtie  yeares, 
And  tickled  m^tre  strings  than  thou  hast  haires." 

Spenser,  in  his  Epithalamion,  gives  a  very  accurate 
description  of  them  : 

"  Harke  how  the  Minstrils  gin  to  shrill  aloud 
Ther  merry  musick  that  resounds  from  far, 
The  pipCy  the  taber,  and  the  trembling  croud. 
That  well  agree  withouten  breach  or  jar. 
But  most  of  all  the  damzels  doe  delite, 
When  they  their  tymbrels  smite, 
And  thereunto  doe  daunce  and  caroll  sweet,  ' 
That  all  the  senses  they  doe  ravish  quite." 

[*  Hazlitt*s  Popular  Poetry,  iv.  195.] 

[t  Dyce's  Greene  and  Peele,  1861,  p.  94.] 

+  [Edit.  Morris,  p.  588.]    Thus,  too,  Chaucer  in  the  Romaunt 

of  the  Rose  : 

"  There  was  manv  a  timbestere 
And  salyours,  that  I  dare  wel  swere 
Couth  her  craft  ful  parfedy  : 
The  tytnbres  up  ful  subtelly 
They  cast,  and  hente  ful  ofte 
Upon  a  fynger  fayre  and  softe,"  dkc. 

These  timbres  are  the  tambour  de  basque,  an  instrument  of  the 
greatest  antiquity.  Following  the  above  extract,  in  the  former 
edition  is  a  quotation  on  the  credit  of  sir  John  Hawkins's  History 
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In  Follies  Anatomu,  by  H,  Hutton,  Dunelmensis, 
1619,  8vo.  is  an  epigram,  which  begins, 

**  Shouldring  a  Minstrell  in  a  lane,  I  broke 
His  violh  case  J* 

In  the  Timing  of  a  Shrew,  a  person  having 
described  a  wedding,  says, 

**  Hush,  hark  !  I  hear  the  minstrels  play. ^^ 

In  Matthew  Groves  Felqps  and  Hippodamia,  &c, 
1587  [we  find] 

of  Music y  from  "  the  pleasant  history  of  Thomas  of  Reading," 
concerning  one  Rahere,  who  **  was  a  great  musician  and  kept  a 
company  of  Minstrels,  i,e,y  Fidlers,  who  played  with  silver 
hows."  Unless,  however,  there  be  very  great  diflference  in  the 
editions  of  this  **  famous  history,"  it  does  not  contain  the  word 
*' minstrels ; "  at  least  in  the  passage  where  mention  is  made  of 
Rejor  (not  Rehere)  and  "  his  servants."  Sir  John  is  certainly 
an  inaccurate,  and  would  seem  from  this  instance  to  be  an  un- 
faithful citer.  Stow,  indeed,  speaks  of  this  Rahere  as  "a 
pleasant  witted  gentleman,  and  therefore  in  his  time  called  the 
kinges  minstrell. "     Survay  of  London^  '598.  p.  308. 

Shakspeare  calls  them  ''^feast-finding  minstrels,"  in  his  Rape 
ofLucrecCj  (as  the  author  of  Pierce  Plowman  had  called  them 
long  before)  **  not  to  fare  as  a  /idler  or  a  friar  to  seke  festes" 
p.  48,  and  in  his  comedy  of  Muck  Ado  About  Nothing^  makes 
Claudio  say,  "  I  will  bid  thee  draw^  as  we  do  the  minstrels ; 
draw  to  pleasure  us."  Indeed  the  word  appears  to  have  been 
considered  as  reproachful  and  insulting  even  by  the  profession 
itself.  Peter  in  Romeo  and  Juliet  tells  the  musicians  he  **  will 
give  them  no  money,  but  the  gleek,"  "  I  will  give  you  the 
minstrel: "  then  says  the  first  nrusician,  **  will  I  give  you  the 
serving-creature.'* 

Ben  Jonson,  in  his  Tale  of  a  Tub,  introduces  "  Old  father 
Rosin,  chief  minstrel  of  Highgate,  and  his  two  boys  : "  they  are 
fiddlers  ;  and  play  the  tunes  called  for  by  the  company  :  as  lorn 
Tiler  y  The  jolly  joiner ^  and  The  jovial  tinker.  The  same  author, 
in  his  "Masque  of  the  metamorphosed  gypsies,"  calls  a  bag- 
piper, '*  the  miracle  of  minstrels ; "  and,  in  another  part,  makes 
one  of  his  characters  say,  **  The  king  has  his  noise  of  gypsies, 
as  well  as  of  bearwards  and  other  minstrels, " 
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**  The  minstrel  then  ihztJidUih  fine 
At  feeding  times  may  play, 
And  sing  to  heape  into  his  pursse 
The  coyne  by  night  or  day." 

Lastly,  by  an  ordinance  of  the  Commonwealth,  in 
1656,  c.  21.  It  was  enacted,  "that  if  any  person  or 
persons,  commonly  called  fidlers  or  minstrels,  shall 
at  any  time  be  taken  playing,  fidling,  and  making 
mustcky  in  any  Inn,  Alehouse,  or  Tavern,  or  shall  be 
taken  proflfering  themselves,  or  desiring,  or  intreating 
any  person  or  persons  to  hear  them  play  or  make 
musick,  in  any  the  places  aforesaid,  every  such  per- 
son or  persons,  so  taken,  shall  be  adjudged,  and  are 
hereby  adjudged  and  declared  to  be  rogues,  vaga- 
bonds, and  sturdy  beggers." 

After  this,  the  word  Minstrel  was  scarcely  ever 
mentioned  (unless  in  dictionaries  or  vagrant  acts)  till 
it  appeared  with  such  ^clat  in  the  Essay  prefixed  to 
the  Reliqtus  of  Ancient  English  Poetry, 

III.  That  there  were  individuals  formerly,  who 
made  it  their  business  to  wander  up  and  down  the 
country  chanting  romances,  and  singing  songs  and 
ballads  to  the  harp,  fiddle,  or  other  more  humble  and 
less  artificial  instrument,  cannot  be  doubted.  These 
men  were  in  all  probability  comprehended  within  the 
general  term  of  Minstrels,  but  are  by  no  means  to  be 
exclusively  distinguished  by  that  title;  and  indeed 
were  generally  denominated  from  the  particular 
instruments  on  which  they  performed.  It  may  be 
easily  imagined,  that  many  of  these  people,  though 
entirely  destitute  of  education,  and  probably  unable 
either  to  write  or  read,  possessed  the  talent  of  invent- 
ing historical  or  legendary  songs,  which  would  some- 
times have  merit ;  but  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  all 
the  minstrel-songs  which  have  found  their  way  to  us 
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are  merely  narrative ;  nothing  of  passion,  sentiment, 
or  even  description,  being  to  be  discovered  among 
them.  Men  equally  ignorant,  have  in  all  ages  and 
in  all  countries,  been  possessed  of  the  same  talent,  and 
such  a  charaiCter  is  only  rare  at  present,  because  it  is 
become  more'  difficult  to  please.  It  is  however  worthy 
of  remark,  that  no  English  Minstrel  was  ever  famous 
for  his  composition  or  his  performance ;  nor  is  the 
name  of  a  single  one  preserved  :  and  it  has  been  seen, 
that  we  only  commence  our  acquaintance  with  these 
Minstrel-songsters,  when  "they  had  lost  all  credit, 
and  were  sinking  into  contempt  and  neglect."  ft  will 
be  readily  conceived,  that  in  rude  and  barbarous 
times,  men  who  contributed  to  the  general  amusement 
of  the  common  people,  were  held  in  much  greater 
estimation  than  they  are  at  present ;  and  that  two  or 
three  centuries  ago,  the  wooden  wit  of  old  England 
was  a  much  more  welcome  visitant  in  many  a  populous 
city,  than  even  a  Garrick  or  a  Siddons  would  be  in 
the  present  age.  The  art  of  printing  was  fatal  to  the 
Minstrels  who  sung ;  people  began  to  read,  and, 
upfprtunately  for  the  Minstrels,  their  compositions 
would  not  bear  reading ;  of  course  not  above  two  or 
three  of  them  ever  got  to  the  press  :  the  songs  used 
by  the  ballad-singers,  on  the  contrary,  were  smooth 
and  regular,  were  all  printed,  and,  what  was  much 
more  to  their  advantage,  were  generally  united  to  a 
simple  but  pleasing  melody,  which  was  easily  acquired, 
and  any  one  could  sing ;  whereas  the  Minstrels  songs 
were  without  tune,  and  could  not  be  performed,  even 
by  themselves,  without  the  twang  of  a  harp,  or  the 
scrape  of  a  fiddle.  These  two  (not  to  speak  of  the 
cultivation  of  poetry  and  music  by  persons  of  genius 
and  learning)  seem  to  have  been  the  principal  causes 
of  the  rapid  decline  of  the  Minstrel  profession,  since 
the  time  of  queen  Elizabeth,  though  it  is  conceived 
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that  a  few  individuals  resembling  the  character  might 
have  been  lately,  and  may  possibly  be  still  found,  in 
some  of  the  least  poHshed  or  less  frequented  parts 
of  the  kingdom.  It  is  not  long  since  [that  is,  since 
1792],  that  the  public  papers  announced  the  death  of 
a  person  of  this  description  somewhere  in  Derbyshire ; 
and  another,  from  the  county  of  Gloucester,  was  within 
these  few  years  to  be  seen  in  the  streets  of  London  ; 
he  played  on  an  instrument  of  the  rudest  construction, 
which  he,  properly  enough,  called  a  hum-strum^  and 
chaunted  (amongst  others)  the  old  ballad  of  Lord 
Thomas  and  fair  Eleanor^  which,  by  the  way,  has  every 
appearance  of  being  originally  a  Minstrel  song.*  It 
is  not  improbable  that  a  Minstrel  being  so  rare  a 
character  at  this  day,  is  in  a  great  measure  owing  to  the 
puritanical  innovations  of  the  last  and  latter  part  of 
the  preceding  century,  and  particularly  to  the  abolition 
of  sports  or  public  amusements  on  Sunday  afternoons, 
which  a  spirit  of  Calvinistical  bigotry  still  teaches 
grovelling  minds  to  think  repugnant  to  religion. 

Dr.  Percy,  though  he  admits,  that,  as  the  Minstrels 
art  "  declined,  some  of  them  only  recited  the  com- 
positions of  others,"  says,  that  "  many  of  them  isfill 
composed  songs,  and  all  of  them  could  probably  in- 
vent a  few  stanzas  upon  occasion."  He  has  no  doubt 
but  most  of  the  old  heroic  ballads,  printed  in  his  own 
collection,  "  were  composed  by  this  order  of  men." 


*  He  appeared  again  in  January  1790  ;  and  called  upon  the 
present  writer  in  the  April  following.  He  was  between  60  and 
70  years  of  age,  but  had  not  been  brought  up  to  the  profession 
of  a  minstrel ;  nor  possessed  any  great  store  of  songs,  of  which 
that  mentioned  in  the  text  seemed  the  principal.  Having,  it 
would  seem,  survived  his  minstrel-talents,  and 

**  Forgot  his  epic,  nay  pindaric  art,'* 

he  has  been  of  late  frequently  observed  begging  in  the  streets. 
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In  another  place  he  says,  that  "  the  artless  productions 
of  these  old  rhapsodists,  are  [in  his  work]  occasionally 
confronted  with  specimens  of  the  composition  of  con- 
temporary poets  of  a  higher  class  :  of  those  who  had 
all  the  advantages  of  learning  in  the  times  in  which 
they  lived,  and  who  wrote  for  fame  and  posterity. 
Yet  perhaps  the  palm  will  be  frequently  due  to  the 
old  strolling  Minstrels,  who  composed  their  rhimes  to 
be  sung  to  their  harps,  and  who  looked  no  farther 
than  for  present  applause  and  present  subsistence." 

The  ballads  which  Dr.  Percy  is  inclined  to  refer  to 
the  Minstrels,  are  those  in  which  a  reader  will  observe 
"  a  cast  of  s^le  and  measure  very  different  from  that 
of  contemporary  poets  of  a  higher  class ;  many  phrases 
and  idioms,  which  the  Minstrels  seem  to  have  appro- 
priated to  themselves,  and  a  very  remarkable  licence 
of  varying  the  accent  of  words  at  pleasure,  in  order 
to  humour  the  flow  of  the  verse,  particularly  in  the 
rhimes ;  as 

Cqunirie        harper        battel        morning 
*    JLadle  singhr         damsU     loving 

instead  of  coitntry^  iMy,  hhrper^  singer^^  &c. — This 
liberty  seems,  however,  to  have  been  "  sparingly  as- 
sumed by  the  classical  poets  of  the  same  age ;  "  and 
"the  Mater'  composers  of  heroical  ballads."  The 
old  minstrel  ballads  are  likewise  "  in  the  northern  dia- 
lect,* abound  with  antique  words  and  phrases,  are 
extremely  incorrect,  and  run  into  the  utmost  licence 
of  metre;  they  have  also  a  romantic  wildness,  and 
are  in  the  true  spirit  of  chivalry."  It  is  also  ob- 
served, "  that  so  long  as  the  Minstrels  subsisted,  they 
seem  never  to  have  designed  their  rhimes  for  literary 

*  Not  all  of  them. 
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publication,  and  probably  never  committed  them  to 
writing  themselves :  what  copies  are  preserved  of 
them  were  doubtless  taken  do^m  from  their  own 
mouths." 

This  being  the  case,  it  ought  not'  to  ^jave  been  a 
matter  of  wonder  if  not  a  single  specimen  of  these 
minstrel  rhimes  had  descended  to  us.  It  is  rather  a 
sifbject  of  astonishment,  that  we  should  be  possessed 
of  such  a  number.  Dr.  Percy  had  the  good  fortune 
to  meet  with  "an  ancient  folio  manuscript,  which 
contains  near  200  poems,  songs,  and  metrical  ro- 
mances. The  MS.  itself  was  written  about  the  middle 
of  the  [17th]  century  [probably  after  the  Restoration], 
but  contains  compositions  of  all  times  and  dates,  from 
the  ages  prior  to  Chaucer,  to  the  conclusion  of  the 
reign  of  Charles  I : "  And  from  this  MS.  the  greater 
part  of  the  contents  of  the  above  collection,  particu- 
larly the  minstrel  ballads,  are  extracted. 

The  above  MS.*  is  certainly  the  most  singular  thing 
of  the  kind  that  was  ever  known  to  exist.  How  such 
a  multifarious  collection  could  possibly  have  been 
formed  so  late  as  the  year  1650,  of  compositions  fom 
the  ages  prior  to  Chaucer,  most  of  which  had  nelfer 
been  printed,  is  scarcely  to  be  conceived  by  those 
conversant  in  ancient  MSS. ;  a  similar  instance  perhaps 
not  being  to  be  found  in  any  library  pubHc  or  private. 
The  existence  of  this  MS.,  if  ever  questioned,  is  now 
placed  beyond  the  possibility  of  a  doubt.  But  it  ap- 
pears to  have  suffered  much  by  ill-usage  : 

''Sir  Cauline^'  {MS,,,  vol.  iii.  p.  i.)  was  "in  %o defective 
and  mutilated  a  condition,  that  //  was  necessary  to 
supply  several  stanzas  in  the  first  part,  and  still  more 
in  the  second^  to  connect  and  complete  the  story." 

*  [It  has  since  been  printed  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  Fur- 
nivall  and  Mr  Hales,  1867,  8vo,  4  vols.] 
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"  The  Child  of  EIW'  {MS,,\.  132.)  is  "given  from  a 
fragment,"  which,  "  tho*  extremely  defective  and  muti- 
lated^' "  excited  a  strong  desire  to  attempt  a  completion 
of  the  story, ^^ 

"  Sir  Aldingar^^  {ibid.y  i.  105.)  is  not  given  without 
"  a  few  conjectural  emendations,  and  the  insertion  of 
three  or  four  stanzas  to  supply  defects  in  the  original 
copy." 

In  the  ballad  beginning  "Gentle  herdsman"  {ibid,^ iii. 
524.)  "  vestiges  of  several  of  the  lines  remaining,  some 
conjectural  supplements  have  been  attempted,  which,  for 
greater  eitactness,  are,  in  this  one  ballad,  distinguished 
by  italicks*^  This  is  a  measure  to  which  there  can  be 
no  other  objection,  than  that  it  is  confined  to  "this 
one  ballad,"  which  however  has  not  the  least  appear- 
ance of  being  a  minstrel  song.  "  As  ye  came  from  the 
Holy  Land''  (iii.  93.)  is  communicated  by  Mr.  Shen- 
stone,  "  as  corrected  by  him  from  an  ancient  MS.  and 
supplied  with  a  concluding  stanza." 

In  ''^  the  heir  of  Linne'^  {MS..,  i.  174.)  "breaches  and 
defects  rendered  the  insertion  of  a  few  supplemental 
stanzas  necessary,"  which  "  it  is  hoped  the  reader  will 
pardon,"  though  he  is  not  instructed  how  to  distinguish 
them. 

In  "  The  beggars  daughter  of  Bethnal-Green  "  {ReL^ 
1812,  ii.  177.)  "the  concluding  stanzas"  are  acknow- 
ledged to  be  an  interpolation  ;  and  in  the  prefatory  in- 
troduction is  a  communication  by  Mr.  Guthrie,  of"  the 
only  stanza  he  remembered  "  of  another  old  song  on 
the  same  subject. 

"  The  marriage  of  Sir  Gawaine^''  {ReL,  iii.  50.)  was 
"  so  extremely  mutilated,  half  of  every  leaf  being  torn 
away,  that  without  large  supplements,  &c.,  it  would 
have  been  improper  for  the  collection."  "They  are 
not  however   particularly  pointed  out,   because  the 
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fragment  itself  will  some  time  or  other  be  given  to 
the  public."  * 

*^ King  Arthur^ s  death^^  (iii.  77.)  "being  very  in- 
correct and  imperfect, .  .  .  received  some  conjectural 
emendations,  and  even  a  supplement  of  three  or  four 
stanzas." 

"  It  cannot  be  denied,  but  that  a  great  part  of 
'  The  Birth  of  St  George'  is  modem,"  (iii.  282).  It 
may  be  safely  denied,  however,  that  the  least  part  of 
it  is  ancient. 

As  to  "  Valentine  and  Orson  "  (iii.  338.)  "  it  would 
be  in  vain  to  put  oflf  this  ballad  for  ancieni^  nor  yet  is 
it  altogether  modem.  The  original  is  an  old  MS. 
poem  in  the  Editors  possession  [not  indeed  in  the 
folio  MS.] ;  which  being  in  a  wretched  and  corrupt 
state,  the  subject  was  thought  worthy  of  some  em- 
bellishments.'* 

Many  other  instances  might  be  noticed,  where  the 
learned  collector  has  preferred  his  ingenuity  to  his 
fidelity,  without  the  least  intimation  to  the  reader. 

It  follows,  from  the  manner  in  which  this  celebrated 
collection  is  avowedly  published,  that  no  confidence 
can  be  placed  in  any  of  the  "  old  Minstrel  ballads " 


*  The  word  thewes  is  repeatedly  used  by  Spenser  and  other 
ancient  writers,  always  in  the  sense  of  manners,  behaviour,  or 
the  qualifications  of  the  mind.  Shakspeare,  as  Mr.  Stevens  has 
justly  observed,  is  singular  in  his  application  of  it  to  the  per- 
fections of  the  body.     Yet,  in  The  marriage  of  Sir  Gawainej  we 

read 

"  He's  twice  the  size  of  common  men, 
Wi*  thewes  and  sinewes  stronge." 

This  passage  therefore,  though  quoted  in  support  of  Shakspeare, 
is  to  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  editors  "large  supplements,"  and 
affords  a  (perhaps  singular)  proof  of  his  inattention  to  ancient 
language. 

(N.B.  The  above  note,  written  before  the  publication  of  the 
new  edition,  is  confirmed  by  the  original  fragment.) 
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inserted  in  that  collection,  and  not  to  be  found  els^ 
where. 

There  are  however  some  pieces  of  which  we  are 
otherwise  in  possession,  and  which,  according  to  the 
rules  laid  down  by  Dr.  Percy,  may  be  supposed  to 
have  been  originally  written  for  and  sung  to  the  harp. 
Such  are  the  following  (being  all  of  this  kind  known 
to  exist) : 

I    The  battle  of  Chevy-chase. 

2.  The  battle  of  Otterboume. 

3.  Little  Musgrave  and  lady  Barnard. 

4.  Lord  Thomas  and  fair  Eleanor. 

5.  Fair  Margaret  and  sweet  William. 

6.  John  Dory. 

7.  John  Armstrong. 

8.  Captain  Car. 

The  first  was  originally  printed  by  Mr.  Heame,  at 
the  end  of  his  edition  of  William  of  Newborough,  and 
reprinted  by  Dr.  Percy  (edit  181 2,  i.  18).  Of  the  second, 
two  MS.  copies  are  extant,  one  in  the  Harleian  and  the 
other  in  the  Cotton  library ;  from  the  latter  of  which 
it  is  printed  in  the  third  edition  of  the  Reliques,     The 
third  is  printed  in  Drydens  Miscellany  (iii.  307).     A 
circumstance  attending  this  ballad  will  make  it  evident, 
that  the  Minstrel  songs  were  thought  improper  for  the 
press.     The  old  black  letter  copies  are  very  different, 
and  have  been  modernised  and  polished  for  publica- 
tion.    Dr.  Percy  professes  to  have  given  the  song  in 
his  collection  from  an  old  printed  copy  in  the  British 
Museum,  and  observes,  that  "  in  the  Pepys  collection 
is  an  imitation  of  *  it '  in  a  different  measure,  by  a 
more  modern  pen,  with  many  alterations,  but  evidently 
for  the  worse."     It  is  however  no  less  certain  than  re- 
markable, that  the  old  printed  copy  in  the  Museum 
*  differs  in  no  respect  from  the  imitation  in  the  Pepysian 
library. 
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The  fourth  is  one  of  the  two  or  three  ballads  of  this 
kind  known  to  be  printed  in  black  letter,  and  yet  it 
has  not  been  thought  sufficiently  smooth  for  recitation 
or  melody,  since  there  is  a  rifadmento  of  it  extant, 
but  of  the  most  contemptible  natm^e. 

John  Dory  is  a  well-known  minstrel  song,  and  was 
never  printed  in  black  letter,  nor  at  all  (till  of  late) 
except  in  the  book  whence  it  is  taken.  Both  the  fifth 
and  the  seventh  are  also  to  appearance  minstrel  songs, 
and  were  printed  in  black  letter.  The  eighth  is  extant 
in  a  MS.  of  the  Cotton  library. 

These  songs,  from  their  wild  and  licentious  metre, 
were  incapable  of  any  certain  melody  or  air ;  *  they 
were  chanted,  in  a  monotonous  stile,  to  the  harp  or 
other  instrument,  and  both  themselves  and  the  per- 
formers banished  by  the  introduction  of  ballad-singers 
without  instruments,  who  sung  printed  pieces  to  fine 
and  simple  melodies,  possibly  of  their  own  invention, 
most  of  which  are  known  and  admired  at  this  day.f 
The  latter,  owing  to  the  smoothness  of  their  language, 
and  accuracy  of  their  measure  and  rime,  were  thought 
to  be  more  poetical  than  the  old  harp  or  instrument 
songs ;  and  though  critics  may  judge  otherwise,  the 
people  at  large  were  to  decide,  and  did  decide  :  and 
in  some  respects,  at  least,  not  without  justice,  as 
will  be  evident  from  a  comparison  of  the  following 
specimens. 


*  It  is  to  this  peculiarity  that  Puttenham  alludes,  when  he  says 
"  Your  ordinarie  rimers  use  very  much  their  measures  in  the 
odde,  as  nine  and  eleven,  and  the  sharpe  accent  upon  the  last 
sillable,  which  therefore  makes  him  go  illfavouredly  and  like  a 
MINSTRELS  MUSICKE."     See  the  Essay  (new  edition)  p.  cv. 

t  Hence  we  perceive  one  reason  why  the  ballad-singers  were 
under  the  necessity  of  having  most  of  the  old  minstrel-ballads 
they  adopted  new  written  ;  another  might  be,  that  the  originals 
were  too  short 
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The  first  is  from  tlie  old  Cheity-C/iase,  a  very 
ju)))ular  minstrel-ballad  in  the  time  of  queen  Eliza- 
beth : 

**  The  Pers^  owt  of  North  ombarlande, 
And  a  vowe  to  god  mayd  he, 
That  he  wolde  hunte  in  the  inounta3nis 

Off  Chyviat  within  dayes  thre, 
In  the  mauger  of  dought^  Dogles, 
And  all  that  ever  with  him  be. 

The  fattiste  hartes  in  all  Cheviat 

lie  sayd  he  wold  kill,  and  cary  them  away  : 

He  my  fcth,  sayd  the  dougheti  Doglas  agajm, 
I  wyll  let  that  hontyng  yf  that  I  may." 

1  low  was  it  possible  that  this  barbarous  language, 
miserably  chanted  "  by  some  blind  crowder,  with 
no  rougher  voice  than  rude  stile,"  *  should  maintain 
its  ground  against  such  lines  as  the  following,  sung  to 
a  beautiful  melody,  which  we  know  belongs  to  them  ? 

**  When  as  king  Henry  rul'd  the  land, 
Tlie  second  of  that  name, 
]Jcsides  the  queen  he  dearly  lov'd 
A  fair  and  comely  dame  : 

Most  peerless  was  her  beauty  found, 

Iler  favour  and  her  face  ; 
A  sweeter  creature  in  the  world 

Did  never  prince  embrace. 

Her  crisped  locks  like  threads  of  gold 

Appear 'd  to  each  man's  sight, 
Her  sparkling  eyes,  like  orient  pearls, 

Did  cast  a  heav'nly  light  : 

The  blood  within  her  christal  cheeks 

Did  such  a  colour  drive, 
As  if  the  lily  and  the  rose 

For  mastership  did  strive. "  t 

*  Sir  P.  Sidney,  Apology  for  Poetry, 
t  Fair  Rosamond, 
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The  minstrels  would  seem  to  have  gained  little  by 
:h  a  contest  In  short,  they  gave  up  the  old  Chevy- 
ase  to  the  ballad-singers,  who,  desirous,  no  doubt, 
avail  themselves  of  so  popular  a  subject,  had  it  new 
itten,  and  sung  it  to  the  favourite  melody  just  men- 
ned.  The  original,  of  course,  became  utterly  neg- 
:ted  and  forgotten,  and,  but  for  its  accidental  dis- 
irery  by  Heame,  would  never  have  been  known  to 
ist. 

[ohn  Dory  was  the  constant  companion  of  the  min- 
els  ;  he  stuck  by  them  to  the  last,  and  may  be  said 
ieed  to  have  died  in  the  service.  Let  us  see  what 
rt  of  a  figure  he  would  cut  in  company  with  Queen 

ido, 

**  As  it  fell  on  a  holy  day. 
And  upon  a  holy  tide  a, 
John  Dory  bought  him  an  ambling  nag, 
To  Paris  for  to  ride  a." 

**  When  Troy  town  had,  for  ten  years  *  past,* 
Withstood  the  Greeks  in  manful  wise, 

Then  did  their  foes  increase  so  fast. 
That  to  resist  nought  could  suffice  : 

Waste  lye  those  walls  which  were  so  good, 
And  com  now  grows  where  Troy  town  stood." 

ae  comparison  more,  and  we  have  done  : 

"  Methinks  I  hear  the  throstle  cock, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  jay, 
Methinks  I  hear  lord  Bamards  horn  ; 
And  I  would  I  were  away. 

Lye  still,  lye  still,  thou  little  Musgr^ve, 

And  huggle  me  from  the  cold ; 
*Tis  nothing  but  a  shepherds  boy, 

A  driving  his  sheep  to  the  fold."  * 

**  These  pretty  babes,  with  hand  m  hand, 
Went  wandering  up  and  down  ; 

*  Little  Musgrave  and  tody  Barnard, 
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But  never  more  could  see  the  man. 
Returning  from  the  town  : 

Their  pretty  lips  with  blackberries 

Were  all  besmear'd  and  dy'd  ; 
And  when  they  saw  the  darksome  nk^ht, 

They  sate  them  down  and  cry*d."  *^ 

These  stanzas,  exclusive  of  their  superior  smooth- 
ness, may  defy  all  the  minstrel-songs  extant,  nay  even 
those  in  the  Reliques  of  ancient  English  poetry^  fo 
simplicity,  nature,  interest,  and  pathos,  to  which  it 
must  be  confessed  these  celebrated  rhapsodies  have 
very  small  pretensions. 

Of  the  Scotish  minstrels  few  particulars  can  be  now 
recovered.  In  an  act  of  parliament,  made  anm 
1457-8,  bairdes  are  ranked  with  sornares^  maister-fitU 
beggersy  and  feinzied  fuiles  (not  gypsies  as  Pinkerton 
has  it,  for  that  is  not  only  an  impudent  interpolation 
but  a  ridiculous  anachronism).  "  But,  in  1474  [r. 
T471]/'  says  this  writer,  ^^  minstrels  are  ranked  with 
knights  and  heralds,  and  such  as  could  spend  100 
pounds  a  year  land-rent,  and  are  allowed  to  wear  silk 
apparel."  {Ancient  Scotish  poems ^  1786,  p.  Ixxviii.) 
The  provision  of  the  statute  is  "That,  considering 
the  greate '  povertie  of  the  realme,  .  .  .  na  man  sail 
weare  silkes  in  time  cumming,  in  doublet,  gowne,  or 
cloak es,  except  knichtes,  minstrelleSy  and  herauldes: 
without  that  the  wearer  of  the  samin  may  spend  ane 
hundreth  pundes  worth  of  land  rent,  under  the  paine 
of  amerciament  to  the  king  of  twentie  pound,  als  oft 
as  they  ar  found  in  wearin  silkes,  and  escheitting  of 
the  same,  to  be  given  to  the  herauldes  and  minstrelles^^ 
These  two  characters  should  seem  to  have  been 
excepted  not  only  on  account  of  their  party-coloured 
dress,  but  also  because  they  were  not  themselves  at 

*  Children  in  the  Wood, 
.t 
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the  expence  of  it.  The  minsirelles  here  meant,  I  am 
persuaded,  were  trumpeters  or  such  like  musicians 
in  the  kings  service ;  and  by  no  means  persons  who 
got  their  livelihood  by  contributing  tq  the  amusements 
of  the  common  people,  and  are,  doubtless,  the  bairdes 
of  the  preceding  statute. 

After  all,  the  minstrel  songs,  under  the  circum- 
stances in  which  they  were  produced,  are  certainly 
both  curious  and  valuable  compositions,  and  could 
any  further  lights  be  thrown  upon  the  history  of  those 
by  or  for  whom  they  were  invented,  a  collection  of  all 
that  can  be  discovered  would  still  be  a  very  entertain- 
ing and  interesting  work ;  but  if  such  a  publication 
should  ever  appear,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  will  come 
from  an  editor  who  prefers  truth  to  hypothesis,  and 
the  genuine  remains  of  the  minstrel-poets,  however 
mutilated  or  rude,  to  the  indulgence  of  his  own  poetical 
vein,  however  fluent  or  refined. 


DISSERTATION 

ON   THE 

SONGS,  MUSIC,  AND  VOCAL  AND  INSTRU- 
MENTAL PERFORMANCE, 

OF  THE 

ANCIENT  ENGLISH. 


I.  To  pretend  to  frame  a  History,  or  any  thing  re- 
sembling one,  from  the  scanty  gleanings  it  is  possible 
to  collect  upon  the  subject  of  our  ancient  songs  and  -y 
vulgar  music,  would  be  vain  and  ridiculous.  To  bring 
under  one  view  the  little  fragments  and  slight  notices 
which  casually  offer  themselves  in  the  course  of  ex- 
tensive reading,  and  sometimes  where  they  are  least. 
likely  to  occur,  may  possibly  serve  to  gratify  a  sympa- 
thetic curiosity,  which  is  all  here  aimed  at ;  and  when 
so  little  is  professed,  there  can  scarcely  be  reason  to 
complain  of  disappointment. 

The  trifling  information  that  can  be  obtained  upon 
the  songs  and  music  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  has  been 
already  collected,*  and   is   unnecessary  to  be   here 


*  See  Percys  Essay  on  the  Ancient  English  Minstrels,  p.  xxiil 
&c.,  and  a  Historical  Essay  on  National  Song,  prefixed  to  "A 
Sdect  Collection  of  English  Songs ^^"^  published  in  1783,  p.  xlii. 
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repeated.  The  present  enquiry  therefore  must  be 
supposed  to  commence  from  the  Norman  Conquest, 
although  the  first  *  English  rime '  to  be  met  with  in 
it  does  not  occur  till  long  after.  This  is  a  couple  of 
lines  preserved  by  old  Lambarde,  which,  with  the 
anecdote  they  relate  to,  the  reader  may  not  be  dis- 
pleased to  see.  If  he  be,  indeed,  it  is  apprehended 
there  will  be  very  little  in  this  Essay  capable  of  attract- 
ing his  attention,  or  preserving  his  good  humour. 

"In  tyme  of  Hen.  II.  \anno  117 3]  Robert  therl  of 
Leycester  (after  the  spoile  of  his  towne  of  Leicester) 
came  from  beyond  the  seas  with  a  rabble  of  Fleminges 
and  Normanes,  whom  he  made  to  beleve  that  al  was 
theirs  before  hand,  and  as  he  was  on  his  way,  he  pur- 
posed to  spoile  *  the '  town  and  thabbey  [of  St.  Ed- 
mundes  Burye];  but  bycause  he  might  come  upon 
them  the  more  unawares,  he  swarved  a  litel  out  of  the 
waye,  as  thoughe  he  ment  not  to  come  neare  theim. 
Now  while  his  gallantes  paused  upon  the  heathe,  they 
fell  to  daunce  and  singe, 

**  Hoppe  Wylikin,  hoppe  Wyllykin, 
Ingkuid  is  thyne  and  mjrne,  &c'' 

In  the  meane  tyme  the  kin^s  army  came  sodenly  upon 
them^  and  eyther  slew,  drowned,  or  toke  them  alL"  * 
For  this  story  mr.  Lambarde  refers  us  to  Matthew 
Paris ;  but  where  he  found  the  song,  or  whether  he 
had  any  more  of  it,  is  not  mentioned. 

Mr.  Camden  has  noticed  another  rime  of  the  same 
age,  not  strictly  a  song,  perhaps,  but  deserving,  never- 
theless, to  be  brought  forward  upon  the  present  oc- 
casion. Having  observed  that  the  river  Waveney 
runs  to  Bungey  in  Suffolk,  and  almost  encompasses  it, 
"Here,"  says   he,  "Hugh   Bigod  [earl  of  Norfolk], 

•  Dictionary  of  England,  i^,  36. 
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when  the  seditious  barons  put  all  England  in  an  up- 
roar, fortify'd  a  castle,  to  the  strength  whereof  nature 
very  much  contributed.  Of  which  he  was  wont  to 
boast,  as  if  it  were  impregnable  : 

**  Were  I  in  my  castle  of  Bungey, 
Upon  the  river  of  Waveney, 
I  would  ne  care  for  the  king  of  Cockeney." 

Notwithstanding  which,  he  was  afterwards  forc'd  to 
compound  with  a  great  sum  of  money  and  hostages 
with  Henry  the  second,  to  save  it  from  being  demo- 
lisht."  *  These  two  rimes,  supposing  them  to  be  given 
upon  good  authority,  are  valuable,  independent  of 
other  considerations,  as' the  earliest  specimens  of  the 
English  language,  not  being  pure  Saxon,  t 

It  should  seem,  from  a  rather  extraordinary  passage 
of  Giraldus  Cambrensis,  that  songs  and  vocal  harmony 
were  very  common  about  this  period.  His  words  are 
these : 

"They  [the  Welsh]  sing  without  uniformity  of 
musical  modulation,  as  elsewhere,  but  multifariously, 
and  in  many  modes  and  tunes,  so  that  in  a  croud  of 
singers,  as  is  the  manner  of  this  people,  as  many  heads 
as  you  see,  so  many  soi^gs  you  hear  and  different 
voices,  all  finally  under  B  soft,  with  a  charming  sweet- 
ness, agreeing  in  one  harmony  and  organic  melody. 

*  Brittania  (by  Gibson,  1695,  p.  375).  It  is  sufficient  for  any 
editor  to  quote  such  authorities  as  I^mbarde  and  Camden ;  but 
it  is  certain,  from  contemporary  remains,  that  these  extracts 
(particularly  the  latter)  cannot  possibly  be  the  idiom  of  the  12th 
century. 

+  The  riming  charter  printed  by  Stow  {Anna/es,  1 592.  p. 
141)  is  a  forgery.  Higgons,  speaking  of  the  massacre  of  the 
Danes,  by  order  of  K.  Ethelred,  1002,  says,  "This  happen'd 
upon  St.  Brice's  eve,  which  is  still  celebrated  by  the  northern 
English,  in  commemoration  of  this  infamous  action,  the  women 
beating  brass  instruments  in  the  streets,  and  singing  old  rimes  in 
praise  of  their  cruel  ancestors."    Short  View  of  English  History, 
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In  the  northern  parts  also  of  Great  Britain,  beyond 
the  Humber,  and  in  the  borders  of  Yorkshire,  the 
English,  who  inhabit  those  parts,  use  in  singing  a 
similar  symphoniac  harmony;  but  only  in  two  dif- 
ferent or  various  tones  and  voices ;  the  one  murmur- 
ing the  lower,  the  other  at  the  same  time  in  a  soft  and 
pleasing  manner  warbling  the  upper.  Nor  is  it  by  art 
only  but  by  ancient  use,  and  as  if  now  converted  into 
nature  by  constant  habit,  that  this  or  that  people  hath 
acquired  this  peculiarity.  For  it  so  far  hath  grown 
up,  and  such  deep  root  hath  now  taken  among  each, 
that  nothing  is  wont  to  be  uttered  simply,  or  otherwise 
than  variously  as  among  the  first,  or  doubly  as  among 
the  latter:  boys  also  (which  is  the  more  to  be  wondered 
at)  and  even  infants  (when  first  fi-om  cries  they  break 
forth  into  songs)  observing  the  same  modulation.  The 
English,  I  beheve,  for  not  generally  all,  but  the  nor- 
thern people  only,  use  this  sort  of  modulation  of  voices, 
from  the  Danes  and  Norwegians  who  used  to  occupy 
those  parts  of  the  island  more  frequently,  and  con- 
tinue in  the  possession  of  them  longer,  as  they  con- 
tracted the  affinity  of  speaking,  so  also  the  property  of 
singing."  *  The  not  beingHible  to  understand  or  ac- 
count for  such  a  singulaSlty,  seems  an  insufficient 
reason  for  disbelieving  the  relation  :  it  is  no  unusual 
thing  however  for  this  author,  ancient  as  he  is,  and 
right-reverend  as  he  was,  to  have  his  veracity 
questioned. 

From  the  reign  of  Henry  II.  to  that  of  his  successor 
of  the  same  name,  is  a  long  leap ;  but  we  meet  with 
nothing  to  stay  us.  Of  the  latter  reign,  besides  the 
song  before  printed  in  the  following  collection,  we  have 

*  Cambria  description  c.  xiii.  See  also  Hawkins's  History  of 
MusiCf  L  408.  Dr.  Bumey  found  similar  effects  produced  by  the 
church-service  in  Flanders  and  Germany,  See  his  Present  state 
of  music  in  those  countries,  volume  i.  pp.  9,  201,  226. 
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a  very  curious  historical  ballad,  a  satire  upon  Richard 
king  of  the  Romans  :  *  another  of  the  same  age  we 
cannot  with  certainty  refer  ta 

From  that  most  valuable  manuscript  in  the  Harleian 
library,  whence  the  above  satire  is  extracted,  we  are 
supplied  with  several  songs  of  the  two  following  reigns; 
and  history,  sufficiently  sparing  of  such  favours,  con- 
descends to  furnish  us  with  a  vulgar  relique  or  two 
belonging  to  the  first  of  them. 

l^he  battle  of  Dunbar  was  fought  and  won  by  the 
earl  of  Warenne,  the  28th  of  April  1296;  "and  tho 
seide  the  Englisshmen  in  reprefe  of  the  Scottis  : 

*  Thus  scaterand  Scottis, 
-Holde  I  for  sootis, 
Of  wrenchis  unware  ; 

Eerly  in  a  momyng, 
In  an  evyl  tyding, 
Went  ye  froo  Dunbarre.' " 

The  wits  on  the  other  side  had  indeed,  it  should 

seem,  commenced  this  kind  of  hostilities,  which  it 

were  to  be  wished  had  been  the  only  one  that  ever 

prevailed  between  the  two  nations.     **  King  Edward," 

*  says  our  authority,  "went him  toward  Berwyke,  and 

biseged  the  toune  and  tho  that  were  withyn  manlich 

hem  defended,  and  sett  on  fire  and  brent  ij  of  the  king 

Edwarde  shippes,  and  seide  in  dispite  and  reprefe  of 

him : 

*  Wend  kyng  Edewarde  with  his  lange  shankes. 
To  have  gete  Berwyke  al  our  unthankes  ? 
Gas  pikes  hym,  and  after  gas  dikes  hym.* " 

Their  pleasantry,  however,  was,  in  the  present  in- 
stance, somewhat  ill-timed,  for  as  soon  as  the  king 
heard  of  it,  he  assaulted  the  town  with  such  vigour, 

*  See  Percy's  Reltques,  ii.  I.  and  infra,  p.  12. 
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that  he  carried  it  with  the  loss  of  25,700  Scots.     This 
happened  on  the  thirtieth  of  March  in  the  same  year.  ♦ 

Songs  on  national  topics  were  at  this  time  generally 
written  in  French,  *  many '  of  which,  and  '  several '  of 
them  very  curious,  are  still  in  being,  t 

The  venerable  father  of  English  poetry  had  in  his 
time  penned  "many  a  song  and  many  a  lecherous* 
lay,"  of  which  we  have  infinitely  more  reason  to  regret 
the  loss,  than  he  had  in  his  old  age  to  repent  the  com- 
position. X  His  larger  works,  and  above  all  the  in- 
imitable Canterbury  Tales,  afford  us  numerous  par- 
ticulars relative  to  the  state  of  vocal  melody  in  that 
age.     Tht  gentil  Fardonere : — 

« 

**  That  streit  was  comen  from  the  court  of  Rom^, 
Ful  londe  he  sang,  Come  hither,  lov^,  to  me. 


*  Old  Chronicle  MSS.  Harl.  226.  7333,  much  the  same  to 
aU  appearance  with  that  printed  by  Caxton.  See  also  P.  Lang- 
toft,  pp.  272.  278.    The  number  seems  prodigiously  exaggerated. 

Robert  Mannyng  (or  of  Brunne)  the  ingenious  translator  of  P. 
Langtofts  riming  chronicle  has  preserved  another  song  on  the 
above  battle.     For  thus  he  writes  in  what  he  calls  rime  couwe : 

"  ThelScottis  had  no  grace,  to  spede  iff  ther  space,  for  to  mend  their  nisse, 
Thei  filed  ther  face,  that  died  in  that  place,  the  Inglis  rymed  this. 
Cure  fote  folk  put  tham  in  the  polk,  and  nakned  ther  nages, 
6i  no  way  herd  I  never  say  of  prester  pages, 
Purses  to  pike,  robis  to  rike,  and  in  dike  tham  schonne, 
Thou  wiffin  Scotte  of  Abrethin,  kotte  is  thi  honne."  p.  377. 

t  See  MS.  HarL  2253.  [from  which  two  specimens  are  now 
printed.] 

X  Gqwer,  his  contemporary  and  friend,  bears  testimony  to  the 
lyric  effusions  of  his  juvenile  muse  : — 

'*  Grete  wel  Chaucer,  whan  ye  mete, 
As  my  disciple  and  my  poete  ; 
For  in  the  flours  of  his  youth. 
In  sondrie  wise,  as  he  wel  couth. 
Of  detees  and  of  songes  glade ^ 
The  which  he  for  my  sake  made.** 
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The  Sompnour  bear  to  him  a  stiff  burdoun, 
Was  never  trompe  of  half  so  gret  a  soun."  * 

This  burdoun  must  have  been  the  base,  and  would 
somewhat  resemble,  in  all  likelihood,  the  drone  of  a 
bagpipe ;  which,  it  should  be  remembered,  the  word 
actually  signifies  in  its  original  language. 

Alison,  the  carpenters  wife,  had  a  great  many  ac- 
complishments : — 

**  But  of  hire  song,  it  was  as  loud  and  yeme. 
As  any  swalow  sitting  on  a  heme."  + 

And  the  Wife  of  Bath,  in  her  younger  days,  as  she 
herself  tells  us,  could  sing  like  a  nightingale. 

The  songs  of  Robin  Hood,  a  hero  of  an  earlier 
period,  were  so  popular  in  this  age,  that  a  satirical 
writer  of  the  time  represents  a  secular  priest  as  having 
neglected  his  breviary  to  acquire  them  : 

**  I  can  rimes  of  Robin  Hood  and  Randal  of  Chester, 
But  of  our  lord  and  our  lady  I  leme  nothing  at  all."  % 

This  Randal  of  Chester  was  Randal  Blundeville,  the 
third  and  last  earl  of  that  name,  a  generous,  martial 
baron,  and  a  crusader,  who  died  in  1231 ;  and  not 
Randal  Higden,  the  monk  and  chronicler.  § 

The  author,  whoever  he  was,  of  the  additions  to 
Chancers  Canterbury  Tales,  has  in  his  Prologue  of 
"  the  mery  adventure  of  the  pardonere  and  tapstere," 


*  Milleres  Tale.  (Note,  that  all  the  quotations  here  made 
from  the  Canterbury  Tales^  are  from  the  valuable  edition  of  the 
late  mr.  Tyrwhitt.) 

t  Milleres  Tale. 

X  Vision  of  (i,  e.  concerning)  Piers  the  Plowman  ;  written 
by  [William]  Langeland,  a  priest  [a.d.  1350-60]. 

§  Hist.  Eng.  Poetry,  ii.  96.  [edit.  Hazlitt  Compare  Percy's 
Folio  MS.,  i.  258]. 
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preserved  the  name  of  what  was  probably  at  that 
period  (the  end  of  the  14th  century)  a  popular 
song  : — 

"  And  sighed  there  with  a  litil  time  that  she  it  here  myghte, 
And  gan  to  rown  and  feyn  this  song,  Now  love  then  do  me 
righted* 

The  common  people,  no  doubt,  have  in  all  ages 
been  fond  of  singing  in  the  alehouse  :  t  Thus,  for  the 
age  of  which  we  are  now  speaking,  the  author  of  Fiers 
Plowman  : 

"  And  then  saten  some  and  songe  at  the  nale." 

And  the  author  of  the  Flowmans  Tale  (not  Chaucer, 
to  whom  it  has  been  erroneously  ascribed)  reprehends 
the  priests  for  the  ambition  of  being 

**  Chief  chan tours  at  the  nale."  % 

The  songs  made  use  of  by  these  wass^ilers  §  would 

* 

*  Urrys  Chaucer,  p.  594. 

t  They  have  been  equally  addicted  to  quarreling  there,  from 
the  remotest  .period.  See  LL,  Ina,  c.  6.  LL,  ^thelredi^  c.  i. 
ZjZt.  12 en,  J,  c,  oi. 

%  Part  3,  Stan.  22,  v.  2.  Thus  too  a  song  of  Kenry  the  sixths 
time  :  MS.  Harl.  4294. 

"And  thou  goo  to  the  nale 
As  mery  as  a  nyghtyngale." 

§  WdsAeil  and  £>rincheil  were  the  terms  of  art  of  the  old  topers 
at  the  nale,  who  used  to  make  the  welkin  resound  with  them. 
"The  old  ale-knights  of  England,'*  says  Camden,  "were  well 
depainted  out  of  *  John  [Hauteville  or]  Hauvill,  a  monk  of  S. 
Albans,'  in  the  ale-house  colours  of  that  time,  in  this  manner : 

yamque  vagante  scyPhoj  discincto*  gutture  washeil 
Ingeminant  waheil ;  Itibor  est  plus  Perdere  vini 
Quant  sitis:  exhaurire  merum  vehementius  ardent ^ 
Quant  exhaurire  sitint. 

Remaines,  4to.  1605.  Poems ,  p.  6. 

Sir  T.  de  la  Moor,  about  to  describe  the  battle  of  Bannockbum, 

*  Other  copies  have  distento :  hut  distincto  gutture  seems  the  true  read- 
ing, and  answers  to  the  French,  Gorge  deploy^. 
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not,  it  is  presumed,  be  remarkable  for  delicacy  or  ele- 
gance j  but,  whatever  they  were,  it  might  afford  some 
little  satisfaction  to  be  acquainted  with  them.  * 


has  the  following  words :  '*  Vidisses  prima  nocte  Anglos  Juxud 
Anglico  more  vino  madentes^  crapulam  eructantes,  Wassaile  &c 
Drinkehaile  plus  solito  intonantes,*'  Vita  Edwardi  IL  The 
Saxons,  according  to  Fordun,  spent  the  night  preceding  the 
battle  of  Hastings  in  the  same  manner  :,,  Jllam  noctem  AngH 
totam  in  cantibus  et potibus insomnem  duxerunt.**  c.  13. 

For  the  latter  fact,  indeed,   we  have  a  better  authority  in 
maistre  Wace^s  Life  of  the  conqueror  : 

"  Mult  Us  veissiez  demener 
TrePer  et  saillir  et  chanter^ 
Lublie  [f.  luplice]  crient  et  weisseil, 
Et  laticome  et  drincheil» 
Drinchindrewart,  et  drincome 
Drinc  helf  et  driacome." 

Some  of  these  words  are  obscure  and  others  corrupt ;  but  the 
sense  seems  to  be  this  : 

Much  you  should  see  them  demean  [themselves} 

Trip  and  dance  and  slug, 

Gladly  [do]  they  cry,  and  waskeil 

And  Let  'em  come  [or  let  it  come"]  and  drinkkeil 

Drink  hitherward  and  drink  to  me. 

Drink  health,  and  drink  to  me. 

Old  Robert  of  Gloucester  likewise  has  a  similar  observation. 

"  The  Englysse  al  the  nyght  byvore  vaste  bygon  to  synge, 
And  spende  al  the  nyght  in  glotony  and  in  dryngynge." 

It  is  almost  needless  to  observe,  that  these  two  are  the  very 
first  Saxon  words  which  we  know,  from  historical  evidence,  to 
have  been  pronounced  in  this  country.  Vortigem,  K.  of  Britain, 
being  invited  to  supper  by  his  ally  Hengist,  at  his  newly  built 
castle  of  Sydingboum  in  Kent,  was,  after  supper,  approached 
by  Hengists  beautiful  daughter  Rowena,  who,  having  a  goblet  of 
wine  in  her  hand,  and  making  a  graceful  reverence,  said,  ))aes 
heil  hlapojit)  cyning,  i.  e,  be  of  health,  lord  king  ;  to  which  the 
king,  being  instructed  by  his  interpreter,  replied,  t)jimc  heil,  i.  e. 
drink  health.  The  bait  had  its  effect ;  the  king,  smitten  with 
the  young  ladys  charms,  desired  and  obtained  her  in  marriage, 
divorcing  his  wife,  and  giving  up  the  whole  of  Kent  to  Hengist. 

*  Will  the  reader  pardon  the  insertion  of  the  only  specimen 
that  has  occurred,  and  of  which,  as  dr.  Johnson  has  somewhere 


I 


ANCIENT  SONGS  AND  MUSIC.  xriil 

I.  With  respect  to  the  music  of  this  distant  period, 
ire  still  more  at  a  loss  than  we  are  as  to  its  songs, 
^as  probably  nothing  more  than  the  plain  chant,  or 
succession  of  sounds  of  the  same  name  and  place 
he  scale ;  viz.,  C  sol  fa  ut^  being  the  mean  part  of 
mor  voice,"  with  little  or  no  pretension  to  melody, 
graces  of  the  air  being  altogether  arbitrary,  and 
►ending  entirely  upon  the  skill  or  powers  of  the 
former.  Certain  it  is,  that  no  secular  music  of 
se  times,  such  as  may  be  supposed  to  have  been 
/^ogue  among  the  common  people,  is  known  to  be 
served.  Dr.  Burney  confesses  that  he  had  not 
:n  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  with  a  single  tune  to  an 
ylish  song  or  dance,  in  all  the  libraries  and  manu- 
ipts  he  had  consulted,  so  ancient  as  \}[it  fourteenth 

;rved,  "  the  merriment  is  very  gross,  and  the  sentiments  very 
thless?  "  to  which  mr.  Andrews  adds  in  the  words  of  Thomas 
ime,  "  It  is  trifling,  and  little  is  to  be  gathered  from  it,  yet 
a  curiosity." 

^*  Bryng  us  home  good  ale,  sir,  bryng  us  home  good  ale  ; 
And,  for  oiu:  der  lady  love,  brynge  us  home  good  ale. 

Brynge  home  no  beff,  sir,  for  that  ys  full  of  bonys. 
But  brynge  home  good  ale  inowgh,  for  I  love  wyle  that. 

But,  &c. 

Brynge  us  home  no  wetyn  brede,  for  that  ys  full  of  braund, 
Nothyr  no  ry  brede,  for  that  ys  of  that  same. 

But,  &c. 

Brynge  US  home  no  porice,  sir,  for  that  ys  very  fat, 
Nethyr  no  barly  brede,  for  nethyr  lovys  I  that. 

But  bryng  us  home  good  ale. 

Bryng  us  home  no  mutton,  sir,  for  that  ys  togh  and  lene, 
Nethyr  no  trypys  for  they  be  seldyn  clene. 

But  bryng,  &c. 

Bryng  us  home  no  vele,  sir,  for  that  will  not  dur. 
But  bryng  us  home  good  ale  inogh  to  drynke  by  the  fyr. 

But,  &c. 

Bryng  us  home  no  sydyr,  nor  nopalde  wyne, 
For  and  thu  do  thow  snalt  have  Crysts  curse  and  myne. 

But,  &c" 

s  of  or  about  the  time  of  Henry  VI.  and  is  given  from  MS, 
rl^  541. 
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century.  *  Sir  John  Hawkins  had  already  made  a 
similar  observation ;  t  and  the  only  doubt  which  these 
gentlemen  leave  upon  the  minds  of  their  readers  is, 
whether  they  have  met  with  one  so  ancient  as  the 
jifteentJu  One  may  go  still  further  \  it  is  perhaps  im- 
l)ossible  to  produce  even  the  bare  name  of  a  song  or 
(lance-tune  in  use  before  the  year  1500.  The  oldest 
country-dance-tune  now  extant,  sir  John  Hawkins 
says,  is  that  known  by  the  name  of  SeUengers,  ue,^  St 
Legers  Round,  which  may  be  traced  back  to  tuariy 
-the  time  of  Henry  VIH.  %  It  is  nevertheless  highly 
probable,  that  some  little  light  tunes  for  dances  were 
known  from  very  early  times.  The  hornpipeSs  thought 
by  musicians  to  be  the  native  production  of  this 
country,  but,  if  so,  it  was,  possibly,  invented  as  well 
as  used  by  those  who  could  not  read  a  note.  § 


*  Hist,  of  Musky  ii.  381. 

+  Hist,  of  Music y  ii.  91. 

X  Hist,  of  Music y  ii.  91.  The  proof  cited,  however,  does  not 
carry  it  much  nearer  than  the  year  1591. 

§  Chaucer,  in  his  Romant  of  the  Rose^  speaks  of  "  hornpipes  of 
Cornewaile,"  as  a  musical  instrument ;  to  this  the  rural  dances  so 
called  were  perhaps  originally  performed,  and  owe  a  denomina- 
tion for  which  it  will  otherwise  be  very  difficult  to  account.  In 
a  MS.  of  ancient  songs  and  music  found  among  the  books  of  the 
kings  library  in  the  Museum,  and  now  deposited  among  the 
royal  MSS.  not  later  than  Hen.  the  Vlllths  time,  is  a  "home- 
pype  ;  **  but  the  authority  of  a  gentleman,  every  way  qualified  to 
be  a  competent  judge,  enables  the  editor  to  say,  that  it  bears  no 
resemblance  to  the  hornpipe  of  modern  times,  being  a  very  long 
and  solemn  composition. ' 

In  Nicholas  Bretons  Woorkes  of  a  young  wit,  1 577,  are  pre- 
served the  names  of  two  ancient  tunes  : 

"  But  let  them  be  such  as  they  were,  by  chaunce, 
Our  banquet  doone,  we  had  our  musicke  by  : 
And  then  you  knowe  the  youth  must  needesgoe  daunce, 

First  galiards,  then  larous,  and  heidegy, 
Old  lusty  gallant^  All  floures  of  the  broome^ 
And  then  a  hall,  for  dauncers  must  have  roome." 
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Sir  John  Hawkins  has,  indeed,  pronounced  that 
"  songs  and  ballads,  with  easy  tunes  adapted  to  them, 
must  at  all  times  have  been  the  entertainment  not  only 
of  the  common  people,  but  of  the  better  sort ; "  and 
that "  these  must  have  been  of  various  kinds,  as  namely 
satirical,  humorous,  moral,  and  not  a  few  of  them  of 
the  amorous  kind.  Hardly  any  of  these,"  he  adds, 
"  with  the  music  of  them,  are  at  this  day  to  be  met 
with,  and  those  feiv  that  are  yet  extant  are  only  to  be 
found  in  odd  part  books,  written  without  bars,  and  with 
ligatures,  in  a  character  so  obsolete,  that  all  hopes  of 
recovering  them,  or  of  rendering,  to  any  tolerable  de- 
gree intelligible,  any  of  the  common  poptular  tunes 
in  use  before  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century,  must 
be  given  up."  *  It  is  not  to  be  presumed  that  the 
learned  writer  is,  in  this  very  curious  passage,  describ- 
ing what  he  never  saw,  much  less  what  does  not  exist ; 
it  is  therefore  much  to  be  regretted,  that  he  did  not 
consult  some  persons  (and  undoubtedly  there  are 
many)  to  whom  the  want  of  bars,  the  use  of  ligatures, 
and  a  character  so  obsolete,  would  have  proved  no  im- 
pediment. But  what  "  common  popular  tunes  "  have 
to  do  in  "  odd  part  books,"  is  not  easy  to  conceive. 

A  manuscript  in  the  possession  of  the  editor  of  the 
following  collection,  and  written,  partly  at  least,  in  the 
times  of  Richard  II.  and  Henry  IV.  contains,  perhaps, 
the  oldest  specimens  of  vulgar  music  that  can  be  pro- 
duced ;  and,  as  it  is  rather  a  curiosity,  a  few  extracts 
may  not  be  thought  improper. t     A  total  ignorance  of 

A  hall!  a  hall!  was  the  ordinary  cry  on  such  occasions.  So 
in  Shakspeares  Romeo  and  Juliet : 

**A  hall !   a  hall !  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls." 

The  following  are  noticed  in  Stephen  Gossons  **  Schoole  of 
abuse,'*  1579  :  Rogero,  Turkelony,  The  shaking  of  the  sheets,  and 
The  trenchmour. 

*  Hist,  Music  J  iii.  2. 

t  On  the  inside  of  the  cover  is  the  following  note  by  "  honest 
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the  musical  art  is  not  the  only  inconvenience  under 
which  the  present  writer  labours ;  what  he  thus  in- 
serts 18,  therefore,  to  be  r^arded  as  mere  matter  of 
antiquity  :  He  leaves  bars  to  be  added,  ligaiura  to  be 
untied,  and  obsolete  characters  to  be  decjrphered,  bf 
those  whose  genius  and  studies  have  quaMed  them 
for  the  task ;  thinking  it  enough  for  him  to  have 
afforded  matter  for  the  exercise  of  their  ingenuity. 
These  two  seem  fragments  of  Love  Songs  : 


I  have  loved  so  many  a  day,  lightly  spedde  hot  better  I  may 


pLl.UU.LL.fe 


This  ender  day  wen  me  was  wo  imder  a  bugh,  ther  I  lay. 
Naght  gale  lo  mene  me  to 


Tom  Martin  of  Palgrave  ; "  **This  book  is  the  hand- writing  of 
the  famous*  John  Brakley,  frier  minor  of  Norwich,  tutor  and 
master  to  judge  Paston,  whose  accounts  these  are,  when  he  was 
at  the  inns  of  court  at  London  ; 

Olnjt  Williis  Pastofiy  Jtisticiarius  Regis,  Ao.  1418,  Lra  DnicalisD. 

The  songs  are  very  curious." 

Mr.  Martin  was  reckoned  a  skilful  antiquary  and  an  ingenious 
man  ;  but  he  has  committed  at  least  one  considerable  mistake  in 
this  account  as  judge  Paston,  who  was  bom  in  1378,  did  not  die 
before  1444  :  and  that  frier  Brakley  was  his  tutor  is,  at  least, 
highly  improbable  ;  since  he  is  spoken  of  in  1469,  as  recently 
dead ;  when  even  his  supposed  pupil  would  have  been  91.  See 
Original  Letters y  during  the  reigns  of  Henry  VI, ,  &c.,  iv.  330. 

The  manuscript  has  been  since  presented  to  the  British 
Museum. 
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Here  is  a  picture  of  the  Virgin  Mother  rocking  her 
cradle : 


i^,,^i»^'»»#ri=? 


^ 


I     saw    a    swete    semly    syght    a    blisful    birde 
A    xnaydin  moder  mek   &    myld   in    credil   kep 


i>%^,  ^  0  ^.j^Al 


fi^±i34 


-f^f^ 


a  blossnm  bright  that  xnumyng  made  and  mirgh  of  mange 
a   knave   child  that  softly  slepe   scho  sat   and  sange 

0-^ ^i-^ 

,    I   saw   a   swete   semly  sight   a  blossum   bright    a   blis- 
A  magrdin  mother  mek  and  mild  in  cradil  kepe  a  knave 


^ 


♦ 


^-e ^  B  0  <>  ^.  I  0 


^;^  A  m: 


ful   bird    that    mum3mg   made    and    mirthe    of  m[ange]. 
child  that  softly  slepe  scho  sate  and  sange. 


And  here  the  Luilaby  she  uses  upon  the  occasion  : 
Lollay        lullow        lolly,  lully        bewy 
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^\^J^ 


<^\S^M^'='aH 


m 


bewy        lully     bewy        lully     lullow     lully     lullay 


B 


LvL".'^4hB|I^ 


■^^ 


baw  baw  my   barne    slepe    softly     now   lullay  lullow 


^ 


AA.\J' 


0<^-l=l^-» 


lully 


lullay  bewy 


bewy 


lullY 


.^iU.i 


^ 


— its- 


S 


-^(d^"   -»M 


bewy 


lully         lullow     lullay        lullow     Baw    baw 


q->i^  i 


± 


^ 


my 


barne  slepe        softly  now. 


J!^5SEL- 


The  longest' and  only  complete  piece  is  a  dream- 
ing relation  of  a  dialogue  supposed  to  have  passed 
between  the  above  lady  and  her  infant  son.  It  begins 
thus : 

"  This  ender  ml5t, 
I  saug  ha  sit5t, 

Ha  may  ha  credill  kepe  ; 


\ 
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Hande  ever  schuy  sang, 
Ande  sayde  in  mang, 

Lullay  my  child  and  slepe." 


■« 


This  no  doubt,  as  well  as  the  third,  and  possibly  the 
last,  of  the  above  extracts,  was  a  Christmas  carol,  a 
species  of  composition  of  which  the  reader  will  find 
a  tolerable  number  of  examples  in  the  course  of  the 
*  following  collection.'  It  might  indeed  have  been 
easily  enlarged,  but  is  sufficient  to  show,  that  poetry 
or  song  derived  little  advantage,  in  point  of  language 
or  sentiment,  from  the  imagined  sublimity  of  the 
subject. 

III.  The  music  of  these  remote  ages  naturally  leads 
to  an  enquiry  after  the  instruments  by  which  it  was 
I)erformed.  Of  these  the  harp,  as  it  was  probably  the 
roost  ancient,  was  long  esteemed  the  chief.  This  in- 
strument was  well  known  in  the  time  of  Chaucer,  by 
whom  it  is  frequently  mentioned.  His  jFrere  could 
play  upon  and  sing  to  it;*  and  the  genial  Wife  of 
Bath  had  frequently  danced  to  it  in  her  younger  days,t 
for  which  purpose,  it  seems  to  have  been  an  ordinary 
retainer  or  visitant  to  taverns  and  such  like  places.  J 
It  continued  in  use  till  after  the  reign  of  queen  Eliza- 
beth, possibly  till  the  civil  wars,  but  was  long  held  in 
the  lowest  estimation  :§  since  that  time  it  has  been 


*  Prologue. 

t  Wife  of  Baths  prologue. 

:J:  Chaucer  mentions  the  dancing  of  "  yonge  folk,"  in 

**      ■ stewes  and  tavemes, 

— with  Aarp/s,  lutds,  and  gitemes,  .  . 

And  right  anon  in  comen  tombesteres, 

Fetis  and  smale  and  yongd  fniitesteres, 

Singers  with  harpes,  &c."  Pardoners  Tale. 

§  From  its  being  usually  played  by  blind  men,  aj  blind  as  a 
harper  became  proverbial  \see  \JXy^  Sappho  and  PhaOy  1591) ; 

d 


1  DISSERTATION  ON 

entirely  laid  aside,  or  at  least  very  rarely  used  as  ^ 

English  instrument*    The  sautrie,  or  psaltery, ^^ 

an  instrument  of  the  harp  kind,  on  which  -ffw 

XicholaSy  the  scholar  of  Oxenford,  was  an  adept: 
\ ^ 

and  the  phrase  blind  harper  a  term  of  general  ridicule  and  coa 

tempL 

Thus  in  Jonsons  Voipone  [1607]  : 

**  Ctrv,  O  my  dear  Mosca,  do's  he  not  perceive  us  ? 
.1/cv.  No  more  than  a  blind  harper." 

Again  in  Cottons  Virgil  Travestie  [1664]  : 

**  Quoth  he,  blind  harpers^  have  among  ye ! " 

Shakspeare  has  likewise  used  it  in  his  Laves  Labour  Lost: 

**  Nor  woo  in  rime»  like  a  blind  harpers  song." 

Shakspeare,  however,  certainly  does  not  mean  to  treat  it « 
contempt,  when  he  makes  Glendower  say 

*'  I  can  speak  English,  lord,  as  well  as  you, 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  English  court ; 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp^ 
Many  an  English  ditty  lovely  well. " 

First  part  of  K.  H.  IV,  a.  3.  s.  i. 

*  "  Honest  yack  N /j,  the  harper,"  is  however  rem 

bered  in  one  of  Tom  Browns  Letters  from  the  Dead  to  the  Liu 
ll'orks,  ii.  191.  And  seems  to  have  plyed  at  "  the  Cellar  at 
Still  [in  the  Strand]."  See  Wards  **'  Satyrical  Reflections  i 
Clubs"  p.  272. 

Thus  also,  in  one  of  Tom  D'urfeys  songs  : 

*•  Whilst  merrily  blind  Tom  that  harp'd 
In  tune  our  story  tells. " 

In  London  Lyckptny  we  find  : 

•*  Then  I  hyed  me  unto  Estchepe. 
Onne  cryes  rybbs  of  befe  &  many  a  pye  ; 
Pewter  pottes  they  clattered  on  a  hepe. 
There  was  harpe^  pype.  and  mynstrelsye  ; 
Yea  by  cock,  nay  by  cock,  some  began  crye, 
Some  songe  of  J  enken  and  Jul  van  for  there  medel : 
But  for  lack  of  mony  I  myght  not  spede." 

See  MS.  Harl.  36 

In  one  of  Hogarths  prints  of  the  Rakes  progress j  a  harp 
French  horn  player,  and  a  ragged  big-belly'd  female  bl 
singer  are  performing  a  concert  in  al^rothel. 
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**  And  all  above  there  lay  a  gay  sautrie^ 
On  which  he  made  on  nightes  melodie  ; 
So  swetely,  that  all  the  chamber  rong, 
And  Angelus  ad  Virginem  he  song. 
And  after  that  he  songe  the  kinges  note. 
Full  often  blessed  was  his  mery  throte.*** 

The  Kinges  Note  was  doubtless  some  well-known  song 
of  the  time,  and  probably  the  very  same  which  is 
mentioned  in  [the]  Complaynt  of  Scotland  \o{Yih\c\i  the 
authorship  seems  to  be  hopelessly  uncertain],  printed 
at  [Paris]  in  1549,  [or  1550],  under  tlie  title  of  "  kyng 
villyamis  note." 

Chaucer  mentions  the  rote  as  an  instrument  on 
which  his  Frere  excelled  : 

"  Wei  coude  he  singe  and  plaien  on  a  rote."  + 

This,  it  is  conjectured,  was  the  same  with  the  more 
modem  vielie,X  the  lyra  mendicorum,  or  hurdy-gurdy,§ 
so  frequently  at  this  day  in  the  streets  of  London, 
though  not  in  the  hands  of  the  natives,  the  strings  of 
which  are  agitated  by  the  friction  of  a  wheel\\  It  is 
likewise  named  by  Gower  in  his  Confessio  A  mantis: 


*  Millers  Tale.     Again  : 

"  He  kissed  her  swete,  and  taketh  his  sautrie^ 
And  plaieth  fast,  and  maketh  melodie." 

t  Prologue. 

X  The  vielle  of  the  Jongleurs,  which  dr.  Percy  makes  "  a  kind 
of  lute  or  guitar,"  was  the  violin.  See  M.  de  la  Ravailliere,  dc 
V Ancienndi  des  Chansons  Francoises  {Palsies  du  royde  Navarre) ^ 
i.  249.     M.  le  Grand/  Fabliaux  ou  Contes,  i.  49. 

§  The  use  of  this  term,  though  rejected  by  dictionary-makers, 
is  not  without  classical  authority  : 

"  Whom  have  we  here?  a  sightly  swain  and  sturdy  I 
Hum  I  plays,  I  see,  upon  the  hurdy-gurdy."        Midas. 

See  also  Bonnel  Thorntons  Ode  to  St  Cecilia. 

II  See  M.  de  la  Ravailliere,  V Ancienneti  des  Chansons^  p.  254. 
M.  le  Grands  objection,  grounded  upon  the  equivocal  term 
cithara^  does  not  seem  of  much  weight. 
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it 


— Harpe,  citole,  and  RIOTE, 

With  many  a  tewne  and  many  a  note  : " 

and  by  Spenser,  in  the  fourth  book  of  fhe  Faerie 
Queene  (Canto  ix.)  : 

**  There  did  he  find  in  her  delicious  boure 
The  faire  Poeana  playing  on  a  rote." 

The  CITOLE,  or  cistole,  as  it  is  elsewhere  called 
(from  cisteliay  a  little  box),  is  thought  to  have  been  the 
dulcimer,  or  some  instrument  of  the  same  kind. 

The  RiBiBLE  and  giterne  were  favourite  instru- 
ments of  Absolon  the  parish  clerk  : 

**  A  mery  child  he  was,  so  god  me  save ; 
In  twenty  manere  could  he  trip  and  dance, 
And  playen  song^s  on  a  small  ribible, 
Therto  he  song  sometime  a  loud  quinible. 
And  as  wel  coud  he  play  on  a  giterne. 
In  all  the  toun  n'as  brewhous  ne  taveme, 
That  he  ne  visited  with  his  solas, 
Ther  as  that  any  gaillard  tapstere  was."  * 

The  description  of  his  serenading  the  carpenters 
wife  is  admirable  : — 

**  The  moone  at  night  ful  clere  and  bright^  shon. 
And  Absolon  his  giterne  hath  ytake, 
For  paramours  he  thoughte  for  to  wake. 
And  forth  he  goth,  jolif  and  amorous, 
Til  he  came  to  the  carpenteres  hous, 
A  litel  after  the  cockes  had  ycrow, 
And  dressed  him  up  by  a  shot  window, 
That  was  upon  the  carpenteres  wal. 
He  singeth  in  his  vols  gentil  and  smal ; 
Now,  dere  lady, — if  thy  wille  be, 
I  pray  you  that  ye — wol  rewe  on  me  ; 
Ful  wel  accordant  to  his  giteming."  f 

The    ribible  was   probably  the   rebec    or    fiddle, 
which  has  been  a  popular  instrument,  and,  by  gradual 

*  Millers  Tale.  t  Ibid. 
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improvement,  has  at  length  superseded  almost  every 
other.  Its  antiquity  is  unquestionable.*  The  crouth 
or  crowd  (cJ^yX  Saxon,  crwd,  Welsh)  was  another, 
but  larger  instrument  of  the  same  nature.f  The 
uiTERNE  is  the  cittern  %  or  guitar,  which  was  anciently 
much  used  for  singing  to.  Thus  in  the  Vision  of 
[  William^  concerning]  Piers  the  Plowman,  one  saye,  he 
can 


*  See  M.  de  la  Ravailliere,  VAiidenneUy  &c.,  p.  249.     Miltons 
Poems,  by  Warton,  1 791,  p.  55. 

t  Fide  and  crowth  are  bo3i  mentioned  in  song  XI.  class  I. 
whence  it  should  seem  they  were  at  that  time  distinct  instru- 
ments. See  also  the  figure  and  description  of  a  crowth  in 
Hawkins'  History  of  Music ,  vol.  iL  p.  273.  and  in  the  Archao- 
logia^  vol.  iii.  p.  30.  Spenser  calls  it  "the  trembling  crowd," 
in  allusion,  no  doubt,  to  the  vibration  or  tremulous  motion  of 
:he  chords.  Crowd,  however,  was  in  later  times  the  common 
name  of  a  fiddle,  and  Crowder,  of  a  performer  thereon  ;  whence 
the  name  of  Crowdero  in  Htidibras,  And  that  fiddle  and  rebeck 
were  synonymous,  appears  from  a  passage  in  Ihe  Knight  of  the 
burning  Pestle,  where  it  is  said  to  be  "  present  death  for  these 
idlers  to  time  their  rebecks  before  the  great  Turks  grace." 

X  Drayton  in  his  enumeration  of  the  "  sundry  Musick  of  Eng- 
and,"  makes  the  gittern  and  cittern  distinct  instruments  : 

"  The  cythroHt  the  pandore^  and  they  theorbo  strike, 
The  gittem  and  the  kit  the  wancFringjUdlers  like. " 

Poly-Olbion,  Song  IV. 

A.nd  they  certainly  were  so.  **  Sum  tyme,"  says  Langham,  "  I 
bote  it  with  dauncing  :  noow  with  x£iy  gittem,  and  els  with  my 
riltern,  then  at  the  virgynalz  :  ye  kno  nothing  cums  amisse  to 
mee  :  then  carroll  I  up  a  song  withall  : "  &c.  Letter  signifying 
'he  queenz  entertainment  at  Killingwoorth  Castl,  1575. 

John  Playford,  in  1659,  published  **  A  book  of  new  lessons 
'or  the  cithren  and  gittem,  &c.,"  and  from  his  preface  to  a  later 
publication,  intitled  "  Musick 's  delight  on  the  cithern  **  (1666), 
t  would  seem  that  the  principal  if  not  the  only  difference  be* 
tween  the  two  instruments  at  that  period  was  that  the  Cittern 
was  strung  with  gut-strings,  the  Cittern  with  wire.  The  later  is 
mquestionably  £he  modem  English  guitar ;  but  whether  the 
fittern  of  Chancers  time  was  the  same  instrument  may  possibly 
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"  — neither  taber,  ne  trumpe,  ne  tels  no  gestes 
Farten  ne  fyssen  at  feastes  ;  ne  harpen, 
Jape,  ne  juhgele,  de  gentillye  pype  ; 
Ne  neither  sailen,  ne  saute,  ne  singe  to  the  ^terne.^^  * 

This  instrument,  which  Chaucer  thought  worthy  of 
the  god  of  music,  he  has  put  with  peculiar  propriety 
into  the  hands  of  the  joiy  Absolon,  who,  among  his 
numerous  accomplishments, 

"  We  coud  leten  blod,  and  clippe,  and  shave,'* 

as  it  appears,  for  many  centuries,  to  have  made  part 
of  the  constant  furniture  of  a  barbers  shop,  where  it 
was  "  common  to  all  men."  It  seems  of  late,  how- 
ever, to  have  retrieved  its  credit,  and  to  have  received 
ample  amends  for  its  disgrace,  in  the  hands  of  the  fair 
sex. 

Most  of  these  instruments,  with  others,  are  enume- 
rated in  an  old  metrical  romance,  intitled,  The  Squyr 
of  low  e  degre: 

**  There  was  myrth  and  melody, 
With  harpe,  getron,  and  sautry. 
With  rote,  ribible,  and  clokarde, 
With  pypes,  organs,  &  bumbarde, 
With  other  mynstrelles  them  amonge, 
With  sytolphe  and  with  sautry  songe, 
With  fydle,  recorde,  and  Dowcemere, 
With  trompette  &  with  claryon  clere. 
With  dulcet  pipes  of  many  cordes."  f 

The  LUTE,  mentioned  by  Chaucer,  must,  from  the 
low  state  not  only  of  the  musical  science,  but  of  the 
mechanical  arts  in  that  age,  have  been  essentially  dif- 


still  remain  a  doubt.  At  any  rate,  cittern  and  gittern  are  orgi- 
nally  the  same  word,  from  cithara^  a  harp  or  stringed-instrument, 
and  the  former,  supposing  the  C  soft,  is  a  comparatively  modem 
term. 

♦  [4^  1561,  passiis  13.] 

t  [Hazlitt's  Popular  Poetry^  ii.  62.] 
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ferent  from  the  modem  instrument  of  the  same  name, 
which  is  said  to  have  fallen  into  disuse  on  account  of 
the  superior  degree  of  skill  requisite  to  its  perform- 
ance.* 

The  CYMBAL,  the  tabour,  the  tymbre,  the  si  strum, 
are  all  mentioned,  and  some  of  them  described,  by 
Bartholomeus,  in  his  book  De  Proprietatibus  Rerum^ 
which  was  translated  into  English,  by  John  de  Trevisa, 
and  first  printed  by  W)mken  de  Worde. 

The  SYMPHONiE,  likewise,  which  Chaucer  mentions 
in  his  rime  of  Sir  Topas, 

**  Here  is  the  quene  of  feerie, 
With  harpe  and  pipe,  and  symphony, 
Dwelling  in  this  place," 

was    "an  instrument   of  musyke,  .  .  .  made  of  an 
holowe  tree,  closyd  in  lether  in  eyther  syde,  and  myn- 
strels  betyth  it  wyth  styckes."t 
An  extract  from  the  romance  of  Aitsaundre,  [attri- 

*  See  Browns  Estimate,  vol.  ii.  p.  77.  Sir  J.  Hawkins'  Hist, 
of  Music y  iv.  394. — This  instrument  in  Skeltons  time  was  chiefly 
in  the  hands  of  professors.  See  how  he  handles  one  of  these 
comely  coystrownes  : 

"  He  lumbryth  ou  a  iewde  lewie  roty  bulle  joyse» 
Rumbill  downe,  tumbil  downe,  hey  go  now  now. 
He  fumblyd  in  his  fyngering  an  ugly  good  noise» 
It  semyth  the  sobbyng  of  an  old  sow. 
He  wold  be  made  moch  of  and  he  wyst  how,  &c." 

It  is  also  noticed  in  an  old  poetical  tract,  intitled,  The  Scheie 

House  of  Women  (originally  printed  in  or  before  1557),  [or  rather 

before  1541]  : 

*'  Or  as  the  Minstrel  dooth  intend 
With  help  oiLuttt  finger,  or  quil."         Sig.  D.  j.  6. 

[Hazlitt's  Pop,  Poetry,  iv.  145.]  And  in  Surrey's  Poems, 
first  published  in  1557,  is  a  beautiful  address  **  to  his  Lute,**  by 
Sir  T.  Wyat  the  elder. 

t  Bartho.  de  Pro,  Rerum. — Hawkins'  Hist,  of  Music,  ii.  284. 
This  instrument  bears  a  pretty  strong  resemblance  to  the  romel- 
pot  of  the  Hottentots,  described  by  Vaillant. 


Ivi  DISSERTATION  ON 

buted,  doubtless,  in  error,]  to  Adam  Davie,  will  afford 
no  bad  idea  of  a  grand  concert,  and  the  other  amuse- 
ments at  a  royal  festival  in  the  court  of  Edward  II. 
or  III.  The  author  is  speaking  of  the  marriage  of 
"  kyng  Phelip  "  with  "  Clorpatras  the  riche  quene  :" 

**  Spoused  scheo  is  and  set  on  deys, 
Now  gynnith  the  geste  of  nobles. 
At  theo  feste  was  trumpyng, 
Pipyng  and  eke  taboryng, 
Sytolyng  and  ek  harpyng, 
Knyf  pleyng  and  ek  syngyng, 
Carolyng  and  turmentyng, 
"Wrastlyng  and  ek  flymyng. 
Theo  game  goth  nought  ful  blyve, 
Ther  som  helieth  and  some  wyve." 

Chaucers  Miller  entertains  his  fellow  pilgrims  with 
the  sound  of  the  "  baggepipe,"  which  he  played  very 
well. 

The  "  HORNEPiPES  OF  CoRNEWAiLE,"  mentioned  in 
the  Rotnant  of  the  Rose,  are  thought  to  have  been  the 
same  as  i\iQ  pibcorn,  an  instrument  still  used  in  some 
parts  of  the  principality  of  Wales,  of  which  Mr.  Bar- 
rington  has  given  a  particular  description.*  The  stock 
and  horn  which  Allan  Ramsay  mentions,  and  explains 
to  be  "  a  reed  or  whistle,  with  a  horn  fixed  to  it  by 
the  smaller  end,"  is,  however,  with  equal  probability, 
the   hornepipe  of  Chaucer.      Though,  after  all,  his 


*  Archceologia,  iii.  33.  Pibcom  is  compipe,  pipeau  de  corne. 
Thus,  in  the  Complaynt  of  Scotland^  "the  feyrd  [scheiphyrd 
playit]  on  ane  contepipe."  Hornpipe  and  compipe  are  synony- 
mous. See  before,  p.  li.  n.  2.  This  instrument  is  likewise 
mentioned  by  Spenser : 

"  Before  them  yode  a  lusty  taberere 
That  to  the  '  meynie '  on  a  home  pyPe  playd, 
Whereto  they  dauncen  eche  one  with  his  mayd. 
To  see  these  folkes  make  suche  jouisaunce, 
Made  my  heart  after  the  pype  to  daunce. " 

Shepherds  Caletuietr^  May, 
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'  Cornwaik^'  is  not  the  county  in  England  so  called, 
)Ut  ComouaiUe  in  Bretagne,  which  he  found  in  his 
>riginal.* 
The  martial  instruments  of  these  ages  were, 

**  Pipes  trompes,  nakeres,  and  clariounes, 
That  in  the  bataille  blowen  blody  sounes."t 

Ind  the  shepherd  boys  of  Chaucers  time  had 


— ^many  a  floite  and  litlyng  horne, 
And  pipes  made  of  grene  corne."iJ: 


5artholomeus  observing,  that  as  "shepe  lovyth  py- 
ynge,  therfore  shepherdes  usyth  pipes  whan  they 
^alk  with  theyr  shepe."  § 

IV.  The  progress  of  Song-writing  during  the  fif- 

And  Richard  Brathwaite(.SWdr/>/a^i?y&r/<^^Z>K/^//.  1 615.  (i2mo. 
7.)  has  a  poem  addressed  **  To  the  Queene  of  Harvest,  &c. 
uch  honoured  by  the  Reede,  Come-pipe  and  whistle." 
Again,  in  The  shepherds  slumber  (Englands  Helicon,  1 600.) 

**  Inpescod-timej  when  hound  to  horne 
Gives  eare,  till  buck  be  kill'd  ; 
And  little  lads,  with  pipes  o/cortte. 
Sate  keeping  beasts  a-field. " 

D  in  Mid,  Nights  Dream  : 

•* But  I  know 

When  thou  hast  stol'n  away  from  fairy  land. 
And  in  the  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day, 
Playing  on  PiPfs  of  com,  and  versing  love, 
To  amorous  Phillida." 


Act.  2.  s.  2 


*  V.  3991. 


"  £t  sons  nouveaulx  de  contretaille, 
Aux  chalemeaulx  de  Comouaiile. " 


t  Canterbury  Tales,  i.  98.  (Knightes  Tale.)     A  Nakere  (Na- 
laire,  F.)  is  a  loud  instrument  somewhat  resembling  a  hautboy. 
?he  French  word  is  explained  by  Roquefort  to  mean  petitstavi' 
urs  ou  timbales,    Ed.] 
X  House  of  Fame,  iii.  133. 
§  Hawk.  Hist,  Music,  ii.  283. 
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teenth  century  may,  in  some  degree,  appear  from  the 
following  collection ;  little  additional  iiiformation  is  to 
be  gleaned  during  a  period  only  interesting  in  battles 
and  murders. 

Among  the  Harleian  MSS.  in  the  British  Museum 
(No.  682)  is  a  collection  of  love  poems,  roundels,  and 
songs,  made  by  Charles  duke  of  Orleans  while  a  pri- 
soner in  England,  in  Henry  the  fifths  time.*  It  is 
not  to  be  expected  that  the  poetry  of  a  foreigner  (and 
a  prince  of  the  blood  too)  should  have  much  merit  in 
an  age  in  which  that  of  the  natives  had  so  little. 

The  following,  which  is  given  as  a  specimen  of 
this  young  noblemans  talents,  seems  to  be  a  sort  of 
dialogue  between  him  and  his  mistress,  on  his  request- 
ing the  favour  of  a  chaste  salute : 

[He.]  Lende  me  yowre  praty  mouth,  madame, 

Se  how  y  knele  here  at  yowre  feet. 
[She.]  Whie  wolde  ye  occnpy  Uie  same? 

Now  whereabowt  first  mot  me  wite. 
[He.]  I  wis  dere  hert  to  basse  it  swete, 

A  twyse  or  thrise  or  that  y  die. 
[She.]  So  may  ye  have  when  next  we  mete 

Tofome  or  ye  it  ocupie. 

[He.]  Or  y  it  ocupy,  wel,  wel ; 

Is  my  reward  but  suche  a  skome  ? 
[She.]  Ye,  woo  is  me  for  yowre  seek  hele. 

But  it  may  heele  right  wel  tomome. 
[He.]  Then  se  y  wel  though  y  were  lome. 

For  oon  poore  cosse  ye  set  not  by. 
[She.]  Seide  y  yow  not  ynough  tofome  ? 

Ye  may  have  or  ye  ocupy, 

[He.]  Ye,  for  that  cosse  y  thanke  yow  that, 
For  whie  yet  am  y  never  the  nere. 

*  [Poems  written  in  English  by  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans 
during  his  captivity  in  England  after  the  battle  of  Agin- 
coort.     Roxbui^he  Club,  1827.] 
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[She.]  Then  come  agayne  this  wot  ye  what  ? 

An  other  tyme,  and  not  to  yere. 
[He.]  A  fy,  wel  wel,  a  swet  hert  dere 

Bi  verry  god,  ye  mot  aby. 
[She.]  Nay  bete  me  not,  first  take  it  here, 

Tofome  or  ye  it  occupy. 

[He.]  Ye,  so  so,  swete,  ye,  so,  swete  hert,  * 

Good  thrift  unto  that  praty  eye. 
[She.]  Nay  erst  lo  must  ye  tlus  avert. 

How  y  seide  or  ye  it  ocupy. 

A  MS.  in  the  Bodleian  library  has  once  contained 
either  the  whole  or  part  of  a  song,  of  which  it  was 
found  impracticable  to  make  out  more  than  the  two 
first  lines  : 

"  Joly  cheperte  of  Aschell-down 
Can  more  on  love  than  al  this  town.*' 

Mr.  Warton,  who  has  printed  the  first  of  them,  seems 
to  discover  some  resemblance  between  this  sanne/o/y 
cheperte  and  Thomas  of  Ersildon^  the  Scotish  vaticinal 
rimer.  * 

After  the  first  battle  of  St  Albans,  between  Henry 
VI.  and  the  duke  of  York,  by  the  mediation  of  the 
archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  other  prelates,  both 
parties  were  brought  to  a  compromise  and  mutual  ex- 
change of  promise  of  friendship.  "  For  the  outward 
publishing  of  this  joyfiill  agreement,"  says  Stow, 
"  there  was  upon  our  Lady  day  in  Lent,  or  five  and 
twentieth  day  of  March,  [New  Years  Day,  1458]  a 
solemne  procession  celebrated  within  the  cathedrall 
church  of  Saint  Paule,  in  the  city  of  London  :  at  the 
which  the  king  was  present,  in  his  habite  royall,  with 
the  crowne  on  his  head;  before  him  went,  hand  in 
hand,  the  duke  of  Somerset,  the  earle  of  Salisbury, 


*  Hist,  of  English  Poetry,  i.  [87,  ed.  Hazhtt.]— The  No.  of 
the  MS.  is  692. 
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the  duke  of  Excester,  and  the  earle  of  Warwick,  and 
so  one  of  the  one  faction,  and  another  of  the  other. 
And  behind  the  KL  the  duke  of  Yorke,  and  the  queene, 
with  great  familiarity  to  all  mens  sights,  whatsoever 
was  meant  to  the  contrary  ...."*  This,  it  cannot 
be  doubted,  would  be  a  spectacle  highly  grateful  to 
the  people,  as  it  seemed  to  promise  them  a,  reprieve 
from  the  calamities  of  a  civil  war,  which  they  had 
previously  every  reason  to  apprehend;  it  therefore 
certainly  deserved  to  be  celebrated  by  a  happier  bard 
than  the  author  of  such  stanzas  as  the  following : 

*'  Whan  charite  is  chosen  with  states  to  stonde, 
Stedfad,  and  skill  without  distaunce, 
Than  wrathe  can  be  exiled  out  of  this  lande, 
And  god  oure  gide  to  have  the  governance  : 
Wisdom  &  wellth  with  all  plesaunce 
May  rightful  regne  and  prosperite, 
For  love  hath  underlaide  wrathful  venjaunce, 
Rejoise  Anglond  oure  lordes  acorded  to  be.**  + 

Other  songs  of  this  reign  might  be  produced  ;  and 
such  readers  as  are  not  satisfied  with  the  number 
printed  in  the  following  collection,  may  be  referred 
to  MS.  Sloan.  2593,  and  MS.  Harl.  4294,  where  they 
will  find  several  more. 

Skelton,  laureat,  in  the  Bowge  of  Court,  his  best 


*  AnnaUs^  (ed.  1631,  fo.)  p.  404. 

t  MS.  Cotton.  Vespasian,  B.  xvi.  This  compromise,  how- 
ever, may  have  given  the  same  disgust  to  the  more  zealous 
partizans  of  the  Red  Rose  which  we  are  certain  a  former  one  did 
in  the  year  1450.  See  a  curious  copy  of  verses,  preserved  by 
Heame,  in  the  appendix  to  Heniingi  Chartularium^  which  was 
affixed  to  the  gates  of  the  kings  palace,  where  the  parliment  was 
sitting,  and  thus  concludes : 

"  Hange  uppe  suche  false  men  to  awr  soverayne  lord. 
That  ever  conseylyd  hym  with  fals  men  to  be  acordyd.'* 


■H 
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*rious  poem  introduces  a  character  under  the  name 
f  Harvy  Hafter,*  whose 

•*  — Throte  was  clere,  and  lustely  coulde  fayne 
And  euer  he  sange,  Sythe  I  am  no  thynge  plajme, 
To  kepe  him  from  pykynge  it  was  a  grete  payne. " 

iluding  no  doubt  to  some  well-known  song.     He 
kewise  bids 

*•  Holde  vp  the  helme,  loke  vp,  and  lete  God  stere, 
I  wolde  be  merie,  what  wynde  that  euer  blowe, 
Heue  and  how  rombelow,  row  the  bote,  Norman,  rowe."  f 

"his  last  line  is  certainly  the  scrap  of  an  old  ballad, 
In  this  xxxii  yeare  [s.  of  Henry  VI.] "  says  Fabian, 
'  John  Norman  ....  [mayor  of  London]  upon  the 
norowe  of  S)nnon  &  Judes  daye,  the  accustomed  day 
vhen  the  newe  mayre  used  yearly  to  ryde  with  great 
X)mpe  unto  Westminster  to  take  his  charge,  this 
nayre  first  of  all  mayres  brake  that  auncient  and  olde 
:ontinued  custome,  &  was  rowed  thyther  by  water,  for 
:he  which  the  watermen  made  of  hym  a  roundell  or 
longe  of  hys  great  prayse,  the  which  began,  J^owe  the 
wte,  Norman^  rowe  to  thy  lemman,  and  so  forthe,  with 
L  longe  processe."  J 


Not  Hosier, 


*  Havel  and  Harvy  Hafter^ 
Jacke  travel,  ana  Cole  crofter^ 
Why  come  ye  not  to  Court. 


t  [Dyce's  edit.,  i.  39-40J 

X  Ad  An,  1453.  Heve  and  how  rombelow  appears  to  have 
een  a  favourite  chorus  with  the  old  English  tars.  Thus,  the 
uthor  of  Cocke  Ijwelles  bote,  an  ancient  satire,  speaking  of  certain 
lilors,  says: 

**  For  joye  theyr  tnimpettes  dyde  they  blowe, 
And  some  songe  Heve  aud  howe  rombelowt'* 
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This  Harvy  Hafter  is  represented  entirely  igno- 
rant of  prick-song,  which,  as  in  ordinary  accomplish- 
ment, he  expresses  a  great  desire  to  learn  : 

**  Prynces  of  youghte,  can  ye  synge  by  rote, 
Or  shall  I  sayle  with  you  a  felashyp  assaye, 
For  on  the  booke  I  can  not  synge  a  note ; 
Wolde  to  God,  it  wolde  please  you  some  daye 
A  balade  booke  before  me  for  to  laye. 
And  lerne  me  to  synge  Re  mi  fa  sol ! 
And  when  I  faye  bobbe  me  on  the  noil."  * 

"  Ryot "  too,  another  character  in  the  same  poem, 
is  a  musical  genius, 

**  And  ay  he  sangQ  in  fayth  decon  thou  crewe"  + 

He  could  likewise  perform  a  popular  piece  of  church 
music,  and  accompany  his  voice  with  the  sound  of  a 
flaggon : 

•*  Counter  he  coude  O  lux  upon  a  potte." 

We  have  doubtless  lost  many  of  Skeltons  ballads. 
In  the  enumeration  of  his  works  in  "  77ie  Crownt  of 
Lawrel"  he  mentions  several  things  which  one  may 
reasonably  conclude  to  have  been  of  that  species. 
For  instance  : 

"  The  vmbleis  of  venyson,  the  botell  of  wyne, 
To  fa3rre  maistres  Anne  that  shuld  haue  be  sent, 
He  wrate  therof  many  a  praty  lyne, 
Where  it  became,  and  whether  it  went. 
And  how  that  it  was  wantonly  spent. 

So  again  in  the  still  more  ancient  metrical  romance  of  The 
Squyr  qflowe  degre^  the  king  tells  his  daughter ; 

*'  Your  maryners  shall  synge  a  rowe 
Hey  how  and  runtbutaive.  ** 

— f  Hazlitt's  Popular  Poetry^  iii.  54.] 
*  [Dyce's  edit.,  i.  40.] 
t  This  song  is  again  mentioned  in  Why  come  ye  not  to  Court. 
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The  Balade  also  of  the  Mustarde  Tarte. 

Such  problemis  to  paynt  it  longeth  to  his  arte."  * 

In  a  very  old  Morality,  the  earliest  piece  of  that 
description,  perhaps,  now  extant,  intitled,  "The  iiii 
Elements/'  t  "  Sensual  Appetite"  one  of  the  characters, 
holds  the  following  language  : 

**  Make  rome  S3n*s,  and  let  us  be  mery, 

With  huflfa  galand,  synge  tyrll  on  the  bery, 

And  let  the  wyde  worlde  wynde ; 
Synge,  frysk  a  joly,  %  with  hey  troly  loly, 
For  I  se  well  it  is  but  foly, 

For  to  have  a  sad  mynd." 

And  his  advice  to  ^^ Humani^e^^  is  : 

**  Ye  shulde  ever  study  pryncypall 
For  to  comfort  your  lyfe  naturall, 
With  metis  and  drynkes  dilycate, 
And  other  pastymes  &  pleasures  among, 
Daunsyng,  laughyng,  or  plesaunt  songe, 
This  is  mete  for  your  estate."  § 

In  1530  was  published  a  collection  of  twenty  part- 
songs,  nine  of  four  parts  and  eleven  of  three ;  com- 
posed by  Comysh,  Pygot,  Ashwell,  master  Tavernar, 

*  [Dyce*s  edit.,  i.  41.] 

+  It  was  printed  by  Rastall,  and  from  a  passage  alluding  to 
the  discovery  of  America,  dr.  Percy  concludes  it  not  to  have 
l>een  written  later  than  15 10.  [Rather,  15 17.  See  Collier's 
Dram.  Poetr.^  ii.  321.]  Mr.  Steevens,  in  a  note  to  his  last  edition 
of  Shakspeare,  gives  the  date  15 19  ;  probably  by  mistake,  as  it 
does  not  appear  that  a  second  copy  of  it  is  known  to  exist.  [But 
Steevens  perhaps  meant  to  assign  the  publication  to  1 5 19,  in 
which  he  may  be  right  See  Hazlitt*s  Collections  and  Notes,  p. 
166.] 

X  **  He  how  frisca  joly  under  the  grene  wood  tre,*'  is  the 
burthen  of  an  ancient  song  in  the  musical  volume  among  the 
Kings  MSS. 

§  [See  this  piece  printed  in  the  first  volume  of  the  new  edition 
of  Dodsley.] 
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John  Gw)Tineth,  dr.  Fayrfax,  dr.  Cowper,  and  R. 
Jones  :  but  the  bassus  is  alone  preserved.*  The 
verbal  contents  are  as  follows  : 

1.  Pater  noster  qui  es  in  celis,  ^c. 

2.  In  youth  in  age  both  in  welth  and  woo. 
Auxilium  meum  a  domino. 

3.  By,  by,  lullaby,  by,  by,  lullaby,  wrockyd  I  my  chyld. 

4.  Bewar  my  lytyt  fynger,  syr,  I  yow  desyre. 

5.  She  may  be  oillyd  a  soverant  lady 
That  ys  a  mayd  and  beryth  a  baby. 

6.  The  bella,  the  bella,  we  maydins  beryth  the  bella. 

7.  So  gret  unkyndnes  withoute  deservyng. 

8.  Who  shall  have  my  fayr  lady. 

9.  Mynyon,  go  trym,  go  trym.    (A  satire  against  the  Flemings). 

10.  Joly  felowe,  jlAy,  joly  felowe,  joly, 
Yf  thou  have  but  lytyll  mony. 

Spend  it  not  in  foly  ; 
But  spend  yt  on  a  prety  wenche. 
And  she  shal  help  the  at  a  pinche. 

Hey  joly  felow,  joly, 

11.  And  wyll  ye  serve  me  so, 

12.  Mi  hart,  my  mynde,  and  my  hole  poure. 

13.  Love  wyll  I,  &  leve,  so  yt  may  befall. 

14.  And  I  mankynd  have  not  in  mynd. 

15.  Pleasure  yt  ys 
To  here,  I  wys. 

The  byrds  syng  [3mg]e  ; 
The  dere  in  the  dale. 
The  shepe  in  the  vale, 

The  come  spryngyng. 

Gods  purvyaunce, 
For  sustenaunce, 

Yt  ys  for  man ; 
Then  we  all  wayse. 
To  hym  gyve  prase, 

&  thank  hym  than  &  thank  hym  than. 

*  [The  only  copy  known,  the  same  probably  as  that  examined 
by  Ritson,  is  now  in  the  British  Museum.  See  Hazlitt's  J/and- 
book^  p.  567.] 
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1 6.  Concordans  musycall  jugyd  by  the  ere. 

17.  Min  hartys  lust  &  all  my  plesure. 

The  other  three  pieces  are  lessons  for  the  words  Ut  re  my  fa 
so  \l\  la,  or  Fa  la  soil. 

The  following  song,  of  this  reign,  appears  worthy 
of  notice,  if  it  were  but  from  the  circumstance  of  ex- 
plaining a  seemingly  corrupted  passage  of  an  ancient 
Scotish  writer,  mentioned  in  a  preceding  page,  who, 
according  to  Mackenzie,  among  the  titles  of  popular 
songs  of  the  time,  names 

Couthume  the  rashes  grene,* 

of  which  no  one,  it  is  supposquj^  has  ever  known  what 
to  make.  For  this  discovery,  we  are  indebted  to  the 
old  book  among  the  Kings  MSS. 


.I.JJJJJg'i-iJjjjJMMS 


^ 


Colle  to  me    the    rysshys      grene,  Colle      to    me. 


rwi 
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^ 


^ 


Colle     to  me    the    rysshes     grene,   Colle    to    me. 

For  my  pastyme  upon  a  day, 
I  walkyde  alone  ryght  secretly  ; 
In  a  mom3mg  of  lusty  May 
Me  to  rejoyce  I  did  aplye. 


*  See  Lives  of  Scottish  writers,  iii.  44.     The  original,  how- 
ever, (a  most  rare  book)  reads 

"  Cou  thou  me  the  raschis  grene." 

e 
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Wher  I  saw  one  in  gret  dystresse, 
Complaynyng  him  thus  pytuously; 
Alas  !  he  sayde,  for  my  mastres 
I  well  perseyve  that  I  shall  dye. 

Wythout  that  thus  she  of  hur  grace 
To  pety  she  wyll  somewhat  revert, 
I  have  most  cause  to  say  alas, 
For  hyt  ys  she  that  hath  my  hart. 

Soo  to  contynew  whyle  my  lyff  endur, 
Though  I  fore  hur  sholde  suffre  dethe, 
She  hath  my  hart  wythowt  recure, 
And  ever  shall  duryng  my  brethe. 

The  burthen,  Colle  to  me^  &c.  is,  as  usual,  to  be  re- 
peated at  the  end  of  every  stanza.  But  the  editor 
should  neither  be  surprised  nor  sorry  to  learn  that 
this  is  not  the  original  song.     Colle  is  cull. 

The  reader  wiU  pardon  another  extract  from  the 
same  MS.  of  which  the  brevity  may  serve  to  com- 
pensate for  whatever  defects  it  may  have : 


^ 


!>>  c.-^  ^"^ 


■a-    i-i 


Westron  wynde,  when   wyll  thow  blow,*  the  smalle   rayne 


^ 


zs: 


3E 


-0- 


downe  can  ra)me. 


,0    =- 

Cryst  yf  my  love  were  in  my  armys 


*  This  reminds  one  of  a  stanza  in  an  ancient  and  pathetic 
Scotish  ballad : 

<*  Marti'mas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw. 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  from  the  tree? 
O  {(cntle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come  ? 
For  of  my  life  I  am  wearie." 
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^ 
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and  I  yn  my  bed  a-ga)me. 

Puttenham,  in  his  Arte  of  English  Poesie  (1589, 
p.  12)  mentions  "  one  Gray"  *  as  having  grown  unto 
good  estimation  with  king  Henry  VIII.  and  afterwards 
with  the  duke  of  Somerset,  protector,  "for  making 
certaine  merry  ballades,  whereof  one  chiefly  was,  The 
hunte  is  up^  the  hunie  is  up^^ — Is  this  it  ?  t 

**  The  hunt  is  up, 

The  hunt  is  up, 
And  now  it  is  almost  day  ; 

And  he  that's  in  bed  with  another  mans  wife, 
It*s  time  to  get  him  away."  % 

A  foolish  practice  (which  this  little  piece  has  brought 
to  mind)  was  introduced  by  the  puritan  reformers,  of 
moralising,  as  they  called  it,  popular  songs ;  that  is. 


♦  [William  Gray,  author  of  the  Fantasies  of  Idolatry^  &c.     See 

Ilazlitt's  Handbook^  p.  237.] 

t  [Clearly  not.] 

X  The  following  are  the  words  for  an  ancient  round  for  four 

voices : 

"  The  hunt  is  up,  the  hounds  ar  in  the  fyld, 
The  chase  is  up  and  newly  gone  ; 
Up  then  and  folow  at  hand  for  shame, 
£ls  thow  art  lyke  to  leese  the  game." 

"The  first  of  the  first  three  [who  appear  to  Kind-hart  in  his 
dreame]  was  an  od  old  fellow,  low  of  stature,  his  head  was 
covered  with  a  round  cap,  his  body  with  a  side  skirted  tawney 
coate,  his  1^^  and  feete  trust  uppe  in  leather  buskins,  his  gray 
haires  and  furrowed  face  witnessed  his  age,  his  treble  viol  in  his 
hande,  assured  me  of  his  profession.  On  which  (by  his  continuall 
sawing  having  left  but  one  string)  after  his  best  manner,  hee 
gave  me  a  hunCs  up :  whome  after  a  little  musing  i  assuredly  re- 
membred  to  be  no  other  but  old  Anthony  now  now, " 
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parodying  all  but  a  few  lines  at  the  beginning  of  the 
song,  to  favour  their  particular  superstition,  or  the 
innovation  they  wished  to  effect*  The  following, 
indeed,  is  Scotish,  but  as  the  measure  was  not  taken 
up  in  the  North  till  there  was  no  longer  occasion  for 
it  in  the  South,  and  particularly  as  The  Hunt  is  up 
was  an  English  song,  we  may  fairly  enough  lay  claim 
to  the  honour  of  the  Travestie : 

"  With  hunts  up,  with  hunts  up, 
It  is  now  perfite  day ; 
Jesus  our  king  is  gane  *  a '  hunting, 
Quha  likes  to  speed  they  may." 

There  are  several  other  stanzas,  but  none  which  ap- 
pears to  have  any  illusion  to  the  original  song.t 

Tlie  earliest  of  these  parodies  seems  to  be  one  at  the 
end  of  a  MS.  in  the  Kings  Library  [British  Museum] 
(17.  B.  XLIII.)  where  it  is  written  as  prose.  The 
beginning  is  given  for  the  sake  of  the  original  words, 
the  rest  is  fanatical  trash  : 

**  Com  home  agayne, 

Com  home  agajme, 
Mi  nowne  swet  hart,  com  home  agajme; 

Ye  are  gone  astray 

Out  of  your  way, 
There  [for,  swet  hart,]  com  home  agayne." 

In  the  before  mentioned  book  of  part-songs  printed 
in  1530,  are  some  of  this  sort  of  parodies,  which  is  thus 

*  Those  modem  puritans  the  methodists  have  adopted  a  simi- 
lar practice,  and  sing  their  hymns  to  jpopular  song- tunes,  which 
one  of  their  leaders  used  to  say,  had  been  too  long  devoted  to,  or 
were  too  good  for,  the  devil.  This  foolery  is  admirably  ridiculed 
by  Shakspeare,  where  he  speaks  of  the  puritan  who  "sings 
psalms  to  hornpipes. "     See  Winters  Tale, 

t  See  *'  Ane  compendious  booke  of  godly  and  spirituall  songs, 
&c.,  Edinburgh,  printed  by  Andro  Hart."  [1621],  8vo.  [Or 
rather,  perhaps,  Dr.  Laing's  reprint  of  the  edition  of  1578,  Edin- 
burgh, 1868,  8vo.] 
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proved  to  have  preceded  the  reformation  by  many 
years.  The  commencement  and  burthen  of  one  of 
them  is  as  follows  : 

**  Who  shall  have  my  fayr  lady? 
Who  but  I  ?  who  but  I  ? 
Who  shall  have  my  fajrr  lady  ? 
Who  hath  more  ryght  therto  ?  " 

Another  begins  thus : 

**  And  I  mank3nid  have  not  in  m3nid, 
My  love  that  mom)rth  for  me,  for  me, 
Who  is  my  love  but  god  above,"  <Sr»f . 

A  popular  species  of  harmony  arose  in  this  reign, 
of  which  the  following  colleqtion  will  afford  a  few 
examples  ;  it  was  called  J^ing"  Henrys  Mirth,  or  Free- 
inens  Songs,  that  monarch  being  a  great  admirer  of 
vocal  music,  and  even  having  the  reputation  of  a  com- 
poser. Freemens  Songs  is  a  corruption  of  Three  mens 
songs,  from  their  being  generally  for  three  voices. 
Thus  the  clown  in  Shakspeares  Winters  Tale: — "She 
hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  nose-gays  for  the 
shearers :  three-man-song-men  all,  and  very  good  ones." 
— And  Carew  expressly  calls  John  Dory  ^^  an  old 
Three  mans  song,^^  In  the  Turnament  of  Tottenham 
we  read  oi  melody  delycyous  of  syx  menys  sang,* 

In  the  parliament  holden  in  the  34th  and  35th 
years  of  this  reign,  an  act  passed  to  purge  and  cleanse 
the  kingdom  of  all  religious  plays,  interludes,  rhymes, 
BALLADS  and  SONGS,  which,  it  is  observed,  are  equally 
pestiferous  and  noysome  to  the  commonweal ;  that  is. 


*  [Hazlitt's  Popular  Poetry ^  liL  93.]  Are  we  from  this  ex- 
pression to  conclude  that  this  was  actually  a  song  in  six  parts,  or 
only  that  six  men  joined  in  singing  the  same  melody  ?  [Florio 
explains  "  Cantarini,"  such  as  sing  three  mens  songs,  common 
hogging  singers,    Ed.  1829.] 


i 
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we  may  presume,  they  are  too  apt  to  enlighten  the 
public  mind  and  afford  the  people  an  opportunity  of 
expressing  their  sentiments. 

The  religious  morality  of  Lusty  Juventus^  written 
and  printed  in  the  reign  of  Edward  VI.,  opens  with  a 
song,  which,  as  it  is  but  short,  may  be  given  entire : 

**  In  a  herber  grene  aslepe  where  as  I  lay. 
The  bjnrdes  sange  swete  in  the  middes  of  the  daye, 
I  dreamed  fast  of  myrth  and  play  : 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure. 

Methough[t]  I  walked  stil  to  and  fro, 
And  from  her  company  I  could  not  go  ; 
But  when  I  waked  it  was  not  so  : 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure. 

Therfore  my  hart  is  surely  pyght 
Of  her  alone  to  have  a  sight, 
Which  is  my  joy  and  hartes  delyght : 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure."* 

Towards  the  end  is  another,  but  of  less  merit,  in 
the  same  measure. 

In  a  MS.  of  Ben  net  college  library,  Cambridge, 
(No.  1 06)  are  two  ballads  upon  the  inclosure  of  com- 
mons, which  appears  to  have  caused  great  disturbances 
in  this  reign. 

In  the  last  edition  of  Lelands  Collectanea^  is  the 
Kings  coronation  Song,  and  another  the  ditty  whereof 
is 

**  Sing  up  heart,  sing  up  heart,  sing  no  more  down. 
But  joy  in  king  Edward  that  weareth  the  crown.** 

The  amorous  and  obscene  songs  used  in  the  court 
of  this  virgin  prince,  gave  such  scandal  to  Thomas 
Sternhold,  **  being,"  as  Wood  says,  "  a  most  zealous 


*  [Hazlitt's  Dodsley,  ii.  46] 
t  iv.  314.  319. 
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proteslant  and  a  very  strict  liver,  that  he  forsooth 
tum'd  into  English  metre  51  of  Davids  Psalms,  and 
caused  musicall  notes  to  be  set  to  them,  thinking 
thereby  that  the  courtiers  would  sing  them  instead  of 
their  sonnets,  but  [they]  did  not,  only  some  few  ex- 
cepted."* 

W.  Baldwin,  in  The  Canticles  or  Balades  of  Solomon 
phrasely  declared  in  English  metre^  printed  in  1549, 
wishes  to  God,  "  that  such  songes  might  once  drive 
out  of  office  the  baudy  balades  of  lecherous  love,  that 
commonly  are  indited  and  sung  of  idle  courtyers  in 
princes  and  noblemens  houses."  t 

Of  queen  Marys  time  there  is  one  ballad  extant, 
made  on  the  unfounded  report  of  her  being  with 
child.t 

Long  before  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth,  printed 
songs  and  ballads  had  become  common.  Laneham, 
describing  the  curious  literary  collection  of  Captain 
Cox,  the  mason  of  Coventry,  has  the  following  words  : 
"  What  I  rehear}  heer,  what  a  bunch  of  ballets  and 
songs,  ALL  ANCIENT. — As,  broom,  broom  on  hil — So 
wo  iz  me  begon,  troly  lo§ — Over  a  whinny  weg — 
Hey  ding  a  ding|| — Bony  lass  upon  a  green — My 

*  AiheruE  Oxonienses^  i.  76.  But  see  Puttenham,  ArU  of  Eng- 
lish Poesigf  p.  12,  where  he  says  that  "king  Henry  the  8,  for  a 
few  Psalmes  of  David  turned  into  English  meetre  by  Stemhold, 
made  him  groome  of  his  privy  chamber  [Robes],  &  gave  him 
many  other  good  gifts." 
f  See  Ames,  v.  i.  552.  636.  666. 

+  Ames's  Tjrpographical  Antiauities  by  Herbert,  vol.  iii. 
§  See  infray  "Brume  on  hil'   is  likewise  mentioned  in  the 
Complaynt  of  Scotland  [1548.] 
II  Has  not  this  been  the  baUad  of  Old  Simon  the  king? 

Says  old  Simon  the  king. 

Says  old  Simon  the  king, 

With  his  aledropt  hose. 

And  his  malmsey  nose, 

Sing  hey  ding  ding  a  ding  ding. 

A  song  with  this  title  and  chorus,  occurs  in  Bp.  Percys  folio 


t 
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• 

bony  on  gave  me  a  bek — By  a  bank  as  I  lay,*  and  a 
HUNDRED  MORE,  he  hath  fair  wrapt  up  in  parchment, 
and  bound  with  a  whipcord."!  The  word  ancient 
would  scarcely  be  applied  to  any  thing  of  a  later  date 
than  the  time  of  Henry  VIII.  Indeed  their  antiquity 
may  be  presumed  from  another  circwmstance,  not  one 
of  them  being  now  extant. 

From  "  a  very  mery  and  pythie  commedie,"  called 
"  The  longer  thou  livest  the  more  foole  thou  art,  a 
myrrdur  very  necessarie  for  youth,  and  specially  ifor 
such  as  are  like  to  come  to  dignitie  and  promotion, 
....  newly  compiled  by  W.  Wager,"  printed  at 
London,  in  4to.  bl.  1.  [about  1575],  we  glean  scraps  of 
a  great  many  songs,  most  or  perhaps  all  of  them  even 
at  that  time  old,  with  some  of  which  the  reader  can 


MS.  and  in  the  3d  volume  of  Durfeys  collection,  but  is  probably  of 
a  later  date  than  1575. 

*  This  last  song  is  preserved  in  the  old  MS.  already  men- 
tioned to  have  been  found  among  the  books  of  the  Kings  Library 
in  the  Museum.  It  is  a  love  song,  but  without  any  other  merit 
than  antiquity.  See  also  Deuteromdia,  1609,  19.  At  the  end 
of  the  only  copy  known  to  exist  of  the  book  of  songs  with  musi- 
cal notes  by  Comyshe,  Fairfax,  and  others,  print^  in  1530,8 
song  is  inserted  in  MS.  beginning  with  the  same  words,  but 
containing  a  laboured  panegyric  upon  king  Henry  the  8th. 

t  Letter  from  Killingwoorthy  Lond.  157S,  l2mo.  b.  1.  These 
printed  ballads  soon  begun  to  be  hawked  up  and  down  the 
country  in  baskets.  In  the  pleasaunt  and  stately  Morall  of  the 
three  Lordes  and  three  Ladies  of  London,  159O1  4to.  b.L  [Haz- 
litt's  Dodsley,  vi.  393],  Simplicities  "  in  bare  blacke,  like  a  poore 
citizen,"  on  being  asked  what  daintie  fine  ballad  he  has  now  to 
be  sold,  says,  "  Marie,  child,  I  have  Chipping  Norton — A  Mile 
from  Chappel  o*  the  Heath — A  lamentable  baUad  of  burning  the 
popes  dog — The  sweet  ballade  of  the  Lincolnshire  bagpipes — 
and  Peggy  and  Willy — But  now  he  is  dead  and  gone — Mine 
own  sweet  Willy  is  laid  in  his  grave,  la,  la,  la,  Ian  ti  dan  dan  da 
dan,  Ian  ti  dan,  dan  tan  deny  do."  And  that  it  was  the 
"vocation"  of  such  a  fellow  to  **bear  his  part"  in  a  song, 
appears  from  the  character  of  Autolycus,  in  the  WintersTaU, 
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LTcely  choose  but  be  entertained,  which  may  serve 
an  apology  for  the  length  of  the  quotation. 
'*1F  Here  entereth  Moros,  counterfaiting  a  vaine 
jture  and  a  fooHsh  countenance,  synging  the  foote 
many  songes,  as  fooles  were  wont." 

ros,         Brome,  brome  on  hill, 

The  gentle  brome  on  hill  hill : 

Brome,  brome  on  Hiue  hill, 

The  gentle  brome  on  Hiue  hill, 

The  brome  standes  on  Hiue  hill  a. 

IT  Robin,  lende  to  me  thy  bowe,  thy  bowe, 

Robin  the  bow,  Robin,  lende  to  me  thy  bow  a.  * 

IT  There  was  a  mayde  come  out  of  Kent, 

Deintie  love,  deintie  love  ; 

There  was  a  mayde  cam  out  of  Kent, 

Daungerous  be: 

There  was  a  mayde  cam  out  of  Kent, 

Fayre,  propre,  small  and  gent. 

As  ever  upon  the  grounde  went, 

For  so  should  it  be. 

IT  By  a  banke  as  I  lay,  I  lay, 

Musinge  on  things  past,  hey  how. 

IT  Tom  a  Lin  and  his  wife,  and  his  wives  mother 

They  went  over  a  bridge  all  three  together. 

The  bridge  was  broken  and  they  fell  in. 

The  devil  go  with  all,  quoth  Tom  a  Lin.  f 

IT  Martin  Swart  and  his  man,  sodledum  sodledum, 

Martin  Swart  and  his  man,  sodledum  bell.  X 


*  See  infra, 

\  Of  this  song  the  editor  has  fortunately  met  with  a  modem 

nted  copy,  but  much  altered,  it  should  seem,  from  the  original, 

rinning, 

"  Tommy  Limi  is  a  Scotchman  born." 

the  Complaynt  of  Scotland^  "  Thom  of  Lin  "  is  given  as  the 
ne  of  a  dance. 

\.  Skelton,  laureat,  (who  died  in  1529)  has  an  evident  allusion 
the  same  song : 

**  Wyth,  Hey  troly,  loly,  lo,  whip  here,  Jak. 
Alumbek  sodyldym  syllorym  Sent 
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?  Com  over  the  boome  Besse, 

My  little  pretie  Besse, 

Com  over  the  boome  Besse  to  me.* 

%  The  white  dove  sat  on  the  castell  wall 

I  bend  my  bow,  and  shoote  her  I  shall ; 

I  pat  her  in  my  glove  both  fethers  and  alL 

I  layde  my  bridle  upon  the  shdfe. 

If  yon  will  any  more  sing  it  yoorselfe. 

Maros  having  been  interrupted  by  Discipline^  goes 
on  thus : 

I  have  twentie  mo  songs  yet, 

A  fond  woman  to  my  mother. 

As  I  war  wont  in  her  lappe  to  sit. 

She  taught  me  these  and  many  other; 

I  can  sing  a  song  of  robin  redbrest. 

And  my  litle  pretie  nightingale. 

There  dwelleth  a  jolly  foster  here  by  west. 

Also  I  com  to  drink  som  of  your  Christmas  ale. 

Whan  I  walke  by  my  selfe  alone. 

It  doth  me  good  my  songs  to  render; 

Such  pretie  thinges  would  soone  be  gon. 

If  I  should  not  some  time  them  remembre. 

Moros,         Before  you  go  let  us  have  a  song, 

I  can  retch  up  to  sing,  sol  fa  and  past. 

IdUtiesse.     Thou  hast  songes  good  stoare,  sing  one. 
And  we  three  the  foote  will  beare. 

Moras.        Let  me  study,  it  will  come  anone. 
Pepe,  la,  la,  la,  it  is  to  hye  there. 


Curyowsly  he  can  both  counter  and  knak 
Of  Martyn  Swart  and  ail  hys  mery  tmen. " 

Against  a  comely  Coystrowne,  &c. 
[Works,  ediL  Dyce,  L  xs-J 

Martin  Swart  was  concerned  in  the  insurrection  made  by  the 
lord  Lovel  and  others  against  Henry  VII.,  anno  i486,  and  was 
slain  at  the  battle  of  Stoke  ;  having  been  sent  over  with  some 
troops,  by  Margaret  duchess  of  Burgundy,  sister  to  K.  Edward 
IV. 

*  Shakspeare  has  put  these  three  identical  lines  into  the  mouth 
of  Edgar,  in  K.  Lear.  A  moralisation  of  the  song  is  (with  the 
)  in  the  editors  folio  MS. 
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So,  ho,  ho,  and  that  is  to  lowe, 

Soil,  soil,  fa,  fa,  and  that  is  to  flatte, 

Re,  re,  re,  by  and  by  you  shall  knowe, 

My,  my,  my,  howe  say  you  to  that  ? 
es.        Care  not  for  the  *  key,'  but  what  is  thy  song  ? 
V.         H  I  have  a  prety  t)rtmouse, 
iii.        Come  picking  on  my  to, 
%nu.     Gossuppe  with  you  I  purpose, 

To  drinke  before  I  go. 
OS.         Tf  Litle  pretty  nightingale, 
liii.        Among  the  braunches  greene,* 
ame.     Geve  us  of  your  christmasse  ale. 

In  the  honour  of  saint  Steven. 
OS.         IT  Rob)ai  readbrest  with  his  noates, 

Singing  alofte  in  the  quere, 
iii.        Wameth  to  get  you  frese  coates, 
ame.     For  winter  then  draweth  nere. 
OS.         IT  My  brigle  lieth  on  the  shelfe, 

Yf  you  will  have  any  more, 

Vouchsafe  to  sing  it  yourselfe, 

For  here  you  have  aU  my  stoare. 
ith.        A  song  much  like  th'  author  of  the  same. 

It  hangeth  together  like  fethers  in  the  winde. 
05,         This  song  learned  I  of  my  dame. 

When  she  taught  me  mustard  sede  to  grinde. 

ath  seems  to  consider  these  scraps  as  Moros's  own 
jntion ;  and  Idlenesse  having  before  told  the  com- 
y  that  he  (Moros)  could  "  sing  songes  and  make 
les,"  one  might  have  considered  him  as  an  im- 
visatore^  or  natural  extempore  poet,  if  he  had  not 
iself  told  us  how  he  came  by  them. 
ignorance,  in  a  dialogue  between  Impietie  and 
teltie^  is  required  to   "sing   some    mery  song," 

This  song,  with  music,  is  in  the  old  book  already  mentioned 

•ng  the  Kmgs  MSS.    The  first  stanza  is  as  follows  : 

"  The  lytyll  prety  nyghtyng^Ie, 
Amonf;  tne  levys  grene, 
I  wolde  I  were  with  hur  all  nyght. 
But  yet  ye  wot  not  whome  I  mene. " 

he  last  line  is  the  concluding  one  of  each  stanza. 
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which  unfortunately  is  not  inserted,  owing  to  an  or- 
dinary practice  of  our  early  dramatists,  to  leave  the 
choice  of  the  song  to  the  performer.*  Upon  the 
whole,  this  is  certainly  a  most  curious  piece,  and  it  is 
much  to  be  desired,  that  a  collection  of  these  ancient 
moralities  were  given  to  the  public ;  as  they  not  only 
furnish  numberless  particulars  of  the  domestic  life  and 
manners  of  our  ancestors,  but  are  besides  infinitely 
more  entertaining  than  any  dramatic  production 
before  the  time  of  Shakspeare. 

"  The  over  busie  and  too  sj>eedy  returne  of  one 
maner  of  tune,"  says  Puttenham,  doth  "  too  much 
annoy  &  as  it  were  glut  the  eare,  unlesse  it  be  in  small 
and  popular  musickes,  song  by  these  Cantabanqui, 
upon  benches  and  barrels  heads,  where  they  have 
none  other  audience  then  boys  or  countrey  fellowes 
that  passe  by  them  in  the  street,  or  else  by  blind 
harpers,  or  such  like  taverne  minstrels^  that  give  a  fit 
of  mirth  for  a  groat,t  &c.  also  they  be  used  in  carols 
and  rounds,  and  such  like  light  or  lascivious  poems, 
which  are  commonly  more  commodiously  uttered  by 


*  See  Dodsleys  Old  Pla3rs  [edit.  Hazlitt,  iii.  70,  72,]  Shak- 
speares  Works  by  Johnson  and  Steevens  {Loves  Labour  Lost,  Act 
3.  sc.  I . )  In  Peeles  "  Famous  chronicle  of  king  Edward  /."  1 593. 
is  this  curious  stage  direction  :  **  Enter  the  Harper,  and  sing  to 
the  tune  of  Who  list  to  lead  a  souldiers  lifer  [Lady  Eleanor 
Audley,  in  her  poetical  piece,  called,  Amend,  Amend,  God's  King- 
dom is  at  hand  J  printed  in  April,  1643,  directs  the  stanzas  to  be 
sung  to  the  tune  of  "Who  list  a  souldiers  life  to  lead."] 

+  That  this  was  the  common  price  long  after  Puttenhams  time 
appears  from  Jonsons  "  masque  of  the  metatnorphosed  gipsies,** 
1 62 1,  where,  on  the  introduction  of  Cheeks  the  piper,  or  Tom 
Ticklefoot  the  laborer  (it  is  not  clear  which)  one  of  the  company 
says  : — **  I  cannot  hold  now,  there's  my  groat,  let's  have  a  fit 
for  mirth-sake.*'  These  groats  gave  rise  to  the  expression  of 
**fidlers  money,"  though  as  that  coin  is  no  longer  current,  we 
now  apply  it  to  sixpences. 

It  is   therefore,  evident,  whatever  might  be  the  value  of  a 
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these  buffons  or  vices  in  playes,  than  by  any  other 
person."* 

Webbe  also  censures  the  vulgar  songs  of  his  time, 
which  he  calls  "  a  few  balde  ditties  made  over  the 
beere  potts  which  are  nothing  lesse  then  poetry.^t 

The  song  in  Gammer  Gurtons  Needle^  first  printed 
in  1575,  which  begins, 

**  I  cannot  eate  but  lytle  meate," 

has  been  often  mentioned  as  the  first  drinking  song 
of  any  merit  in  the  language,  and  as  such  has  been 
frequently  printed.  It  is  certainly  a  singular  perform- 
ance, and  deserves  to  be  well-known.  J 

The  "  Interlude  of  Tom  Tyler  and  his  wife"  [which, 
in  the  edition  of  1661,  is  said  to  have  been  printed 
about  one  hundred  years  ago,  but  of  which  no  other 
edition  is  now  known],  contains  also  a  few  humorous 
songs. 

In  an  old  pamphlet  by  Henry  Chettle  (before 
quoted)  intitled,  ^^  Kind-Harts  Dreame,"  &c.  printed 
in  1592-3,  is  contained  an  ironical  admonition  to  the 
ballad-singers  of  London,  from  Anthony  Now  Now,§ 
or  Anthony  Munday,  a  great  ballad-writer,  wherein  he 
says,  *'  When  I  was  liked,  there  was  no  thought  of 
that  idle  upstart  generation  of  ballad-singers,  neither 


groat  at  either  period,  that  the  reward  was  neither  regarded  as 
considerable,  nor  peculiar  to  "  the  old  harpers ; "  but,  on  the 
contrary,  that  it  was  the  ordinary  and  established  fee  of  e very- 
musical  performer.  One  may  readily  believe  and  it  may  be 
very  easily  accounted  for,  that  all  sorts  of  contributors  to 
popular  entertainment  were  much  better  paid  formerly  than  they 
are  at  present. 

*  Arte  of  English  Poesie,  p.  69. 

f  Discourse  ^ En^ish  Poetrie^  1586,  4to.  b.  1.  sig.  c.  iii. 

X  See  it  in  the  ^*  Select  collection  of  English  Songs"  already 
cited.  §  See  infra. 
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was  there  a  printer  so  lewd  that  would  set  his  finger 
to  a  lascivious  line."  But  now,  he  adds,  **  ballads  are 
abusively  chanted  in  every  street ;  and  from  London 
this  evil  has  overspread  Essex  and  the  adjoining 
counties.  There  is  many  a  tradesman,  of  a  worship- 
full  trade,  yet  no  stationer,  who  after  a  little  bringing 
uppe  apprentices  to  singing  brokerie,  takes  into  his 
shoppe  some  fresh  men,  and  trustes  his  olde  servantes 
of  a  two  months  standing  with  a  dossen  groatesworth 
of  ballads.  In  which,  if  they  prove  thriftie,  he  makes 
them  prety  chapmen,  able  to  spred  more  pamphlets 
by  the  state  forbidden,  than  21II  the  booksellers  in 
London,  &c."  The  names  of  many  ballads  are  here 
given,  as  "  IVatkins  Ale,  The  Carmans  Whistle, 
Chopping-knives,  and  Frier  Fox-taile*  And  out-roar- 
ing Dick  and  Wat  Wimbars,  two  celebrated  trebles, 


*  **  I  should  hardly  be  perswaded,  that  anie  professor  of  so  ex- 
cellent a  science  [as  printing]  would  bee  so  impudent,  to  print 
such  odious  and  lascivious  ribauldrie,  as  IVatkins  Ale,  The  Car- 
mans  Whistle,  and  sundrie  such  other."  Letter  (with  the  signa- 
ture T.N.  [for  Thomas  Nashe,  but  written  in  reality  by  Chettle, 
as  he  confesses  in  the  above  pamphlet]  to  his  good  friend  A 
[nthony]  M  [unday])  prefixed  to  the  latters  translation  of  "Gerileon 
of  England.  The  second  part,  &c."  1592,  4to.  b.  1.  The  object 
of  this  abusive  letter  has  possibly  been  Thomas  Delony.  The 
tune  of  IVatkins  Ale,  was  in  one  of  dr.  Pepuschs  MSS  ;  [and 
the  ballad  with  that  title  is  in  Mr..  Huth's  Ancient  Ballads  and 
Broadsides,  1867,  p.  370.]  See  Wards  Lives  of  the  professors  oj 
Gresham  College  (the  Museum  copy)  p.  199.  The  Carmen  of 
this  age  should  seem  to  have  been  singularly  famous  for  their 
musical  talents.  Justice  Shallow,  according  to  Falstaf&  satyrical 
description,  **came  ever  in  the  rear- ward  of  the  fashion;  and 
sung  those  tunes  to  the  over-scutcht  huswives,  that  he  heard  the 
carmen  whistle,  and  sware  they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good- 
nights  T  2  Hen.  IV.  Act  III.  Scene  II.  See  also  Jonsons 
Bartholomew  fair,  act  I.  scene  4.  Skelton  says  of  a  professor 
in  his  time  : 

"  He  whystelyth  so  swetely,  he  maketh  me  to  swet " 
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are  said  to  have  got  twenty  shillings  a  day,  by  singing 
at  Braintree  fair  in  Essex.* 

Bishop  Hall  thus  censures  the  number  of  ballads 
published  in  his  time  : 

"  Some  drunken  rh3aner  thinks  his  time  well  spent. 
If  he  can  live  to  see  his  name  in  print; 
Who,  when  he  is  once  fleshed  to  the  presse, 
And  sees  his  handsell  have  such  faire  successe, 
Sung  to  the  wheele  and  sung  unto  the  payle, 
He  sends  forth  thraves  of  ballads  to  the  sale."t 

By  being  sung  to  the  whede  and  payie,  the  author 
means  sung  by  maids  spinning  and  [milking  or]  fetch- 
ing water.     Lord  Surrey,  in  one  of  his  poems,  says, 

**  My  mothers  matdsy  when  they  do  sit  and  jr//«, 
They  sing  a  song  made  of  a  fieldish  mouse ; " 

Alluding  perhaps  to  the  fable  of  the  City  Mouse  and 
Country  Mouse,  Thus  also  Shakspeare  in  his  Twelfth 
Night: 

**  The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun 
Do  use  to  chant  it." 

This  admirable  writer  composed  the  most  beautiful 
and  excellent  songs,  which  no  one  (so  far  as  we  know) 

*  Wartons  History  of  English  Poetry j  [iv.  428,  ed.  187 1.] 
t  Satires  (IV,)  1597.  He  very  probably  alludes  to  the  peer- 
less Elderton,  who  was  no  less  famous  for  his  drunkenness  than 
his  poetry.  "  William  Elderton,  who  did  arm  himself  with  ale  (as 
old  father  Ennins  did  with  wine)  when  he  ballated,  had  this  in 
that  respect  made  to  his  memory  : 

"  Hie  situs  est  sitiens  atque  ebrius  Eldertonus, 
Quid  dico,  hie  situs  est  ?  hie  potius  sitis  est." 

Camdens  Remaines,  Epitaphes,  p.  56. 

Of  this  epitaph,  dr.  Percy  has  given  the  following  version  by 

Oldys: 

"  Dead  drunk  here  Elderton  doth  lie  ; 
Dead  as  he  is,  he  still  is  dr^  : 
So  of  him  it  may  well  be  said, 
Here  he,  but  not  his  thirst  is  laid." 
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can  be  said  to  have  done  before  him ;  *  nor  has  any 
one  excelled  him  since.  Many  of  them  have  been 
already  inserted  in  a  more  refined  collection  than  the 
following,  t  in  which  however  some  Of  his  lighter 
pieces  will  be  found  in  their  due  place.  In  the  plays 
of  this  favourite  of  the  muses,  we  find  a  number  of 
fragments  of  old  songs  and  ballads,  which  will  afford 
us  infinite  amusement  in  our  pursuit. 

In  the  comedy  of  Twelfth  Nighty  Act  ii.  Scene  3, 
Sir  Toby,  on  the  Clowns  entering,  say^,  "  Now  let's 
have  a  catch."  "  By  my  troth,"  exclaims  Sir  Andrew, 
"  The  fool  hath  an  excellent  breast.  I  had  rather  than 
forty  shillings  I  had  such  a  leg ;  and  so  sweet  a  breath 
to  sing  as  the  fool  has.  .  .  .  Now  a  song."  Sir  Toby, 
"Let's  have  a  song."  "Would  you  have  a  love- 
song,"  says  the  Clown,  "  or  a  song  of  good-life,"  (/.  e. 
a  jolly  bacchanalian  song)  ?  "  O,"  says  Sir  Toby,  "  A 
love-song,  a  love-song."  "  Ay,  ay,"  adds  Sir  Andrew 
(misconceiving  the  term),  "I  care  not  for  good-life." 
Upon  this  the  Clown  sings  a  song  beginning 

"  O  mistress  mine,  where  are  you  roaming," 

Which,  though  it  does  not  at  present  appear  to  have 
any  great  merit,  is  pronounced  by  Sir  Andrew,  to  be 
"  excellent  good  i'faith."  They  presently  "  make  the 
welkin  dance,''  and  "  rouze  the  night-owl,"  with  the 
catch  of  Hold  thy  peace  thou  knave,  which  is  still  pre- 
served. Sir  Toby  being  "  in  admirable  fooling,"  sings, 
"  Three  merry  men  we  ^<?," — "  There  dwelt  a  man  in 
Babylon''  and  "  0  the  twelfth  day  of  December:''  of 
which  the  two  first  are  extant,  but  the  last  is  unfor- 
tunately lost.     Another,  beginning 

*  Or  at  least  but  one,  Marlows  ^^  Passionate  Shepherd  to  his 
^-<yvey'  is  the  only  instance  that  can  be  excepted. 

t  See  the  Collection  of  songs  referred  to  in  the  preceding 
note. 
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Farewell  dear  heart,  since  I  must  needs  be  gone," 

Of  which  they  sing  a  few  lines,  is  likewise  preserved. 
Shakspeare  takes  every  opportunity  of  discovering  his 
attachment  to  these  old  and  popular  reliques.  In  the 
same  play  Orsino  says, 

*'  Now,  good  Cesario,  but  that  piece  of  song, 
That  old  and  antique  song  we  heard  last  night, 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  passion  much. 
More  than  light  airs  and  recollected  terms 
Of  these  most  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times. " 

The  Clown  being  accordingly  brought  in  to  sing  it, 
the  duke  proceeds : 

**  O  fellow,  come,  the  song  we  had  last  aight : — 
Mark  it,  Cesario,  it  is  old  and  plain : 
The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones, 
Do  use  to  chant  it ;  it  is  silly,  sooth, 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love. 
Like  the  old  age." 

The  words,  indeed,  are  scarcely  answerable  to  the 
eulogium ;  but  united  to  the  air,  might  have  had  all 
the  effect  upon  the  audience  the  author  proposed. 

In  the  course  of  this  play,  we  have  aftother  scrap 
from  the  Clown : 

**  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin, 

Tell  me  how  thy  lady  does. 
My  lady  is  unkind,  perdie, 

Alas,  why  is  she  so  ? 
She  loves  another. '** 

He  also  concludes  the  piece  with  an  epilogue  song,  of 
which  the  first  stanza  is, 

"  When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy, 
With  hey  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain ; 
A  foolish  thing  was  but  a  toy. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day." 

*  This  song  has  been  recovered  by  dr.  Percy,  and  is  inserted 
in  the  4th  edition  of  the  Reliques, 
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It  is  remarkable  that  Shakspeare  puts  these  slireds 
chiefly  into  the  mouths  of  his  fools  and  lunatics. 
Edgar,  in  King  Lear,  personating  the  character  of  a 
Bedlamite,  sings, 

**  Sleepest  or  wakest  thou  jolly  shepherd? 
Thy  sheep  be  in  the  com, 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth, 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm." 
Again  : 

**  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came." 

This,  if  a  song,  was  probably  some  translation  from 
the  French  or  Spanish.  Rowland  is  the  Orlando  of 
the  Italian  romancers,  who  had  him  from  France,  and 
gave  him  to  Spain.  As  to  the  words  which  follow, 
they  have  not  the  least  connexion  with  Child  Rowland^ 
but  belong  indeed  to  the  story  of  Jcuk  the  Giant 
Killer  : 

**  His  word  was  still  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British-man." 

Some  of  the  little  effusions,  uttered  by  Ophelia,  in 
Hamlet,  are  very  pathetic.     For  instance : 

**  He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady. 
He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf. 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 

White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow. 

Larded  with  sweet  flowers ; 
Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go, 

With  true  love  showers." 

A  number  of  these  fragments  having  been  ingeniously 
worked  up  by  dr.  Percy  into  a  little  tale,  in  humble 
imitation  of  so  respectable  an  example,  something  of 
the  same  nature  is  attempted  in  the  following  col- 
lection. 
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Master  Silence,  in  his  cups,  has  a  stanza  for  every 
occasion  :  we  shall  do  no'thing,  says  he,  but 

**  Eat  and  drink,  and  make  good  chear, 
And  thank  god  for  the  merry  year, 
When  flesh  is  cheap,  and  females  dear, 
And  lusty  lads  roam  here  and  there 
So  merrily,  and  ever  among  so  merrily." 


Again 


Again ; 


**  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  has  all ; 
For  women  are  shrews,  both  short  and  tall : 
'Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all ; 

And  welcome  merry  Shrove-tide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry." 

**  A  cup  of  wine,  that's  brisk  and  fine, 
And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine ; 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long  *a." 


In  the  comedy  of  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  Bene- 
dick attempts  to  sing  the  following  lines  ; 

**  The  god  of  love 

That  sits  above. 
That  knows  me,  and  knows  me, 

How  pitiful  I  deserve." 

This  is  the  beginning  of  an  old  popular  song  by 
Will  Elderton ;  a  puritanical  parody  of  which  is  now 
extant. 

In  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  by  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  Old  Merry  Thought  sings  a  variety  of 
shreds,  which  have  all  the  appearance  of  being  frag- 
ments of  old  songs : 

**  She  cares  not  for  her  daddy,  nor 
She  cares  not  for  her  mammy,  for 

She  is,  she  is,  she  is, 
My  lord  of  Lowgraves  lassy." 

**  Give  him  flowers  enow.  Palmer ;  give  him  flowers  enow  ; 
Give  him  red  and  white,  and  blue,  green  and  yellow." 
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**  Go  from  my  window,  love,  go; 
Go  from  my  window,  my  dear ; 

The  wind  and  the  rain 

"Will  drive  you  back  figain. 
You  cannot  be  lodged  here. 

Begone,  begone,  my  juggy,  my  pug^. 
Begone,  my  love,  my  dear : 

The  weather  is  warm, 

'T  will  do  thee  no  harm ; 
Thou  canst  not  be  lodged  here."* 

And  in  the  tragedy  of  Bonduca^  Junius  sings  : 

"  She  set  the  sword  unto  her  breast. 
Great  pity  it  was  to  see, 
That  three  drops  of  her  life- warm  blood, 
Run  trickling  down  her  knee." 

Again  : 

**  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times  told, 
Of  a  young  lady  was  tum'd  into  mould, 
Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  death  it  was  bold." 

These  fragments  are  the  rather  noticed,  as  they  may 
chance  to  prove  the  means  of  recovering  the  entire 
ballad. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  long  reign  of  queen  Eliza- 
beth, Richard  Johnson,  author  of  the  History  of  the 
Seven  Champions  of  Christendom,  and  Thomas 
Deloney,  the  historian  of  the  Gentle  Craft,  &c.  wrote 
ballads  for  the  press,  to  be  sung  about  the  streets  of 
London,  and  up  and  down  the  country,  in  which  they 
seem  to  have  excelled  both  their  predecessors  and 
contemporaries.      For  though  Elderton  was   known 

*  The  whole  song  of  which  these  two  stanzas  are  a  fragment 
is,'with  some  little  variation,  and  the  original  music,  preserved 
in  the  4th  volume  of  D'Urfeys  '^  Pills  to  purge  melancholy^* 
1 7 19.  It  is  also  printed  at  the  end  of  Heywoods  Rape  of  Lu- 
crece^  1608. 
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and  celebrated  for  the  prince  of  ballad-mongers, 
and  seems  to  have  i^ade  the  composition  of  such 
things  his  sole  profession,*  yet  are  those  of  his, 
which  have  come  down  to  us,  by  no  means  to  be 
compared  to  such  as,  upon  the  authority  of  the 
different  garlands  published  under  their  respective 
names,  we  may  reasonably  attribute  to  Johnson  and 
Deloney.t 

Of  the  merits  of  Antjuony  Munday  as  a  ballad 
writer,  we  have  no  opportunity  to  judge  ;  not  a  single 
specimen  of  his  abilities  ii^that  line  being  now  to  be 
discovered.  [But  severalof  the  lighter  and  shorter 
pieces  from  his  pen  are  preserved  in  the  Mirror  of  Muta- 
bility,  1579,  and  the  Banquet  of  Dainty  Conceits,  1588.] 

*  **  I  scom'd  your  ballad  then,  though  it  were  done 

And  had  iox finis,  William  Elderton."  Drayton. 

t  [Consult  Hazlitt's  Handbook,  pp.  1 5  2-4,  302-5,  and  Col- 
lections and  Notes,  1876,  p  124,  238-9.]  See  "The  Crown  Gar- 
land of  Golden  Roses,"  by  Richard  Johnson,  1612,  [1631,  1659, 
1 662, 1680, 1683.]  *•  The  Garland  of  Delight,"  containing  Chroni- 
cles, Histories,  &c.  written  by  Thomas  Delone,  the  thirtieth 
edition,  1681,  i2mo.  b.  1.— "The  Royal  Garland,"  by  T.  D. 
1681  ;  and  in  **The  Garland  of  Good  Will,"  by  T.  D.  1688.  all 
in  the  Pepysian  library.  From  these  it  should  appear,  that  De- 
lony  was  the  author  of  Fair  Rosamond,  one  of  the  best  of  the 
old  English  ballads.  The  "  Garland  of  Good  Will "  appears  to 
have  been  originally  published  before  1 596.  [There  is  a  sort  of 
chapman's  edition  of  it,  printed  by  G  Conyers  about  1 700.]  In 
the  same  [Pepys]  collection  is  **  The  Garland  of  Delight,  &c.  by 
'ITiomas  Delone, "and  "The  Royal  Garland  of  Love  and  Delight, 
by  T.  D."  A  still  scarcer  work  is,  *  *  Strange  histories,  or  songs  and 
sonnets,  of  kings,  princes,  dukes,  lords,  ladyes,  knyghts,  and  gentle- 
men: &c.  By  Thomas  Delone,  [1602,  1607,"]  in  which  Dr.  Percy 
found"  the  ballad  of  Fair  Rosamond,'''  though  he  is  probably  mis- 
taken in  concluding  it  to  have  been  first  published  therein ;  as  it  is 
believed  that  this  industrious  artist  produced  his  compositions  over 
and  over  under  different  titles.  There  is  a  later  edition  in  the 
above  library.  There  is  no  collection  of  Eldertons  songs,  of 
which  sever^  are  known  to  be  preserved.  [See  Hazlitt's  Hand- 
book, pp.  177-9,  and  hjs  Collections  and  Notes,  1876,  p.  140.] 
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V.  The  number  of  ancient  printed  songs  'and 
ballads  which  have  perished  must  be  considerable. 
Very  few  exist  of  an  earlier  date  than  the  reign  of 
James,  or  even  of  Charles  the  first.*  Being  printed 
only  on  single  sheets,  which  would  fall  chiefly  into 
the  hands  of  the  vulgar,  who  had  no  better  Ifeethod 
of  preserving  their  favourite  compositions,  than  by 
pasting  them  upon  the  wall,t  their  destruction  is 
easily  accounted  for.  TJ^e  practice  of  collecting 
them  into  books,  did  not  take  place  till  after  queen 
Elizabeths  time,  and  is  probably  owing  to  Johnson 
and  Deloney,  who,  when  they  were  advancer  in 
years,  and  incapable  perhaps  of  producing  any  thing 
of  merit,  seem  to  have  contented  themselves  with 
collecting  their  more  juvenile  or  happier  composi- 
tions into  little  penny  books,  entitled  Garlands : 
of  these,  being  popular  and  others  reprinted,  many 
are  still  extant,  particularly  in  the  Pepysian  library.} 


*  The  oldest  printed  ballad  known  to  be  extant,  is  that  on  the 
downfal  of  Thomas  Lord  Cromwell,  in  1540,  reprinted  by  Dr. 
Percy.  [It  led  to  a  series  of  scurrilous  effusions,  all  of  which  are 
inserted  in  Mr.  Huth's  Fugitive  Tracts^  1875.] 

t  This  measure,  which  may  in  some  parts  be  still  observed,  is 
alluded  to  by  Cotton : 

We  in  the  country  do  not  scorn 

Our  walls  with  ballads  to  adorn, 

Of  Patient  Grissel  and  the  Lord  of  Lorn. 


The  ballads  pasted  on  the  wall, 

Of  Joan  of  France,  and  English  Mall.* 


And  by  Swift : 

+  See  Percy,  i.  Ixxvii.  and  the  preceding  page. 

*  These  ladies  are  only  mentioned  as  probable  subjects  ;  there  is  no  song 
about  either.     Indeed,  the  line  itself  is  from  Hudibras. 

A  bold  virago,  stout  and  tall 

As  Joan  of  France^  or  English  Mall. 

English  Mally  by  the  way,  is  neither  Mary  Carlton,  the  German  princess, 
as  Dr.  Grey  observes,  nor  Moll  Cut^rse^  as  the  writer  of  this  note  formerly 
supposed.  He  readily  coincides  with  Dr.  Percy  tliat  Mary  Ambre  is  the 
lady  meant. 
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Those  pieces  which  we  now  call  old  ballads,  such 
as  Fair  Rosamond,  The  Children  in  the  Woody  and  the 
Ladys  Fall,  which  an  ingenious 'Writer  seems  to  con- 
sider "  as  the  native  species  of  poeftry  of  this  coun- 
try/' *  are  comparatively  modem,  that  is  of  the  latter 
jend  of  thfe  i6th  century,  not  one  of  them  being  found 
in  print,  or  noticed  in  any  book  before  that  period.t 
Queen  Dfdo,  to  be  sure,  from  its  popularity  at  that 
time,  would  seem  to  be  somewhat  older,  and  is  pro- 
bably one«of  the  oldest,  as  u  is  certainly  one  of  the 
best  we  have.  "  O  you  ale-knights,"  exclaims  an  old 
HTiter,'"you  that  devourq  tfie  marrow  of  the  mault, 
and  drinke  whole  aletubs  into  consumptions ;  that  sing 
QUEENE  Dido  over  a  cupp,  and  tell  strange  news  over 
an  alepot,  &c."J 

If  indeed,  by  "  native  species  of  poetry,'*  is  meant 

*  Aikin,  Essays  on  Song  Writing,  p.  27.  "Many  of  the  an- 
cient ballads,"  he  says,  **  have  been  transmitted  to  the  present 
times,  and  in  them  the  character  of  the  nation  displays  itself  in 
striking  colours.  The  boastful  history  of  her  victories,  the 
prowess  of  her  favourite  kings  and  captains,  and  the  wonderful 
adventures  of  the  legendary  saint  and  knight-errant,  are  the 
topics  of  the  rough  rhyme  and  unadorned  narration,  which  was 
ever  the  delight  of  the  vulgar,  and  is  now  an  object  of  curiosity 
to  the  antiquarian  and  man  of  taste."  The  illustration  of  this 
passage  by  apposite  examples,  would  have  been  a  favour  to 
readers  less  happy  in  their  researches  after  these  rough  rhymes 
and  unadorned  narrations  than  the  author. 

f  The  earliest  notice  of  any  of  these  old  ballads,  is  that  which 
Shakspeare  has  put  into  the  mouth  of  Falstaff,  in  the  second 
part  of  K.  Hen-  IV.  Act  ii.  Scene  4. 

*'  When  Arthur  first  in  court  began." 

Which  was  at  that  time  in  aU  probability  a  new  and  popular  bal- 
lad ;  and  likely  enough  by  Richard  Johnson,  who  had  a  great 
turn  for  subjects  of  chivalry  and  romance.  The  children  in  the 
wood  appears  to  have  been  written  in  1595.  See  Ames's  Typo- 
graphical  antiquities  by  Herbert. 

X  [Penniless  Parliament  of  Threadbare  Poets,  1 608,  Percy  Soc. 
repr.  44.] 
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a  species  peculiar  in  this  country,  it  is  very  certain 
that  we  have  as  little  pretension  to  originality  in  this 
respect  as  in  any  other ;  which  a  very  slight  acquaint- 
ance with  the  ballad  poetry  of  other  countries  will 
be  sufficient  to  prove.  Our  most  ancient  popular 
ballads,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  few  specimens  pre- 
served, were  singularly  rude,  and  not  above  two  or 
three  of  these  are  known  to  have  been  printed  for  the 
people.  It  is  barely  possible  that  something  of  the 
kind  may  be  still  preserved  in  the  countiy  by  tradi- 
tion. The  editor  has  frequently  heard  of  traditional 
songs,  but  has  had  very  little  success  in  his  endeavours 
to  hear  the  songs  themselves.* 

An  ingenious  Frenchman  projected  the  history  of 
his  country  by  a  chronological  series  of  songs  and 
ballads. t  And  the  multitude  of  manuscript  and 
printed  collections  preserved  in  the  royal  library,  or 
otherwise  attainable,  would  leave  a  diligent  compiler 
at  no  loss  for  materials.  A  history  of  England  of  this 
sort  would  be  no  less  interesting  or  delightful  j  but 

the  task  is  impossible.J 

_^____ > 

*  In  a  copy  of  verses  addressed  to  Mr.  (afterward  Dr. )  Black- 
lock,  by  Richard  Hewitt,  (a  boy  whom,  during  his  residence  in 
Cumberland,  he  had  taken  to  lead  him) ;  on  quitting  his  service, 
are  the  following  lines  : 

How  oft  these  plains  I've  thoughtless  prest ; 
Whistled,  or  sung  some  fair  distrest, 
Whose  fate  would  steal  a  tear. 

**  Alluding,"  as  it  is  said  in  a  note,  **  to  a  sort  of  narrative  songs, 
which  make  no  inconsiderable  part  of  the  innocent  amusements 
with  which  the  country  people  pass  the  winter  nights,  and  of 
which  the  author  of  the  present  piece  was  a  faithful  rehearser." 
Blacklocks  Poems,  1 756,  8vo.  p.  v.  It  is  a  great  pity,  if  these 
pieces  have  any  merit,  that  some  attempt  is  not  made  to  preserve 
them. 

f  M.  Meusnier  de  Querlon,  Memoir e  historique  sur  la  chansoti 
{V Anthologie  Fran^oise,  tome  I.)  p.  44,  45. 

X  Dr.  Percy  having  mentioned  the  "fabulous  and  romantic 
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It  has  been  elsewhere  observed  that  the  age  of 
queen  EHzabeth  is  the  sera  of  Catches  and  Glees,-  of 
which  the  editor  will  only  now  add  that  he  should 
wish  to  see  a  better  account  thaafcas  hitherto  appeared. 
The  large  and  valuable  collection  published  under  the 
direction  of  the  Catch  Club  does  not  contain  any 
more  ancient  than  the  year  1600.*  Hold  thy  peace 
thou  knave  is  probably  much  earlier  than  the  time  of 
Shakspeare,  by  whom  it  is  introduced  in  his  Twelfth 
Night  There  lyes  a  pudding  in  the  fire  is  likewise 
very  old.  Both  these  with  the  music  are  preserved 
by  sir  John  Hawkins.  Samuel  Harsnet,  who  died 
archbishop  of  York,  in  his  "  declaration  of  egregious 
popish  Impostures,"  London,  1604,  p.  94,  has  the 
following  passage  :  "  Lustie  Jollie  Jenkin  (another  of 
Saras  captain  devils  names)  by  his  name  should  seeme 
to  be  foreman  of  the  motley  morrice  :  he  had  under 
him,  saith  himselfe,  forty  assistants,  or  rather  (if  I 
mistake  not)  he  had  beene  by  some  old  Exorcist 
allowed  for  the  Master  Setter  of  catches^  or  roundes, 
used  to  be  sung  by  Tinkers,  as  they  sit  by  the  fire 
with  a  pot  of  good  ale  between  theyr  legges :  Hey 
folly  Icnkin,  I  see  a  knave  a  drinking,  et  ccet"  The 
words  and  music  (for  3  voices)  of  the  catch  here 

songs,  which  for  a  long  time  prevailed  in  France  and  England, 
before  they  had  books  of  chivalry  in  prose,"  observes,  that  "in 
both  these  countries,  the  Minstrels  still  retained  so  much  of  their 
original  institution,  as  frequently  to  make  true  events  the  subject 
oixJti'tii  songs ;**  and  indeed,  that  **the  memory  of  events  was 
preserved  and  propagated  among  the  ignorant  laity,  by  scarce 
any  other  means  than  ih&  popular  songs  of  the  Minstrels  ;  "  adding 
in  a  note,  that  **/A^  Editors  MS.  contains  a  multitude  of  poems  of 
this  latter  kind"  It  may  be  observed,  however,  that  not  one  of 
this  multitude  has  made  its  appearance  in  public.  [This  omission 
has  since  been  supplied,  as  aforesaid,  by  the  publication  of  1400 
copies  of  the  Percy  folio  MS.I 

*  Although  some  are  perhaps  to  be  found  of  much  greater  an- 
tiquity. 
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A  DRINKING  ODE  OF  WALTER  MAPES, 
ARCHDEACON  OF  OXFORD. 

"Who  in  the  time  of  king  Henry  the  second"  (says  Camden) 
"filled  England  with  his  meriments,  [and]  confessed  his  love 
to  good  liquor,  with  the  causes,  in  this  manner  * 


» 


MiHi  est  propositum  in  tabema  mori 
Vinum  sit  appositum  morientis  ori : 
Ut  dicant,  clim  venerint,  angelorum  chori, 
Deus  sit  propitius  huic  potatori. 

Poculis  accenditur  animi  lucema, 

Cor  imbutum  Hectare  volat  ad  supema. 
Mihi  sapit  dulcius  vinum  in  taberna, 
Qukm  quod  aqua  miscuit  prsesulis  pincerna. 

Suum  cuique  proprium  dat  natura  munus, 

Ego  nunquam  potui  scribere  jejunus  :  lo 

Me  jejunum  vincere  posset  puer  unus, 
Sitim  et  jejunium,  odi  tanquam  funus. 

Unicuique  proprium  dat  natura  donum, 
Ego  versus  faciens,  vinum  bibo  bonum, 

*  .**  Jiemain^s,'*  4to,  1605,  p.  19. 


S 
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Et  quod  habent  melius  dolia  cauponum, 
Tale  vinum  general  copiam  sermonum. 

Tales  versus  facio,  quale  vinum  bibo, 
Nihil  possum  scribere,  nisi  sumpto  cibo, 
Nihil  valet  penitus  quod  jejunus  scribo, 
Nasonem  post  calices  carmine  praeibo. 

Mihi  nunquam  spiritus  prophetiae  datur, 
Nisi  tunc  clim  fuerit  venter  bene  satur, 
Cum  in  arce  cerebri  Bacchus  dorainatur, 
In  me  Phoebus  irruit,  ac  miranda  fatur. 


20 


IMITATION,  BY  ROBERT  HARRISON,  OF 

DURHAM.* 

I'm  fixed  : — I'll  in  some  tavern  lie, 

When  I  return  to  dust ; 
And  have  the  bottle  at  my  mouth, 

To  moisten  my  dry  crust : 
That  the  choice  spirits  of  the  skies 

(Who  know  my  soul  is  mellow) 
May  say,  Ye  gods,  propitious  smile  ! 

Here  comes  an  honest  fellow. 

My  lamp  of  life  '  I'll'  kindle  up 

With  spirits  stout  as  Hector ;  lo 

Upon  the  flames  of  which  Til  rise 
And  quaff  celestial  nectar. 

My  lord  invites  me,  and  I  starve 
On  water  mix'd  with  wine ; 

*  Formerly  master  of  the  Trinity  School  in  Newcastle-upon- 
Tyne  ;  and  the  early  and  able  preceptor  of  [Lord  Eldon]  and 
Lord  Stowell    He  died  in  October  1802.     Ed. 
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But  at  The  Grapes^  I  get  it  neat, 
And  never  fail  to  shine. 

To  every  man  his  proper  gift 

Dame  Nature  gives  complete  : 
My  humour  is  — before  I  write, 

I  always  love  to  eat ;  20 

For,  when  I'm  scanty  of  good  cheer, 

I'm  but  a  boy  at  best : 
So  hunger,  thirst,  and  Tyburn-tree 

I  equally  detest 

Give  me  good  wine,  my  verses  are 

As  good  as  man  can  make  'em ; 
But  when  I've  none,  or  drink  it  small, 

You'll  say,  The  devil  take  'em  ! 
For  how  can  anything  that's  good 

Come  from  an  empty  vessel?  30 

But  I'll  out-sing  even  Ovids  self 

Let  me  but  wet  my  whistle. 

With  belly  full,  and  heart  at  ease. 

And  all  the  man  at  home. 
I  grow  prophetic,  and  can  talk 

Of  wondrous  things  to  come. 
When,  on  my  brains  high  citadel. 

Strong  B<uchus  sits  in  state. 
Then  Pluxbus  joins  the  jolly  god, 

And  all  I  say  is  great 
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II. 


A  BALLAD  OF  KING  RICHARD  THE 

FIRST. 

[Composed  A.D.  1 193,  during  his  long  and  unjust  detention  in 
the  castle  of  Losemsten,  by  the  emperor  Henry  VI.,  on  re- 
turning from  the  Holy  Land.]  Printed  (with  valuable  anno- 
tations) by  Sinner  {Catalogus  bib,  Bemensis,  torn.  3,  p.  370), 
from  a  manuscript  of  the  13th  century. 

Another,  but  very  inaccurate  copy,  is  inserted  in  the  preface  to 
*'  La  tour  tenebreuse,  et  Us  jours  lumineux^  conies  Anglois"  par 
Mademoiselle  JJHeritier  (Paris,  1705),  along  with  a  *^ Chanson 
en  langue  Proven^ale^  dont  le  commencement  est  de  Blondely  et 
la  fin  du  roy  Richard**  Mr.  Walpoles  researches  seem  very 
limited. 

• 

Jai  nuls  hons  pris  ne  diroit  sa  raison 
Adroitement,  sensi  com  dolans  non ; 
Maix  per  confort  puet  il  faire  chanson  : 
Moult  ai  damis,  maix  povre  sont  li  don, 
Honte  en  auront,  se  por  ma  reanson 

Seux  les  11.  hivers  pris. 

Se  sevient  bien  mi  homme  et  mi  baron, 

Anglois,  Normant,  Ppitevin  et  Gascon, 

Ke  gi  n'avoie  si  povre  compagnon 

Ke  je  laissaisse,  por  avoir,  en  prixon  j  10 

Je  nel  dis  pais  por  nulle  retraisson, 

Mais  encore  seux  je  pris. 

Or  sai  je  bien  de  voir,  certainement, 
Ke  mors,  ne  pris,  n'ait  amis,  ne  parent, 
Quant  on  me  *  laisse '  por  or,  ne  por  argent, 
Moult  m'est  de  moi,  maix  plus  m'est  de  ma  gent, 

\y.  15.  lail.] 
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C'apr^s  ma  mort  auront  reproche  grant, 

Se  longuement  seux  pris. 

N'est  pais  merveille  se  j'ai  le  cuer  dolent, 
Quant  mes  sires  tient  ma  terre  en  torment ;      20 
S'or  li  membroit  de  nostre  sairement 
Ke  nos  feimes  anduis  communement ; 
Bien  sai  devoir  ke  seans  longuement 

Ne  seroie  pais  pris. 

Se  sevient  bien  Angevin  et  Frain, 
Cil  baichelier  ki  or  sent  riche  et  sain, 
Kencorabries  seux,  loing  d'eaus,  en  autrui  mains  ; 
Ferment  m'amoient,  maix  or  ne  m'aime  grain ; 
De  belles  airmes  sont  ores  *  veux '  li  plain, 

Portant  ke  je  seux  pris.  30 

Mes  compagnons,  cui  jamoie  et  cui  j'ain, 
Ceals  de  Caheu,  et  ceaulx  de  Percherain, 
Me  di  chanson  kil  ne  sont  pais  certain  ; 
Nonkes  vers  eaus  no'  le  cuer  fauls  ne  vain  : 
S'il  me  gueroient,  il  font  moult  ke  vilain, 

Portant  ke  je  seux  pris. 

Contesse  seur,*  vostre  pris  souverain 
Vos  sault ;  et  gairt  cil  a  cui  je  me  clain, 

Et  par  cui  je  seux  pris  ; 
Je  ne  dis  pais  de  celi  de  chairtain,  40 

La  meire  Loweis. 


[  V,  20.  By  mes  sires  {mon  seigneur)  Richard  means  Philip- 
Augustus,  king  of  France,  whose  vassal  he  was.] 

[  V,  29.  veut] 

*  This  is  addressed  to  his  sister  Joan,  married,  first,  to 
kN'^illiam  II,  king  of  Sicily,  [and]  afterwards  [to  the]  earl  of 
Toulouse,  whence  she  is  here  called  countess. 


8  ANCIENT  SONGS 

The  following  version  of  this  ballad  (or  rather  of  the  Provencal 
translation  of  it)  inserted  by  dr.  Bumey,  in  his  History  of 
Musicy  (ii.  238)  is  added  by  the  present  editor : 

No  wretched  captive  of  his  prison  speaks, 
Unless  with  pain  and  bitterness  of  soul ; 
Yet  consolation  from  the  Muse  he  seeks, 
Whose  voice  alone  misfortune  can  controul. 
Where  now  is  each  ally,  each  baron*  friend, 
Whose  face  I  ne'er  beheld  without  a  smile  ? 
Will  none,  his  sovereign  to  redeem,  expend 
The  smallest  portion  of  his  treasures  vile  ? 

Though  none  may  blush  that  near  two  tedious  years, 
Without  rehef,  my  bondage  has  endur'd,  10 

Yet  know,  my  English,  Norman,  Gascon  peers. 
Not  one  of  you  should  thus  remain  immur'd  ; 
The  meanest  subject  of  my  wide  domains, 
Had  I  been  free,  a  ransom  should  have  found ; 
I  mean  not  to  reproach  you  with  my  chains, 
Yet  still  I  wear  them  on  a  foreign  ground ! 

Too  true  it  is,  so  selfish  human  race  ! 
"  Nor  dead,  nor  captives^  friend  or  kindred  fold, ^^ 
Since  here  I  pine  in  bondage  and  disgrace. 
For  lack  of  gold,  my  fetters  to  unbind.  20 

Much  for  myself  I  feel,  yet  ah  !  still  more 
That  no  compassion  from  my  subjects  flows ; 
What  can  from  infamy  their  names  restore. 
If,  while  a  prisoner,  death  my  eyes  should  close. 

But  small  is  my  surprize,  though  great  my  grief. 
To  find,  in  spite  of  all  his  solemn  vows. 
My  lands  are  ravag'd  by  the  Gallic  chief, 
While  none  my  cause  has  courage  to  espouse. 
Though  lofty  tow'rs  obscure  the  chearfiil  day, 
Yet,  through  the  dungeon's  melancholy  gloom,        30 
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Kind  Hope,  in  gentle  whispers,  seems  to  say, 
*'  Perpetual  thraldom  is  not  yet  thy  doom.'* 

Ye  dear  companions  of  my  happy  days, 
Oh  Chail  and  Pensavin,  aloud  declare, 
Throughout  the  earth  in  everlasting  lays. 
My  foes  against  me  wage  inglorious  war. 
Oh  tell  them  too,  that  ne'er  among  my  crimes 
Did  breach  of  faith,  deceit,  or  fraud  appear ; 
That  infamy  will  brand  to  latest  times 
The  insults  I  receive  while  captive  here.  40 

Know  all  ye  men  of  Anjou  and  Touraine, 
And  every  bach'lor  knight,  robust  and  brave, 
That  duty  now  and  love  alike  are  vain, 
From  bonds  your  sovereign  and  your  friend  to  save. 
Remote  from  consolation  here  I  lie. 
The  wretched  captive  of  a  pow'rful  foe, 
Who  all  your  zeal  and  ardour  can  defy, 
Nor  leaves  you  aught  but  pity  to  bestow ! 


III. 

A  SONG  OR  CATCH  IN  PRAISE  OF  THE 

CUCKOO. 

This  curious  piece,  which  is  thought  to  be  "  the  most  ancient 
English  song,  with  [or  without]  the  musical  notes,  any  where 
extant,"  is  preserved  in  a  manuscript  of  the  Harleian  Library, 
in  the  British  Museum  (No.  978).  It  has  been  already  pub- 
lished by  Sir  John  Hawkins  in  his  very  instructive  and 
entertaining  History  of  Music ^  vol.  ii.  p.  93,  and  at  p.  96  of 
the  same  volume  it  is  reduced  into  the  scale  of  modern  com- 
position. The  ingenious  author  remarks  that  **Mr.  Wanley 
has  not  ventured  precisely  to  ascertain  the  antiquity  of  this 
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venerable  musical  relic,"  but  adds,  **that  tbe  following 
observations  will  go  near  to  fix  it  about  the  middle  of  the 
fifteenth  century.**  A  conjecture  in  which  he  is,  doubtless, 
egregiously  mistaken,  as  the  manuscript  is  evidently  of  much 
higher  antiquity,  and  may,  with  the  utmost  probability,  be 
referred  to  as  early  a  period  (at  least)  as  the  year  1250.* 

Under  the  words  here  given  are  those  of  a  Latin  hymn,  to 
which  Sir  John  Hawkins,  on  the  authority  of  Du  Cange, 
thinks  the  term  J^ofa  alone  refers  ;  an  opinion  for  which  there 
does  not  appear  sufficient  reason  ;  the  word  implying  no  more 
than  our  Round.  And  hence  perhaps  a  passage  in  Shak- 
speare  may  receive  some  illustration.  In  Hamlet,  Ophelia, 
speaking  of  a  ballad  of  "  The  false  steward  who  stole  his 
master's  daughter,**  exclaims — "O  how  the  wheel  becomes 
it !  **  evidently  meaning  the  burthen  or  return  of  the  stanza. 

**It  is  observable,**  the  above  learned  writer  continues,  "that 
the  most  ancient  species  of  musical  imitation  is  the  song  of 
the  Cuckow,  which  must  appear  to  be  a  natural  and  ver}' 
obvious  subject  for  it.  Innumerable,"  he  says,  "are  the 
instances  that  might  be  produced  to  this  purpose  :  a  very  fine 
madrigal  in  three  parts,  composed  by  Tliomas  Weelkes, 
organist  of  Chichester  Cathedral,  about  the  year  1600,  b^jinning 
'The  Nightingale  the  organ  of  delight,*  has  in  it  the  Cuckow's 
song.  Another  of  the  same  kind,  not  less  excellent,  in  four 
parts,  banning  'Thirsis,  sleepest  thou?'  occurs  in  the 
Madrigals  of  John  Bennet,  published  in  1599.  Viraldi's 
Cuckow  concerto,**  he  adds,  **  is  well  known,  as  is  also  that 
of  Lampe,  competed  about  thirty  years  ago.*' 

SuMER  is  icumen  in, 

Lhude  sing  cuccu ; 
Groweth  sed,  and  bloweth  med, 

And  springth  the  wde  no. 

Sing,  cuccu ! 

Awe  bleteth  after  lomb, 

Lhouth  after  calve  cu  ; 
BuUuc  sterteth,  bucke  verteth, 

Murie  sing  cucu. 


♦  [See  ChappcU's  Musk  of  the  OUem  Tume,  L  22.] 
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Cuccu,  cuccu,  well  singes  thu,  cuccu,         to 

Ne  swike  thu  naver  nu. 
Sing,  cuccu,  nu,  sing,  cuccu, 

Sing,  cuccu,  sing,  cuccu,  nu. 


IV. 

A  BALLAD  ON  RICHARD,  KING  OF  THE 

ROMANS. 

BROTHER  OF  KING  HENRY  THE  THIRD  [1264.*] 

[From  Harl.  MS.  2253,  temp.  Edward  II.] 

SiTTETH  alle  stille,  ant  herkneth  to  me  : 
The  kyn[g]  of  Alemaigne,  bi  mi  leautb, 
Thritti-thousent  pound  asked e  he 
For  te  make  the  pees  in  the  countrfe, 

Ant  so  he  dude  more. 
Richard, 

Thah  thou  be  ever  trichard, 
Tricthen  shalt  thou  never  more. 

Richard  of  Alemaigne,  whil  that  he  wes  kyng, 
He  spende  al  is  tresour  opon  swyvyng,  lo 

Haveth  he  nout  of  Walingford  o  ferlyng, 
Let  him  habbe,  ase  he  brew,  bale  to  dryng, 

Maugre  Wyndesore. 
Richard,  &c. 

The  kyng  of  Alemaigne  wende  do  ful  wel, 
He  saisede  the  mulne  for  a  castfel. 


*  [This  song  is  given  in  Mr.  Wright's  Political  Songs,  1839, 
p.  69.] 
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With  hare  sharpe  swerdes  he  grounde  the  stel, 
He  wende  that  the  sayles  were  mangonel, 

To  helpe  Wyndesore. 
Richard,  &c.  20 

The  kyng  of  Alemaigne  gederede  ys  host, 
Makede  him  a  castel  of  a  mulne-post, 
Wende  with  his  pride,  ant  is  muchele  bost, 
Brohte  from  Alemayne  moni  sori  gost. 

To  store  Wyndesore. 
Richard,  &c. 

By  god,  that  is  aboven  ous,  he  dude  muche  synne, 
That  lette  passen  over-see  the  erl  of  Warynne. 
He  hath  robbed  Engelond,  the  mores  ant  the  fenne, 
The  gold  ant  the  selver  ant  yboren  henne,  30 

For  love  of  Wyndesore. 
Richard,  &c. 

Sire  Simond  de  Mountfort  hath  suore  bi  ys  chyn, 
Hevede  he  nou  here  the  erl  of  Waryn, 
Shuld  he  never  more  come  to  is  yn, 
Ne  with  sheld,  ne  with  spere,  ne  with  other  gyn. 

To  help  Wyndesore. 
Richard,  &c. 

Sire  Simond  de  Montfort  hath  suore  by  ys  '  fot,' 
Hevede  he  nou  here  sire  Hue  de  Bigot,  40 

Al  he  shuld e  grante  here  twelf  moneth  scot, 
Shulde  he  never  more  with  his  sot  pot. 

To  helpe  Wyndesore, 
Richard,  &c. 

Be  the  leuf,  be  the  loht,  sire  Edward, 
Thou  shalt  ride  sporeles  o  thy  lyard, 

[K  39,  cop.] 
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Al  the  ryhte  way  to  Dovere-ward, 
Shalt  thou  nevermore  breke  foreward. 

Ant  that  reweth  sore, 
Edwkrd,  50 

Thou  dudest  ase  a  shreward, 
Forsoke  thyn  emes  lore.* 


V. 

A  BALLAD  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIMON  DE  f 
MONTFORT,  EARL  OF  LEICESTER. 

Slain  at  the  battle  of  Evesham,  in  Worcestershire,  on  Tuesday 
the  4th  of  August,  1265,  by  one  of  whose  adherents  it  has 
evidently  been  made.  **The  poet  looks  upon  him  as  a 
martyr;  and  regrets  the  loss  of  Henry  his  son,  Hugh  le 
Dispenser,  justice  of  England,  and  others  who  then  lost  their 
lives  ;  and  concludes  with  a  stanza  in  English."    Wan  ley. 

The  English  stanza  which  Mr.  Wanley  erroneously  supposed 
to  conclude  this  ballad  is  as  follows  ;  but  has  no  sort  of  con- 
nexion therewith,  and  is,  in  fact,  divided  from  it  by  an  inde- 
pendent stanza  in  French  : 

"  Erthe  toe  of  erthe  erthe  w)rth  woh 
Erthe  other  erthe  to  the  erthe  droh 
Erthe  leyde  erthe  in  erthe  ne  throh 
Tho  hevede  erthe  of  erthe  erthe  ynoh.'* 

[From  the  same  MS.] 

Chaunter  mestoit,  mon  cuer  le  voit, 

En  un  dure  langage, 
Tut  en  ploraunt  fust  fet  le  chaunt, 

De  nostre  duz  baronage. 

*  The  MS.  here  repeats  **  Richard,  &c"  which  mr.  Ritson 
has  intentionally  omitted.    Ed, 

t  [Wright  (Political  Songs,  1839,  p.  129)  calls  this  "The 
Lament  of  Simon  de  Montfort."] 
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Qe  pur  la  pees,  si  loynz  apres, 

Se  lesserent  detrere 
Lor  cors  trencher  e  demenbrer 

Pur  salver  Engletere. 
Ore  est  ocys  la  flur  de  pris, 

Qe  taunt  savoit  de  guere,  lo 

Ly  quens  Mountfort,  sa  dure  mort 

Molt  emplorr  la  terre. 

Si  com  je  qui,  par  un  mardi, 

Firent  la  bataile. 
Tot  k  cheval,  fust  le  mal, 

Sauntz  nuUe  pedaile. 
Tres  malement  y  ferirent 

De  le  espie  forbie 
Qe  la  part  sire  Ekiward  * 

Conquist  la  mestrie.  20 

Ore  est  ocis,  &c. 

Mas,  par  sa  mort,  le  cuens  Mountfort 

Conquist  la  victorie, 
Come  ly  martyr  de  Caunterbjn: 

Finist  la  vie. 
Ne  voleit  pas  li  bon  Thomas 

Qe  perist  seinte  eglise, 
Ly  cuens  auxi  se  combati, 

E  morust  sauntz  feyntise. 
Ore  est  ocys,  &c.  30 

Sire  Hue  le  fer,  ly  Despencer, 

Tres  noble  justice,t 
Ore  est  k  tort  lyvr^  i  mort, 
A  trop  male  guise  : 


Afterward  Edward  L  t  1260-1265. 
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Sire  Henri,  pur  veir  le  dy, 

Fitz  le  cuens  de  Leycestre, 
Autres  assez,  come  vus  orrez, 

Par  le  cuens  de  Gloucestre. 
Ore  est  ocis,  &c. 

Qe  voleint  moiyr,  e  mentenyr  40 

La  pees  e  la  dreyture, 
Le  seint  martir  lur  fra  joyr 

Sa  conscience  pure. 
Qe  velt  moryr,  e  sustenir 

Les  houmes  de  la  terre. 
Son  bon  desir  acomplir 

Quar  bien  le  quidom  fere. 
Ore  est,  &c. 

Pres  de  son  cors,  le  bon  tresors, 

Une  heyre  troverent  50 

Les  faus  ribaus  tant  furent  maus 

E  ceux  qe  le  tuerent : 
Molt  fust  pyr,  qe  demenbryr 

Firent  le  prodhoume, 
Qe  de  guerrer  e  fei  tener 

Si  bien  savoit  la  soume. 
Ore  est,  &c. 

Priez  touz,  mes  amis  douz, 

Le  fitz  Seinte  Marie, 
Qe  lenfant,  her  puissant,  60 

Meigne  en  bone  vie, 
Ne  vueil  nomer  li  escoler, 

Ne  vueil  qe  lem  die, 
Mes,  pur  lamour  le  salveour, 

Priez  pur  la  clergie. 
Ore  est  ocys,  &c. 
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Ne  say  trover  rien,  quil  firent  bien, 

Ne  baroun  ne  coiinte, 
Les  chivalers  e  esquiers  70 

Touz  sunt  mys  £  hounte, 
Pttr  lur  lealt^  e  verity. 

Que  tut  est  anentie, 
Le  losenger  purra  reigner, 

Le  fol  pur  sa  folic 
Ore  est  ocis,  &a 

Sire  Simoun,  ly  prodhom, 

£  sa  compagnie. 
En  joie  vont,  en  ciel  amount, 

En  perdurable  vie. 
Mbs  Jhesu  Crist,  qe  en  croyz  se  mist,       80 

Dieu  en  prenge  cure 
Qe  sunt  remis,  e  detenu  z 

En  prisone  dure. 
Ore  est  ocys,  &c. 


TRANSLATION,  BY  GEORGE  ELLIS,  ESQ.* 

In  song  my  grief  shall  find  relief, 

Sad  is  my  verse  and  rude ; 
I  sing  in  tears  our  gentle  peers 

Who  fell  for  England's  good. 
Our  peace  they  sought,  for  us  they  fought, 

For  us  they  dar  d  to  die ; 
And  where  they  sleep,  a  mangled  heap. 

Their  wounds  for  vengeance  cry. 


*  [The  ingenious  editor  of  **  Specimens  of  the  Early  English 
Poets**  &c     It  Was  made  at  mr.  Ritsons  request.] 
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On  Eveshams  plain  is  Montfort  slain, 
Well  skiird  the  war  to  guide ;  lo 

Where  streams  his  gore  shall  all  deplore 
Fair  Englands  flower  and  pride. 

Ere  tuesdays  sun  its  course  had  rud 

Our  noblest  chiefs  had  bled. 
While  rush'd  to  fight  each  gallant  knight, 

Their  dastard  vassals  fled. 
Still  undismayed,  with  trenchant  blade 

They  hew'd  their  desperate  way  : 
Not  strength  or  skill  to  Edwards  will, 

But  numbers  gave  the  day.  20 

On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 

Yet,  by  the  blow  that  laid  thee  low, 

Brave  earl,  one  palm  was  given ; 
Nor  less  at  thine  than  Beckets  shrine . 

Shall  rise  our  vows  to  heaven ! 
Our  church  and  laws,  your  common  cause, 

'Twas  his  the  church  to  save. 
Our  rights  restored,  thou,  generous  lord, 

Shalt  triumph  in  thy  grave. 
On  Eveshams  plain,  &c.  30 

Dispenser  true,  the  good  sir  Hugh, 

Our  justice  and  our  friend, 
Borne  down  with  wrong,  amidst  the  throng, 

Has  met  his  wretched  end. 
Sir  Henrys  fate  need  I  relate, 

Our  Leicesters  gallant  son, 
Or  many  a  score  of  heroes  more 

By  Gloucesters  hate  undone  ? 
•On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 

B 
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Each  righteous  lord  who  braved  the  sword,  40 

And,  for  our  safety,  died. 
With  conscience  pure  shall  aye  endure^ 

Otir  martyr'd  saint  beside. 
That  martyr'd  saint  was  never  faint 

To  ease  the  poor  mans  care  ; 
With  gracious  will  he  shall  fulfill 

Our  just  and  earnest  prayer. 
On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 

On  Montforts  breast  a  hair-cloth  vest 

His  pious  soul  proclaim'd ;  50 

With  ruffian  hand,  the  ruthless  band 

That  sacred  emblem  maim'd  : 
And,  to  assuage  their  impious  rage, 

His  lifeless  corpse  defac'd. 
Whose  powerful  arm,  long  sav'd  from  harm. 

The  realm  his  virtues  grac'd. 
On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 

Now  all  draw  near,  companions  dear. 

To  Jesus  let  us  pray. 
That  Montforts  heir  his  grace  may  share,     60 

And  learn  to  heaven  the  way. 
No  priest  I  name ;  none,  none  I  blame. 

Nor  aught  of  ill  surmise. 
Yet,  for  the  love  of  Christ  above, 

I  pray  be  churchman  wise. 
On  Eveshams  plains,  &c. 


No  good,  I  ween,  of  late  is  seen 

By  earl  or  baron  done ; 
Nor  knight  or  squire  to  fame  aspire, 

Or  dare  disgrace  to  shun.  jc 
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Faith,  truth,  are  fled,  and,  in  their  stead. 

Do  vice  and  meanness  rule ; 
E'en  on  the  throne  may  soon  be  shown 

A  flatterer  or  a  fool. 
On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 

Brave  martyr'd  chief!  no  more  our  grief 

For  thee  or  thine  shall  flow ; 
Among  the  bless'd,  in  heaven  ye  rest 

From  all  your  toils  below. 
But,  for  the  few,  the  gallant  crew,  80 

Who  here  in  bonds  remain, 
Christ  condescend  their  woes  to  end. 

And  break  the  tyrants  chain ! 
On  Eveshams  plain,  &c. 


VI. 

A   BALLAD    ON    THE    COMMISSION    OF 

TRAILBASTON.* 

—  **  Being  a  sort  of  libel  upon  that  commission,  issued  by  our 
king  Edward  I.  near  the  end  of  his  reign ;  that  is  about  A.D. 

1306. 
Herein  the  author  says,  that  he  served  his  lord  the  king  both  in 


* 


[The  following  curious  account  of  the  origin  and  objects  of 
this  commission  is  to  be  found  in  the  Chronicle  of  Peter 
Langtoft,  a  contemporary  rhimer,  as  translated  by  Robert 
Mannyng,  (ii.  327.) : 

The  moneth  of  September  yolden  was  Strivelyn 
Edward  may  remembre  the  travaile  and  the  pyn. 
With  many  grete  encumbre  of  in  hard  stoure, 
At  Brustwick  opon  Humbre  ther  he  mad  sojoure. 
6if  Jon  of  Warenne  that  ilk  tyme  gan  deie, 
Hifc  body  was  redy  then  in  grave  for  to  leie. 
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peace  and  war  in  Flanders,  Scotland,  and  Gascoign ;  but 
wanted  to  return  into  his  own  country.  He  names  some  of 
the  commissioners  or  judges  (who  are  not  so  particularly 
mentioned  in  every  chronicle)  ....  » 


After  the  enterment  the  kyng  tok  his  way. 

To  the  south  he  went  thorgh  Lyndesay. 

He  spired,  as  he  yede,  who  did  suilk  trespas, 

Brake  his  pes  with  dede,  tille  he  in  Scotland  was ; 

Of  suilk  suld  be  spoken,  if  thei  mot  be  attejmed. 

*  Wise  men  of  gode  gaf  ansuere  to  the  kyng. 
That  suilk  foles  yode,  it  was  certeyn  thing, 
Thorgh  the  lond  is  don  suilk  grete  grevance, 
Bot  it  be  mendid  son,  a  werre  may  rise  o  chance. 
Thise  contekours  whidere  thei  assigned  a  stede  that  es. 
And  ther  thei  com  togidere  and  make  a  sikemes. 
That  thei  salle  alle  go  to  whom  or  where  thei  wille. 
To  robbe,  bete,  or  slo,  ageyn  all  manere  skille. 

Thei  profere  a  man  to  bete,  for  two  schil3mges  or  thre. 

With  piked  staves  grete  beten  salle  he  be. 

In  feire  and  markette  thei  salle  seke  him  oute: 

Alle  the  lond  is  sette  with  suilk  foles  stoute. 

If  a:  chapman  wille  not  lene  of  his  merchaundie 

In  his  hous  for  tene  thei  do  him  vilenie. 

Or  els  he  be  at  one  largely  to  give  of  his. 

Els  thei  salle  him  ilkone  bete  him  that  he  pis. 

For  men  of  suilk  maners,  bot  ther  be  som  justis^ 

Sone,  in  for  yers  perchance,  a  werre  salle  rise. 

The  kyng  herd  alle  the  fame,  the  pleynt  of  ilka  toun. 
And  gaf  them  a  newe  name,  and  odd  them  Trcnlebastoun, 
The  date  was  a  thousand  thre  hundred  mo  by  five, 
Suilk  men  thorgh  the  land  he  did  tham  tak  biljrve. 


*  *'  Respouns  ount  fet  al  reis  gentz  de  bien  ▼oinatmce, 
Coment  parmy  la  lerre  fet  est  graunt  grevance 
Par  commune  contekours  qe  sunt  par  fiaunce 
Obligez  ensemble  k  une  purveaunce  ; 
TraylbastimHS  sunt  nomez  de  eel  retenaunce. 
En  faires  et  marches  se  '  proferent '  fere  convenaunce. 
Pur  iii  souz,  ou  iiii,  ou  pur  la  TayUaunce* 
Batre  un  prod  home,  qe  unqes  fkx  nosaunce.**  &c      * 

MS.  GaU,    [Cotton.  Julius,  A.  V.] 
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The  last  stanza  shews  the  privacy  wherein  it  was  written " 

Wanley.* 

[From  the  same  MS.] 

Talent  me  prent  de  rymer  e  de  geste  fere 
Dune  purveaunce  qe  purveu  est  en  la  terre 
Mieux  valsit  uncore  que  la  chose  fust  afere 
Si  Dieu  ne  prenge  garde  je  quy  que  sourdra  guere. 

Ce  sunt  les  articles  de  Trayllebastoun : 
Salue  le  roi  meismes,  de  Dieu  eit  maleysoun 
Qe  adeprimes  graunta  tiel  commissioun, 
Quar  en  ascuns  des  pointz  n'est  mie  resoun. 

Sire,  si  je  voderoi  mon  garsoun  chastier, 

De  une  buffe  ou  de  deus,  pur  ly  amender,  lo 

Sur  moi  betera  bille  e  me  frad  atachier, 

E  avant  qe  isse  de  prisone  raunsoun  grant  doner/ 

Quauraunte  souz  paruent  pur  ma  raunsoun, 
E  le  viscounte  vint  a  son  guerdoun, 
Qu'il  ne  me  mette  en  parfounde  prisoun  : 
Ore  agardez,  seigneurs,  est  ce  resoun  ? 

The  kyng  thorgh  the  lond  did  seke  men  o  resons, 
And  with  the  justise  tham  bond,  to  site  on  Trailebastons. 
Som  thorgh  quest  thei  demed  be  bonden  in  prisons, 
And  tho  that  fled  thei  flemed  als  the  kynges  felons. 
Som  men  out  the[i]  kast  of  lond  was  holden  wrong  ; 
Fals  covenantz  thei  brast  thorgh  powere  holden  long ; 
And  som  gaf  raunson  after  ther  trespas, 
Als  the  dede  was  don,  so  the  amendes  was. 
Bot  men  did  amend  suilk  folie  openly  knowen, 
Non  suld  them  defend,  ne  dur  wonne  in  ther  owen. 

See  also  M.  Westm.  450:  T.  Wal.  90.  Trivet.  339.  Knyghton, 
2494.  (2559,  2606,  2626).  Abridgment  of  records^  67,  &c.  and 
Spelman,  in  voce, — Ed.] 

*  [Wrijght  {PoliHcal  Songs,  1839,  P-  231)  calls  this  "The 
Outlaw's  Song  of  Traillebaston."] 
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Pur  ce  me  tendroi  antre  bois  sur  le  jolyf  umbray, 

La  n'y  a  faucet^,  ne  nulle  male  lay, 

En  le  bois  de  Bel-regard,  ou  vole  le  jay. 

E  chaunte  russinole  louz  jours  santz  delay.  20 

Mes  le  male  dosejmes,  dount  Dieu  neit  ja  piete, 
Parmi  lur  fauce  bouches  me  ount  enditde 
De  male  robberies  e  autre  mavest^e, 
Que  je  nos  entre  mes  amis  estre  receptee. 

Jai  servi  my  sire  le  roy  en  pees  e  en  guere, 
En  Flaundres,  Escoce,  en  Gascoyne  sa  terre, 
Mes  ore  ne  me  sai-je  point  chevisaunce  fere, 
Tot  mon  temps  ay  mis  en  veyu  pur  tiel  houme  plere. 

Si  ces  maveis  jurours  ne  se  vueillent  amender, 
Que  je  pus  a  mon  pais  chevalcher  e  aler,  30 

I-  Si  je  les  pus  ateindre  la  teste  lur  froi  *  voler, 
De  touz  lur  manaces  ne  dorroi  un  dener. 

Ly  Martyn  et  ly  Knouille  sunt  gent  de  piet^, 
E  prient  pur  les  povres  quil  eyent  sauvetd 
Spigumelf  e  Belflour  sunt  gent  de  cruelty, 
S'il  fuissent  en  ma  baylie  ne  serreynt  retomde. 

Je  lur  appre[n]droy  le  giw  de  Traylebastoun, 

E  lur  bruseroy  leschyne  e  le  cropoun, 

Les  bras  e  les  jaumbes,  ce  serreit  resoun, 

La  lange  lur  tondroy,  e  la  bouche  ensoun.  40 

Qy  cestes  choses  primes  comen^a, 

Ja  jour  de  sa  vie  amende  ne  serra, 

Je  vous  di  pur  veyr  trop  graunt  perch e  en  a, 

Quar  pur  doute  de  prisone  meint  laroun  serra. 

*  [Feroi.] 

t  Henry  Spigumal  was  one  of  the  justices  of  the  King's 
Bench  in  1308. 
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Y  tel  devendra  leres  que  ne  fust  unqae  mfes, 
Que  pur  doute  de  prisone  ne  ose  venir  a  pes, 
Vi\Te  covient  avoir  chescun  jour  ad^s, 
Qy  ceste  chose  comen^a,  yl  emprist  grant  fes. 

Bien  devoient  marchaunz  e  moygnes  doner  maligoun 
A  tous  iceux  que  ordinerei^t  le  Traillebastoun ;    50 
Xe  lur  vaudra  un  ayle  le  roial  proteccioun, 
Que  il  ne  rendrount  les  deners  sauntz  regerdoun. 

Vous  qy  estes  endit^,  je  lou,  venez  a  moy, 
Al  vert  bois  de  Belregard  la  ny  a  nul  ploy, 
Forque  beste  savage  e  jolyf  umbroy, 
Car  trop  est  dotouse  la  commune  loy. 

Si  tu  sachez  de  lettrure  e  estes  coron^, 

Devaunt  les  justices  serrez  appellee, 

Uncore  poez  estre  a  prisone  retomee, 

En  garde  de  le  evesque  jesque  seiez  purgee.        6b 

E  sofl&yr  messayse  e  trop  dur  penaunce, 
E  par  cas  naverez  james  deljrveraunce,* 
Pur  ce  valt  plus  ou  moi  a  bois  demorer 
Q*en  prisone  le  evesque  fyerge  gyser. 

Trop  est  la  penaunce  e  dure  a  soffrer : 
Quy  le  mieux  puet  eslyre,  fol  est  qe  ne  velt  choyser, 
Avant  sanoy  poy  debien,  ore  su  je  meins  sage  ; 
Ce  me  fount  les  male  leis  par  mout  grant  outrage. 

Qe  n'os  a  la  pes  venjrr  entre  mon  lignage  ; 

Les  riches  sunt  k  raunsoun  povres  k  estolage.       70 


*  The  third  and  fourth  lines  of  this  stanza,  riming  in  ainu^, 
seem  to  be  lost :  as  it  is  observable  that  the  four  lines  of  every 
preceding  stanza  rime  together ;  which,  upon  this  supposition, 
those  of  the  remaining  stanzas  will  do  :  and  the  number  of  lines 
in  the  last  stanza,  which  are  now  six,  will  in  that  case  be  the 
same  with  the  rest. 
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Fort  serroit  engager  ce  qe  ne  puet  estre  aquytde, 
Cest  la  vie  de  houme  que  taunt  est  cher  am^e. 

E  je  n'ay  mye  le  chatel  de  estre  rechat^e, 

Mes  si  je  fusse  en  lur  baundoun,  a  mort  serroi 

lyverde, 
Uncore  attendroy  grace  e  orroi  gent  parler, 
Tiels  me  dient  le  mal  que  me  ne  osent  aprochier. 

E  volentiers  verroient  mon  corps  legender, 

Mes  entre  myl  debles  Dieu  puet  un  houme  sanver, 

Cely  me  prist  saluer  que  est  le  fitz  Marie  ; 

Car  je  ne  su  coupable,  endit^  su  par  envye.         80 

Qy  en  cesti  lu  me  mist,  Dieu  lur  maldie  ! 
Le  siecle  est  si  variant,  fous  est  qe  saffye. 
Si  je  sei  compagnoun  e  sache  de  archerye, 
Mon  veisyn  irra  disaunt,  cesti  est  de  compagnie. 

De  aler  bercer  k  bois,  e  fere  autre  folie, 

Que  ore  vueille  vivre  come  pork  "  menra"*  sa  vye, 

Si  je  sache  plus  de  ley  qe  ne  so  vent  eux, 

Yl  dirrount,  cesti  conspyratour  de  estre  fous.t 

E  le  heyre  n'aprocheroy  de  x.  lywes  ou  deus, 
De  tous  veysinages  hony  serent  ceux,  90 

Je  pri  tote  bone  gent  qe  pur  moi  vueillent  prier, 
Qe  je  pus  a  mon  pais  aler  e  ch}-vaucher. 

Unqe  ne  fu  homicide,  certes  k  moun  voler, 
Ne  mal  robberes,  pur  gent  damager. 
Cest  r}'m  fust  fet  al  bois  desouz  un  lorer, 
lA  chaunte  merle,  russinole  e  eyre  lesperver : 
Escrit  estoit  en  parchemyn  pur  mout  remenbrer, 
E  gitte  en  haut  chemyn,  qe  um  le  dust  trover. 


♦  OlamL]  t  [Fans.] 
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I. 

VII. 
A  BALLAD  AGAINST  THE  SCOTS  :* 

**  Many  of  whom,"  Mr.  Wanley  observes,-  "  are  here  mentioned 
by  name,  as  also  many  of  the  Enghsh  beside  the  king  and 
prince."  It  particularly  notices  Sir  William  Walleys,  taken 
at  the  battle  of  Dunbar,  1305,  and  Sir  Simon  Frisell  [or 
Fraser],  taken  at  the  battle  of  Kyrkenclif,  1306,  both  of 
whom  "were  puni^ed  as  traitors  to  our  king  Edward  the 
first,  and  their  heads  set  (among  others  of  their  countrey-men) 
upon  liondon-bridge  :  and  of  the  coronation  of  Robert  le 
Brus  and  his  lurking  afterwards." 

This  ballad  contains  a  variety  of  incidents  little  noticed  bv 
historians. 

From  the  same  MS. 

Lystneth,  lordynges,  a  newe  song  ichulle  bigynne, 
Of  the  traytours  of  Scotlond,  that  take  beth  wyth  gynne, 
Mon  that  loveth  falsnesse,  and  nule  never  blynne, 
Sore  may  him  drede  the  lyf  that  he  is  ynne, 

Ich  understonde ; 
Selde  wes  he  glad 
That  never  nes  a-sad 

Of  nythe  ant  of  onde. 

That  y  sugge  by  this  Scottes  that  bueth  nou  to-drawe, 
The  hevedes  o  Londone  brugge,whos^  con  y-knawe ;  i  o 
He  wenden  han  buen  kynges,  ant  seiden  so  in  sawe, 
Betere  hem  were  han  y-be  barouns,  ant  libbe  in  Codes 
lawe 

Wyth  love. 
Whos^  hateth  soth  ant  ryht, 
Lutel  he  douteth  Godes  myht, 
The  hejre  king  above. 

To  warny  alle  the  gentilmen  that  bueth  in  Scotlonde, 
The  Waleis  wes  to-drawe,  seththe  he  wes  an-honge, 

*  [See  Wright's /V///?Va/ 5^«^j,  1839,  p.  212.] 
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Al  quic  biheveded,  ys  boweles  y-brend, 
The  heved  to  Londone  brugge  was  send,  20 

To  abyde. 
After  Simond  Frysel, 
That  was  traytour  ant  fykel, 
Ant  y-cud  ful  wyde. 

Sire  Edward  oure  kyng,  that  ful  ys  of  piet^, 
The  Waleis  quarters  sende  to  is  oune  contr^, 
On  four  half  to  honge,  huere  myrour  to  be, 
Theropon  to  thenche,  that  monie  myhten  se, 

■    Ant  drede. 
Why  nolden  he  be  war  30 

Of  the  bataile  of  Donbar, 
f  Hou  evele  hem  con  spede.* 

Bysshopes  ant  barouns  come  to  the  kynges  pes, 
Ase  men  that  weren  fals,  fykel  ant  les, 
Othes  hue  him  sworen  in  stude  ther  he  wes, 
To  buen  him  hold  ant  trewe  for  alles  cunnes  res, 

thrye : 
That  hue  ne  shulden  a3eyn  him  go, 
So  hue  were  temed  tho  ; 

Weht  halt  hit  to  lye  ?  40 

To  the  kyng  Edward  hii  fasten  huere  fay, 
Fals  wes  here  foreward  so  forst  is  in  May, 
That  Sonne  from  the  southward  wypeth  away ; 
Moni  proud  Scot  therof  mene  may 

To  3ere. 
Nes  never  Scotlond 
With  dunt  of  monnes  hond 
Allinge  a-boht  so  duere. 


*  The  Scots  had  been  defeated  there  with  great  loss,  anno 
1296. 
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Bisshop  of  Glascou  ychot  he  wes  v-laht, 
Bisshop  of  Seint  Andrb  bothe  he  oeth  y-caht,  50 
Abbot  of  Scon  with  the  Kyng  his  nout  saht, 
lere  purpos  y-come  hit  ys  to  naht, 

Thurh  ryhte. 
Hii  were  unwis 
When  hii  thohte  pris 

A3eyn  huere  kyng  to  fyhte. 

urh  consail  of  thes  bisshopes,  y-nemned  byfore, 
Robert  the  Bruytz  furst  kyng  wes  y-core, 
mai  eveniche  day  ys  fon  hira  se  byfore, 
lee  mo  wen  him  hente  ichot  he  bith  forlore,        60 

Sauntz  fayle, 
Soht  for  te  sugge, 
Duere  he  shal  abugge 

That  he  bigon  batayle. 

that  him  crounede  proude  were  ant  bolde, 
maden  kyng  of  somere,  so  hii  ner  ne  sholde, 
setten  on  ys  heved  a  croune  of  rede  golde, 
token  him  a  kyne-3erde,  so  me  kyng  sholde, 

To  deme, 
Tho  he  wes  set  in  see  70 

Lutel  god  couthe  he 
Kyne-riche  to  3eme. 

I  kyng  Hobbe  in  the  mures  3ongeth,* 
te  come  to  toune  nout  him  ne  longeth ; 


K.  Robert  Bnis,  after  the  battle  of  KirkenclifFe  (or  Methven, 
is  more  generally  called)  fled  into  the  Highlands,  where  he 
:d  for  some  time.  In  a  pretended  conversation  between 
and  his  queen,  reported  by  some  of  our  old  historians,  she 
ide  to  say,  **  You  are  but  a  Summer  king,  I  take  it ;  I  do 
nagine  you  will  be  a  Winter  one."  (M.  West.  456.)  This 
iny  seems  alluded  to  in  v.  66. 
me  chronicle,  quoted  by  Spelman,  v.  Maiuma^  supposes 
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The  barouns  of  Engelond,  myhte  hue  him  grype, 
He  him  wolde  techen  on  Englyssh  to  pype, 

Thourh  streynthe : 
Ne  be  he  ner  so  stout, 
3et  he  bith  y-soht  out 

O  brede  ant  o  leynthe.  80 

Sire  Edward  of  Camarvan,  Jhesu  him  save  ant  see  ! 
Sire  Emer  de  Valence,  gentil  knyht  ant  free, 
Habbeth  y-suore  huere  oht  that,  par  la  grace  Dke  ! 
Hee  wolleth  ous  delyvren  of  that  false  contree, 

3ef  hii  conne.* 
Muche  hath  Scotlond  forlore, 
Whet  a-last,  whet  bifore, 
Ant  lutel  pris  wonne. 

Nou  ichulle  fonge  ther  ich  er  let, 
Ant  tellen  ou  of  Frisel,  ase  ich  ou  byhet  90 

In  the  batayle  of  Kyrkenclyf  Frysel  was  y-take, 
Ys  continaunce  abatede  eny  bost  to  make 

Biside  Strivelyn  : 
Knyhtes  ant  sweynes, 
Fremen  ant  theynes, 
Monye  with  hym. 

So  hii  weren  byset  on  everuche  halve, 
Sonime  slaye  were,  ant  somme  dreynte  hem-selve; 
Sire  Johan  of  Lyndeseye  nolde  nout  abyde, 
He  wod  into  the  water  his  feren  him  bysyde,         too 

To  adrenche. 
Whi  nolden  hii  be  war  ? 
Ther  nis  non  a3eyn  star  \ 

Why  nolden  hy  hem  by-thenche. 

her,  after  she  was  taken  by  the  English,  to  have  said  that  her 
huslvand  and  herself  were  like  to  be  such  a  king  and  queen  as 
leii  dances  round  a  maypole.     See  also  Holinshed,  ad  an,  1306. 
*  A  very  judicious  proviso,  as  appeared  in  the  sequeL 
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This  wes  byfore  Seint  Bartholomeus  masse, 
That  Frysel  wes  y-take,  were  hit  more  other  lasse ; 
To  sire  Thomas  of  Multone,  gentil  baroun  ant  fre, 
Ant  to  sire  Johan  Jose  by-take  tho  wes  he, 

To  honde  : 
He  wes  y-fetered  weel  no 

Bothe  with  ym  ant  with  steel 
To  bringen  of  Scotlonde. 

Sone  therafter  the  tydjmge  to  the  kyng  com, 
He  him  sende  to  Londone  with  mony  armed  grom 
He  com  yn  at  Newegate,  y  telle  yt  ou  aplyht, 
A  gerland  of  leves  on  ys  hed  y-dyht  * 

Of  grene ; 
For  he  shulde  ben  y-knowe 
Bothe  of  he3e  ant  of  lowe 

For  trey  tour,  y  wene.  120 

Y-fetered  were  ys  legges  under  his  horse  wombe, 
Bothe  with  ym  ant  with  stel  mankled  were  ys  honde, 
A  gerland  of  peruenke  set  on  ys  heved, 
Muche  wes  the  poer  that  him  wes  byreved 

In  londe  : 
So  God  me  amende  ! 
Lutel  he  wende 

So  be  broht  in  honde. 

Sire  Herbert  of  Norham,t  feyr  knyht  ant  bold. 

For  the  love  of  Frysel  ys  lyf  wes  y-sold,  130 

*  So  Wallace,  at  his  mock-trial  at  Westminster,  was 
"crowned  with  laurel,"  as  Stowe  relates,  **for  that  he  had 
said,  in  times  past,  that  he  ought  to  bear  a  crown  in  that  hall  (as 
it  was  commonly  reported).'*    V.  ante  v.  ii.  zxi^post  v.  180. 

t  He  was  one  of  the  Scotish  prisoners  in  the  Tower  ;  and  is 
said  to  hare  been  so  confident  of  the  safety  or  success  of  sir 
Simon  Fraser,  that  he  had  offered  to  lay  his  own  head  on  the 
block  if  that  warrior  suffered  himself  to  be  taken  ;  and  (however 
involuntarily)  it  seems  he  kept  his  word.    Vide  M.  West.  450. 
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A  wajour  he  made,  so  hit  wes  y-told, 
Ys  heved  of  to  smhyte,  3ef  men  him  brohte  in  hold, 

Wat  so  bytyde  : 
Sory  wes  he  thenne 
Tho  he  myhte  him  kenne 
Thourh  the  toun  ryde. 

Thenne  seide  ys  scwyer  a  word  anon  ryht, 
Sire,  we  beth  dede,  ne  helpeth  hit  no  wyht, 
Thomas  de  Boys  the  scwyer  wes  to  nome, 
Nou,  ychot,  our  wajour  tumeth  ous  to  gome,         140 

So  y-bate  : 
Y  do  ou  to  wyte, 
Here  heved  wes  of  smyte, 
Byfore  the  Tour  gate. 

This  wes  on  oure  Levedy  even,*  for  sothe  ych  under- 

stonde, 
The  justices  seten  for  the  knyhtes  of  Scotlonde, 
Sire  Thomas  of  Multone,t  an  heny  knyht  ant  wys. 
Ant  sire  Rauf  of  Sondwych,{  that  muchel  is  *  hold ' 
in  prys. 

Ant  sire  Johan  Abel ; 
Mo  y  mihte  telle  by  tale,  150 

Bothe  of  grete  ant  of  smale, 

3e  knowen  suythe  wel. 

Thenne  saide  the  justice,  that  gen  til  is  ant  fre, 
Sire  Simond  Frysel,  the  kynges  traytour  hast  thou  be, 
In  water  ant  in  londe,  that  monie  myhten  se, 
What  sayst  thou  thareto,  hou  wolt  thou  quite  the  ? 


*  7th  September  1 306. 

t  He  was  one  of  the  Justices  of  the  Kings  Bench  in  1289.  17 
E.  T. 
+  Made  a  Baron  of  the  Exchequer  5  E.  2.  13 12. 
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Do  say. 
So  foul  he  him  wiste, 
Nede  waron  *  triste ' 

For  to  segge  nay.  i6o 

Ther  he  wes  y-demed,  so  hit  wes  londes  lawe, 
For  that  he  wes  lordswyk,  furst  he  wes  to-drawe, 
Upon  a  retheres  hude  forth  he  wes  y-tuht, 
Sum  while  in  ys  time  he  wes  a  modi  knyht, 

In  huerte. 
Wickednesse  ant  sunne 
Hit  is  lutel  wunne 

That  maketh  the  body  smerte. 

For  al  is  grete  poer  3et  he  wes  y-laht, 
Falsnesse  ant  swykedom,  al  hit  geth  to  naht,  170 

Tho  he  wes  in  Scotlond  Intel  wes  ys  thoht 
Of  the  harde  jugement  that  him  wes  bysoht 

In  stounde. 
He  wes  four-sithe  forswore 
To  the  kyng  ther  bifore,* 

Ant  that  him  brohte  to  grounde. 

With  feteres  ant  with  gyves  ichot  he  wes  to-drowe, 
From  the  Tour  of  Londone,  that  monie  myhte  knowe 
In  a  cartel  of  burel  a  selkethe  wyse, 
Ant  a  gerland  on  ys  heved  of  the  newe  guyse,        180 

Thurh  Cheepe ; 
Moni  mon  of  Engelond 

*  Sir  Simon  was  one  of  those  whom  K.  Edward  brought  out 
of  Scotland  in  1296,  when  that  kingdom  was  first  subdued.  He 
remained  a  close  prftoner  about  eight  months,  and  was  then  freed, 
on  entering  into  the  usual  engagement  with  the  conqueror,  to 
which,  however,  it  is  certain  he  did  not  think  proper  to  adhere  ; 
esteeming  it,  perhaps,  more  sinful  to  keep  such  a  forced  obliga- 
tion than  to  take  it.    Abercrombie,  I.  552. 
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For  to  se  Symond 

Thide  ward  con  lepe. 

Tho  he  com  to  galewes,  furst  he  wes  an-honge, 
Al  quic  byheveded,  thah  him  thohte  longe, 
Seththe  he  wes  y-opened,  is  boweles  y-brend, 
The  heved  to  Londone  brugge  wes  send, 

To  shonde : 
So  ich  ever  mote  the,  190 

Sum  while  wende  he 

Ther  lutel  to  stonde. 

He  rideth  thourh  the  sitd,  as  y  telle  may, 
With  gomen,  ant  wyth  solas,  that  wes  here  play. 
To  Londone  brugge  hee  nome  the  way, 
Moni  wes  the  wyves  chil  that  theron  laketh  a  day, 

Ant  seide,  Alas ! 
That  he  wes  ibore, 
Ant  so  villiche  for-lore, 

So  feir  mon  ase  he  was.  200 

Nou  stont  the  heved  above  the  tubrugge, 
Faste  bi  Waleis,  soth  for  te  sugge, 
After  socour  of  Scotlond  longe  he  mowe  prye, 
Ant  after  help  of  Fraunce  wet  halt  hit  to  lye, 

Ich  wene. 
Betere  him  were  in  Scotlond, 
With  is  ax  in  ys  hond, 

To  pleyen  o  the  grene. 

Ant  the  body  hongeth  at  the  galewes  faste, 
With  yrnene  claspes  longe  to  Taste,   *  210 

For  te  wyte  wel  the  body,  ant  Scottysh  to  garste, 
Foure  ant  tuenti  ther  beoth  to  sothe  at  laste, 

By  nyhte, 
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3ef  eny  were  so  hardi 
The  body  to  *  remuy ' 
Al  so  to  dyhte. 

Were  sire  Robert  the  Bruytz  y-come  to  this  londe, 
Ant  the  erl  of  Asseles,*  that  harde  is  an  honde, 
AUe  the  other  pouraiile,  forsothe  ich  understonde, 
Mihten  be  ful  blythe  ant  thonke  Godes  sonde,        220 

Wyth  ryhte ; 
Thenne  myhte  uch  mon 
Bothe  riden  ant  gon 

In  pes  withoute  vyhte. 

The  traytours  of  Scotland  token  hem  to  rede 
The  barouns  of  Engelond  to  brynge  to  dede, 
Charles  of  Fraunce,  so  moni  mon  tolde, 
With  myht  ant  with  streynthe  hem  helpe  wolde, 

His  thonkes. 
Tprot  Scot,  for  thi  strif,  230 

Hang  up  thyn  hachet  ant  thi  knyf, 
Whil  him  iasteth  the  lyf 

With  the  ionge  shonkes. 

*  The  earl  of  Athol,  John  de  Strathbogie.  Attempting  to 
escape  by  sea,  he  was  driven  back  by  a  storm,  taken,  and  con- 
veyed to  London,  where  he  was  tried,  condemned,  and,  with 
circumstances  of  great  barbarity,  put  to  death,  7th  &c.  November, 
1306.  (M.  West.  461.)  Which  proves  the  present  ballad  to 
have  been  composed  between  that  time  and  the  7th  of  September 
preceding. 

*^  The  following  curious  particulars  of  the  capture  and 
execution  of  this  sir  Simon  Fraser  are  transcribed  from  the  frag- 
ment of  an  old  chronicle  in  the  British  Museum,  (MSS.  Harl. 
266.)  written  about  the  time  of  Henry  the  sixth  ;  being  much 
the  same  with  that  printed  by  Caxton. 

Howe  Robert  the  Brus  was  scomfited  in  bataille  and  howe 
S3rmond  Frisell  was  slayn. 
THE  fryday  next  bifore  [the]  assumpcioun  of  onre  lady  king 
Edeward  mette  Robert  the  Brus  bbides  seynt  Johns  toune  in 

C 
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Scotland,  and  with  his  companye,  of  whiche   companye  king 
Edewarde  quelde  sevene  thowsand.     When  Robert  the  Brus  saw 
this  myschif  and  gan  to  flee  and  hovd  hym  that   men  myghte 
nought  hym  fynde  :  but  sir  Simond  Frisell  pursuede  hym  socore, 
so  that  he  tumede  ayen  and  abode  bataille,  for  he  was  a  worthy 
knyght  and  a  bolde  of  body  ;  and  the  Englisshe  men  pursuede 
hym  sore  yn  every  syde,  and  quelde  the  stede  that  sir  Symond 
Frisell  rood  uppon  ;  and  thei  toke  hym,  and  lad  hym  to  the 
host.     And  sir  Symond  bigan  for  to  flater  and  speke  faire,  and 
saide  lordysJL^halle  yeve  yqu  iiij  thousand  marke  of  sylver,  and 
myne  hors  and  hameys  and  alle  my  armure  and  vicome.     Tho 
answerd  Theobaude  of  Pevenes  that  was  the   kinges  archer. 
Now  god  me  so  helpe  hit  is  for  nought  thou  spexte,  for  alle  the 
gold  of  Engelonde  I  wold  the  noght  lete  gone,  wnthoute  com- 
maundement  of  king  Edeward  :  and  tho  was  he  lad  to  the  king. 
And  the  king  wolde  not  see  hym  but  commaunded  to  lede  hym 
awey  to  his  dome  to  London,  on  our  ladyes  even  nativite  ;  and 
he  was  honge  and  drawe  and  his  heede  smyten  of ;  and  honged 
ayene  with  chynes  of  iren  oppon  the  galwes ;  and  his  hede  was 
sette  oppon  London-brug  on  a  sper  ;  and  ayens  Cristeniasse  the 
body  was  brent  :  for  enchesoun  that  the  men  that  kepte  the 
body  by  nyghte  sawe  menye  devellis  rampande  with  iren  crokes, 
rennynge  uppon  the  gallews  and    horribliche  turmented  the 
body  ;  and  meny  that  ham  sawe  anoon  after  thei  deied  for  dred 
or  woxen  mad  or  sore  syknesse  thei  had. 

The  history  of  the  Scotish  champion  Wallace  is  better  kno\vn. 

The  cruel  and  arbitrary  treatment  which  these  and  other 
illustrious  patriots  experienced  from  the  ambitious,  but,  happily, 
disappointed  Edward,  when  treachery  or  the  fortune  of  war  had 
put  them  in  his  power,  will  for  ever  deprive  his  character  of  that 
admiration  to  which  his  courage  and  ability  would  otherwise 
have  justly  entitled  it.  The  following  animated  imprecation, 
with  which  Wallace's  military  chaplain  concludes  his  annals,  is 
too  remarkable  not  to  deserve  frequent  notice,  and,  indeed,  per- 
petual remembrance.  "  Damnandus  sit  dies  nativitatis  Johannis 
de  Monteith,*  et  excipiatur  suum  nomen  ex  libro  vitae  ;  maledictus 
sit  in  aeternum  inhumanus  iste  tyrannus,  cum  nobilis  ille 
Scotorum  ductor  pro  suae  vi.tutis  praemio  vitam  aetemam  habebit, 
in  secula  seculorum.  Amen."  Relationes  Amaldi  Blair ^  apud 
**  The  acts  and  deeds  of  sir  W.  Wallace,*^    Edinburgh,  1 758. 

*  The  "  immanent  proditoretn  "  of  Wallace. 
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VIII. 

A  BALLAD  ON  THE  SCOTISH  WARS. 
From  a  MS.  in  the  Cotton  library,  Julius,  A.  V. 

As  y  yod  on  ay  mounday, 

Bytwene  Wyltinden  and  Walle, 
*  Be '  ane  after  brade  waye, 

Ay  litel  man  y  met  withalle. 

The  leste  that  ever  y  sa,  the  [sothe]  to  say, 

Oither  in  hour,  either  in  halle : 
His  robe  was  noither  grene  na  gray, 

Bot  alle  yt  was  of  riche  palle. 

On  me  he  cald,  and  bad  me  bide, 

Wei  stiile  ye  stode  ay  litel  space,  i  o 

Fra  Lanchestre,  the  parke-syde, 

Y  cen  he  come,  wel  fair  his  pase. 

He  hailsed  me,  with  mikel  pride, 

Ic  haved  wel  mykel  ferly  wat  he  was ; 

I  saide,  Wel  mote  the  bityde, 

'  Thou '  litel  man,  with  large  face ! 

I  biheld  that  litel  man. 

By  the  stretes  als  we  gon  gae  : 
His  berd  was  syde  ay  large  span. 

And  *  gilded '  *  als  the  fether  of  pae  ;         20 

His  heved  was  wyte  als  any  swan. 

His  hegehen  war  gret  and  grai, 
Als  so  brues  lange,  wel  i  the  can, 

Merk  it  to  five  inches  and  mae.  ♦ 
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Armes  scort,  forsothe  i  saye, 

Ay  span  semed  thaem  to  bee, 
Handes  brade,  vytouten  nay, 

And  fingeres  lange  he  scheued  me. 

Ay  Stan  he  tok  op  thar  it  lay, 

And  castid  forth  that  i  mothe  see,  30 

Ay  merk  soot  of  large  way 

Bifor  me  strides  he  castid  three. 

Wei  stille  i  stod,  als  did  the  stane, 

To  loke  him  on  thouth  me  nouthe  lange : 

His  robe  was  alle  golde  bigane, 
Wei  crustlik  maked  i  understande. 

Botones  *  asure  '*  everilk  ane, 
Fra  his  elbouthe  ontil  his  hande 

Elidelik  man  was  he  nane. 

That  in  mjm  hert  ich  onderstande.  40 

Til  him,  i  sayde,  ful  sone  onane, 
Forthirmar,  i  wald  him  fraine : 

*  Gladli '  wild  i  wit  thi  name. 

And  i  wist  wat  me  mouthe  gaine : 

Thou  ert  so  litel  of  flesse  and  bane. 
And  so  mikel  of  mithe  and  mayne  : — 

War  vones  thou,  litel  man,  at  hame, 
W^yt  of  their  walde  [i]  ful  faine. 

*'  Thoth  i  be  litel  and  lith. 

Am  y  noth  wy  thou  ten  wane,  50 

Ferli  frained  thou  wat  hi  hith, 

That  thou  salt  noth  with  my  name. 


♦  Asurd,  MS, 
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My  '  woninge  '-stede  ful  wel  es  '  dyght,' 
Nou,  sone,  thou  salt  se  at  hame." 

Til  him,  i  sayde,  for  godes  mith, 
Lat  me  forth  myn  erand  gane. 

"  The  thar  noth  of  thin  errand  lette, 
Thouth  thou  come  ay  stonde  wit  me, 

Forther  salt  thou  noth  bisette 

Bi  miles  twa,  noyther  bi  three."  60 

Na  linger  durst  i  for  him  lette, 

Bot  forth  ii  fun  did  wyt  that  free, 
Stintid  us  brok  no  beck, 

Ferlick,  me  thouth,  hu  so  mouth  bee. 

He  vent  forth,  als  ii  you  say. 

In  at  ay  yate,  ii  understande, 
In  til  ay  yate,  *  wyouten '  nay. 

It  to  se  *  thouth'  me  nouth  lange. 

The  bankers  on  the  binkes  lay. 

And  fair  lordes  sett  ii  *  fande,'  70 

In  ilke  ay  him  ii  herd  ay  lay, 

And  levedys,  south,  me  loude  sange. 

Lith^,  both^  yonge  and  aide. 

Of  ay  worde  ii  wil  you  saye, 
Ay  litel  tale  that  me  was  tald 

Erli  on  ay  wedenesdaye  : 

A  mody  barn,  that  was  ful  bald, 

My  frend,  that  ii  frained  aye, 
Al  my  yering  he  me  tald, 

And  yatid  me,  als  we  went  bi  waye.  80 
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"  Miri  man,  that  es  so  wythe, 

Of  ay  thinge  gif  me  answere. 
For  him  that  mensked  man  wyt  mith, 

Wat  sal  worth  of  this  were  ? 

And  eke  our  folke,  hou  sal  thai  fare, 

That  at  ere  bi-northen  nou  ? 
Sal  thai  have  any  contr^  thare  ? 

*  Or'*  wether  hande  sal  haye  the  prou  ?  " 

Ay  Toupe,  he  sayde,  es  redy  thare, 

Agayn  him  yitt  es  nane  that  don,  90 

On  yonde-alf  Humbre  es  ay  Bare, 
Be  he  sped  sal  sides  son ; 

Bi  he  have  sped,  als  sal  thai  spede, 

And  redi  gat^s  on  to  fare. 
And  man  be  mensked  for  his  mede, 

And  stable  stat  for  evermare. 

And,  sethen  thou  fraines,  ii  wille  the  say. 

And  sette  the  state  in  stability, 
Rymittes  recth,  als  thou  may. 

For  ay  skill  ii  tell  it  thee ;  100 

And  warn  em  wel,  wytouten  nay, 

A  tjrme  bifor  the  Trinity, 
Thare  sal  deye,  on  ay  day, 

A  folke  on  feld  ful  fa  sal  flee. 

Wa  so  flees  sal  duelle  in  care. 
For  thare  may  na  man  tim^  tyde, 

A  Toupe  sal  stand e  agayn  ay  Bare, 
He  es  ful  bald,  him  daf  habide. 

*  Other,  MS. 
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**  Miri  man,  ii  pray  thee,  yif  thou  maye, 
Yif  that  thi  wille  ware,  no 

Bathe  thair  names  thou  me  saye, 
Wat  hate  the  Toupe,  and  wat  the  Bare  ?  " 

Ant  he  sayde,  [withjouten  nay. 
Hate  the  tane,  trou  thou  my  lare, 

Ar  thou  may  that  other  say. 
That  sal  be  falden  wyt  that  fare. 

The  wiser  es,  ii  noth  of  that, 

"  Miri  man,  wat  may  this  be  ?  " 
"  Nou  have  ii  sayde  the,  wat  thai  hat, 

Forther,  wites  thou  noth  for  me.  120 

So  lange  the  I^ebard  loves  the  layke, 
*  Wat  hi '  on  sped  your  spel  ye  spille, 

And  lates  the  Lion  have  his  raike. 
Wit  werke  in  '  Werdale,'  als  he  wille. 

The  Bare  es  bonden  hard  in  baite, 

Wit  foMs  that  wil  folies  fiUe, 
The  Toupe  in  toune  your  werkes  wayte, 

To  bald  his  folke  he  bid^s  stille. 

Bide  wa  bide,  he  sal  habide, 

Thar  fol^s  for  thair  fals^  fare,  130 

Fa  fra  feld  1  cen  sal  ryde. 

The  land  sal  lev^  wit  the  Bare." 

"  Forthermatj,  ii  wille  the  frein. 
My  frend,  yif  that  thi  wille  ware, 

Sal  ii  telle  it  forthe  or  layn. 
Or  thou  sal  telle  me  any  mare." 


•  ♦. 
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"  Rymith  '  recth/  als  ii  the  sayn, 

Als  sal  thou  redi  find  it  thare, 
And  fel  be  of  thi  tithinges  fain, 

Wen  liv^s  liggen  on  holt^s  hare.  140 

Bot,  oute  sal  ride  a  chivauchb, 

Wit  febel  fare  on  a  nith, 
So  fals^  sal  thaire  wayt^s  be, 

That  deye  sal  many  a  doug[h]ty  knyth. 

Knyth  and  scoyer  bathe  sal  deye, 

That  other  moren  biyond  ma, 
Thouche  thay  be  never  so  sleeche, 

Wyt  schrogen  suet  fra  lives  ga. 

The  Bare  es  bone  to  tyne  the  tour, 

Bot  bald  sal  be  of  bataille  swa,  150 

Wa  bides  him  on  hard  and  herch, 
That  day  sal  deye,  and  duelle  in  wa. 

Wyt  foles  sal  the  feld  be  leest, 

A  poeple  liest  fol  neghe  biside, 
Sal  come  out  of  the  souther- west, 

Wyt  reken  routes  ful  on  ride. 

Thar  sal  the  fol^s  dreeg  is  paine. 

And  folie,  for  his  false  fare. 
Lie  opon  the  feld  slayne. 

And  lose  his  live  for  evermare.  1 60 

And  wyt  sal  winne  the  lande  agayn, 

A  day  fra  Glide  onto  Clare, 
And  fa  be  of  thair  frendes  fain. 

And  tour^s  stande,  als  that  did  are ; 


^ 
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And  simple  men,  that  wil  have  dede, 

Thar  sal  thai  ful  redi  finde, 
That  mester  afFe  to  wynne  theem  mede, 

P'or  faut^  sal  noth  stande  bihinde. 

*  The'  Bare  es  brouth  out  of  his  denne, 

The  Lepard  haldds  hym  so  lange,  1 70 

That  we  wate  never  swa  ne  swenne, 
Na  wilk  of  them  sol  weld  the  land. 

Amange  ay  hondre,  no  fynd  ii  tenne, 

That  thai  ne  fald  als  a  wande. 
By  reson  may  thou  knaw  and  kenne, 

That  be  ful  fele  has  wroth  alle  wrang. 

Wrangwis  werk^s  sul  men  se 

Be  flemed  for  thair  fals  willes, 
And  after  them  sal  with  ay  be, 

And  out  em  out  of  alle  thair  wyles.'*  180 

"  Miri  man,  '  ii  the  beseke '  ^ 

Of  a  t)rthing  telle  me  mar : 
Hou  hendds  alle  ys  folke  to-yere, 

Suilke  qualme  no,  saith  ii,  never  ar. 

So  comeli  '  som '  men  deyen  here, 

Pover  na  riche  es  nane  to  spare. 
Lith^,  he  sayd,  ii  sal  the  ler[e]. 

Have  thou  no  ferly  of  that  fare. 

For  twenti  '  thousand/  mot  thou  say, 

*  Deyed '  tother  day,  on  this  half  *  Twede/      190 

[That]  sal  falle  by  thou  on  ay  day 
So  livds  lithe  sal  alle  that  lede. 

*  Beseke  the  yif  that  the  wille  ware,  MS, 
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In  my  sa,  the  south  ii  say, 

Herkens  alle,  of  a  tyme 
That  sal  be  after  neue-yers-day, 

Lat  clerkds  se  the  neexte  prime. 

The  terme  es  werd^,  soeth  to  say, 
And  twelve  es  comen  after  nigne, 

To  led  him  forth  a  langd  waye, 

His  wonyng-stede  es  on  *  yond-half '  Tyne.  200 

On  sout[h]-half  Tyne  sal  he  wone, 

Wyt  thou  wel,  it  sal  be  swa, 
Fra  suth  sal  blessed  brether  come, 

And  dele  the  lande  even  in  twa. 

When  domes  es  do,  and  on  his  dede, 

Sal  na  mercy  be  biside, 
Na  man  have  mercy  for  na  mede, 

Na  in  hope  thair  hevedes  hide. 

Bot  soffid  sal  be  mani  of  stede, 

For  res  that  thai  sal  after  ride  ;  210 

And  seen  sal  Leautd  Falsed  lede. 

In  rapds,  some  aft^r  that  tyde. 

Fra  twa  to  three  the  lande  es  liest, 

Bot,  nameli,  sal  ic  fur  the  twa, 
•The  Lion  thare  sal  fare  to  feght 

The  lande  till  the  Bare  sal  ga. 

Wel  *  gladli  *  wald  ii  understande. 
To  telle  theem  hou  so  *  most  it '  be, 

Welke  of  theem  *  sal '  weld  the  lande. 

For  wel  thou  spake  of  the  three.  220 
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A  T  biside  an  L  ii  '  fande/ 

Chese  thi  selven  seg  [h]e  and  see, 
An  Ed  the  thred,  wyt  hope  and  hande, 

[Thai  schuUen  bathe]  the  baillifs  bee. 

Bot  nou  of  theem  [ii  sal]  the  lede,* 

That  es  so  bald  that  dar  habide, 
That  theem  sal  reu,  yif  ii  can  rede, 

On  ay  friday,  on  est-half  Glide, 

For,  wel  thai  wen  hour  lande  to  winne, 

To  fele  that  [thai]  may  finde  biforin,  230 

Thai  sal '  be '  blenked  ar  thai  blinne, 
*  Thai '  folis  that  haves  ben  forthorin. 

Many  be  dampned  to  '  deye '  tharinne, 
That  riden  hech,  wyt  hond  and  horin, 

Wen  yonge  sal  falle,  for  aid  S)mne, 
And  lose  the  lyf,  and  be  forthorin. 

Wrang^  werk&  wil  away 

It  sal  be  als  god  hav^s  sette. 
Of  thair  biginnynge  can  ii  say, 

Sal  na  frend  of  other  *  rette.'  240 

'  Doughty '  sal  *  dey^ '  on  the  feld, 

To  wyt  theem  be  never  so  wa. 
And  Falsed,  under  hallds  held. 

In  frith  sul  men  the  folds  ta. 

Leautd  men  havds  ben  ful  seld. 

It  sal  be  sette  wyt  mirthds  ma. 
And  marchant[s]  have  the  werld  to  weld. 

And  '  chapmen '  f  wyt  thair  packds  ga. 

*  Hat  loves,  MS,  f  Capman,  MS, 
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And,  than,  sal  Reson  raike  and  ride, 

And  *  Wisdom^ '  beware  es  best,  250 

And  Leaut^  sal  gar  leal  habide. 

And,  sithen,  sal  hosbond-men  af  rest. 


IX. 

A  BALLAD  AGAINST  THE  FRENCH,* 

— "whose  officers,"  it  seems,  **  extorting  too  much  from  the  in- 
habitants of  Bruges,  in  Flanders,  were  murthered  there  ;  and 
the  French  kings  power,  commanded  by  the  count  *  de  *  St 
Pol,  discomfited :  after  which  K.  Philip  the  Fair  sending  an- 
other mighty  army,  under  the  conduct  of  the  count  d' Artois, 
against  these  Flemings ;  he  was  killed,  and  the  French  were 
abnost  all  cutt  to  pieces.  The  later  of  these  battels  was  stricken 
on  Wednesday  the  7th  of  July,  1 301."     Wanley. 

From  the  MS.  in  the  Harleian  Library,  No.  2253. 

LusTNETH,  lordinges,  bothe  3onge  ant  olde, 

Of  the  Freynssh-men  that  were  so  proude  ant  bolde, 

Hou  the  Flemrayssh-men  bohten  hem  ant  solde, 

Upon  a  Wednesday. 
Betere  hem  were  at  home  in  huere  londe 
Then  for  te  seche  Flemmyssh  by  the  see  stronde, 
Wharethourh  moni  Frenshe  wyf  wryngeth  hire  honde, 

Ant  singeth,  weylaway. 

The  Kyng  of  Fraunce  made  statuz  newe, 
In  the  lond  of  Flaundres,  among  false  ant  trewe,     10 
That  the  commun  of  Bruges  ful  sore  con  ar-ewe. 

Ant  seiden  amonges  hem, 

— 

*  [Also  printed  in  Wright's  Political  Songs,  1839,  p.  187.] 
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Gedere  we  us  togedere  hardilyche  at  ene, 
Take  we  the  bailifs  bi  tuenty  ant  by  tene, 
Clappe  we  of  the  hevedes  an  oven  o  the  grene, 

Ant  caste  we  y  the  fen. 

The  webbes  ant  the  fullaris  assembleden  hem  alle, 
Ant  makeden  huere  consail  in  huere  commune  halle, 
Token  Peter  Conyng  huere  kyng  to  calle, 

Ant  beo  huere  cheventeyn,         20 
Hue  nomen  huere  rouncyns  out  of  the  stalle, 
Ant  closeden  the  toun  withinne  the  walle, 
Sixti  bayhes  ant  ten  hue  maden  a-doun  falle, 

Ant  moni  another  sweyn. 

Tho  wolde  the  baylies  that  were  come  from  Fraunce, 

Dryve  the  Flemisshe  that  made  the  destaunce, 

Hue  tumden  hem  a3eynes  with  suerd  ant  with  launce, 

Stronge  men  ant  lyht. 
Y  telle  ou  for  sothe,  for  al  huere  bobaunce, 
Ne  for  the  avowerie  of  the  kyng  of  Fraunce,  30 

Tuenti  score  ant  fyve  haden  ther  meschaunce, 

By  day  ant  eke  by  nyht. 

Sire  Jakes  de  Seint  Poul  yherde  '  hou  '  hit  was, 
Sixtene  hundred  of  horsmen  asemblede  o  the  gras  : 
He  wende  toward  Bruges  pas  _pur pas, 

With  swithe  gret  mounde. 
The  Flemmysshe  y-herden  telle  the  cas, 
A-gynneth  to  clynken  huere  basyns  of  bras, 
Ant  al  hem  to-dryven  ase  ston  doth  the  glas. 

Ant  fellen  hem  to  grounde.         40 

Sixtene  hundred  of  horsmen  hede  ther  here  fyn, 
Hue  ley3en  y  the  stretes  y-styked  ase  swyn, 
Ther  hue  loren  huere  stedes,  ant  mony  rouncyn, 

Thourh  huere  oune  prude. 

F.  33.  hcut,  MS. 
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Sire  Jakes  ascapede  by  a  coynte  gyn, 

Out  at  one  posteme  ther  me  solde  wyn,  f 

Out  of  the  fyhte  hom  to  ys  yn 

in  wel  muchele  drede. 

Tho  the  Kyng  of  Fraunce  y-herde  this  anon, 
Assemblede  he  is  douss6  pers  everuchon,  5° 

The  prbude  Eorl  of  Artoys  ant  other  mony  on, 

to  come  to  Paris. 
The  barouns  of  Fraunce  thider  conne  gon. 
Into  the  paleis  that  paved  is  with  ston. 
To  jugge  the  Fleramissh  to  bemen  ant  to  slon 

thourh  the  flour  de  lis. 

Thenne  seide  the  Kyng  Phihp,  lustneth  nou  to  ine, 

Myn  eorles  ant  my  barouns  gentil  ant  fre, 

Goth,  faccheth  me  the  traytours  y-bounde  to  mykne: 

Hastifliche  ant  blyve.  60 

Tho  suor  the  Eorl  of  Seint  Poul,  par  la  Goule  de! 
We  shule  facche  the  rybaus  wher  thi  wille  be. 
Ant  drawen  hem  [with]  wilde  hors  out  of  the  countre, 

By  thousendes  fyve. 

Sire  Rauf  Devel,  sayth  the  Eorl  of  Boloyne, 

Nus  ne  lei'rwn  en  vie  chanoun  ne  moyne, 

Wende  we  forth  anon  ritht  withoute  eny  assoygne, 

Ne  no  lyves  man. 
We  shule  flo  the  Conyng,  ant  make  roste  is  loyne, 
The  word  shal  springen  of  him  into  Coloyne,  70 

So  hit  shal  to  Acres  ant  into  Sesoyne, 

Ant  maken  him  ful  wan. 

Sevene  eorls  ant  fourti  barouns  y-tolde, 
Fiftene  hundred  knyhtes,  proude  ant  swythe  bolde, 
Sixti  thousent  swyers  amonge  3unge  ant  olde, 

Flemmisshe  to  take. 
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emmisshe  hardeliche  hem  com  tojeynes, 

oude  Freinsshe  eorles,  huere  knyhtes,  ant  huere 

sweynes. 

leden  ant  sloweri,  by  hulles  ant  by  pleynes, 

Al  for  huere  kynges  sake.  80 

renshe  come  to  Flaundres  so  liht  so  the  hare ; 
were  mydnyht  hit  fel  hem  to  care ; 
ere  laht  by  the  net,  so  bryd  is  in  snare, 

With  rouncin  ant  with  stede. 
emmisshe  hem  dabbeth  o  the  het  bare  ; 
Dlden  take  for  huem  raunsoun  ne  ware, 
eddeth  of  huere  hevedes,  fare  so  hit  fare. 

Ant  thareto  haveth  hue  nede. 

e  seyth  the  Eorl  of  Artois,  Y  3elde  me  to  the, 
)onyng,bythi  nome,3ef  thou  art  hende  ant  fre,  90 
ne  have  no  shame  ne  no  vyltb, 

That  y  ne  be  noud  ded. 
e  swor  a  bocher,  By  my  leautb, 
hou  ner  more  the  Kyug  of  Fraunce  se, 
the  toun  of  Bruges  in  prisone  be, 

Thou  woldest  spene  bred. 

ly  were  knulled  y  tfie  putfalle, 
orles  ant  barouns  ant  huere  knyhtes  alle ; 
ledies  huem  mowe  abide  in  boure  ant  in  halle, 

Wei  longe :  100 

m  mot  huere  kyng  other  kynhtes  calle, 
stedes  taken  out  of  huere  stalle, 
li  habbeth  dronke  bittrere  then  the  galle, 

upon  the  drue  londe. 

the  kyng  of  Fraunce  y-herde  this  tydynge, 
lot  doun  is  heved,  is  honden  gon  he  wrynge, 
hout  al  Fraunce  the  word  bygon  to  sprynge  ; 
Wo  wes  huem  tho. 


110 
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Muche  wes  the  sorewe  ant  the  wepinge 
That  wes  in  al  Fraunce  amonge  olde  ant  3ynge, 
The  meste  part  of  the  lond  bygon  for  te  synge 

"  Alas  !  ant  weylawo  ! " 

Awey,  thou  3unge  pope,  whet  shal  the  to  rede, 
Thou  hast  lore  thin  cardinals  at  thi  mest  nede, 
Ne  keverest  thou  hemnevere  for  nones  kunnes  mede, 

For  sothe  y  the  telle. 
Do  the  forth  to  Rome,  to  amende  thi  misdede, 
Bide  gode  halewen,  hue  lete  the  betere  spede, 
Bote  thou  worche  wysloker,  thou  losest  lond  ant  lede, 

The  coroune  wel  the  felle.        120 

Alas  !  thou  seli  Fraunce !  for  the  may  thunche  shonie 
That  ane  fewe  fuUaris  maketh  ou  so  tome, 
Sixti  thousent  on  a  day  hue  maden  fot  lome, 

With  eorl  ant  knyht 
Herof  habbeth  the  Flemysshe  suithe  god  game, 
Ant  suereth  by  Seint  Omer  ant  eke  bi  Seint  Jame, 
3ef  by  ther  more  cometh,  hit  falleth  huem  to  shame 

With  huem  for  te  fyht. 

I  telle  ou  for  sothe,  the  bataille  thus  bigon 

Bituene    Fraunce    ant    Flaundres,    hou   hue    weren 

fon,  130 

Vor  Vrenshe  the  eorl  of  Flaundres,  in  prison  hedeu 

y-don, 

With  tresoun  untrewe. 
3e[f]  the  Prince  of  Walls  his  lyf  habbd  mote, 
Hit  falleth  the  Kyng  of  Fraunce  bittrore  then  the  sote, 
Bote  he  the  rathere  therof  welle  do  bote, 

Wel  sore  hit  shal  hym  rewe. 
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X. 

A  SONG  IN  PRAISE  OF  THE  AUTHORS 

MISTRESS. 

From  the  same  MS. 

Bytuene  Mersh  ant  Averil, 

When  spray  biginneth  to  springe, 
The  Intel  foul  hath  hire  wyl 

On  hyre  lud  to  synge  ; 
Ich  libbe  in  lovelonginge 
For  semlokest  of  alle  thynge, 
He  may  me  blisse  bringe, 

Icham  in  hire  banndoun. 
An  hendy  hap  ichabbe  yhent, 
Ichot  form  hevene  it  is  me  sent,  lo 

From  alle  wymmen  mi  love  is  lent, 

Ant  lyht  on  Alysoun. 

On  hen  hire  her  is  fajn*  ynoh, 

Hire  browe  broune,  hire  eghe  blake  ; 

With  lossum  chere  he  on  me  loh ; 
With  middel  smal  ant  wel  ymak  : 

Bote  he  me  woUe  to  hire  take, 

Fort^  buen  hire  owen  make, 

Longe  to  lyven  ichuUe  forsake. 
And,  feye,  fallen  adoun.  20 

An  hendy  hap,  &c. 

Nihtes  when  y  wende  ant  wake, 
Forthi  myn  wonges  waxetrt^won, 

Levedi,  al  for  thine  sake 
Longinge  is  ylent  me  on. 

In  world  nis  non  so  wyter  mon, 

That  al  hire  bounty  telle  con  : 

D 
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Hire  swyre  is  whittore  then  the  swon, 

Ant  feyrest  may  in  toune. 
An  hendy  hap,  &c. 

Icham,  for  wowing,  al  forwake, 

Wery  so  water  in  wore  ; 
Lest  eny  reve  me  my  make, 

Ychal  be  y-yymed  yore. 
Betere  is  tholien  whyle  sore 
Then  mournen  evermore, 
Geynest  iindergore, 

Herkne  to  my  roun. 
An  hendi,  &c. 


XI. 
A  LOVE  SONG, 

"  whose    author    describes    his    beautiful,    but    unrelen 

From  the  same  MS. 


mistress." 


ICHOT  a  burde  in  boure  bryht, 
That  fully  semly  is  on  syht, 
Menskful  maiden  of  myht, 

Feir  ant  fre  to  fonde. 
In  al  this  wurhliche  won, 
A  burde  of  blod  ant  of  bon 
Never  yete  ynuste  non 

Lussomore  in  londe. 
Blow  northerne  wynd ! 
*  Send '  thou  me  my  suetyng  ! 
Blow,  northerne  wynd  !  blou,  blou,  blou 

With  lokkes  lefliche  ant  longe, 
With  frount  ant  face  feir  to  *  fonge,' 
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With  murthes  monie  mote  heo  monge, 

That  brid  so  breme  in  boure. 
With  lossom  eye  grete  ant  gode, 
With  browen  blysfol  underhode, 
He  that  reste  him  on  the  rode, 

That  leflych  lyf  honoure. 

[BloU,  &C.]  20 

Hire  lure  lumes  liht, 
Ase  a  launterne  a-nyht, 
Hire  bleo  blykyeth  so  bryht, 

So  feyr  heo  is  ant  fyn. 
A  suetly  su3rre  heo  hath  to  holde, 
With  armes  shuldre  ase  mon  wolde, 
Ant  fyngres  feyre  forte  folde, 

God  wolde  hue  were  myn ! 
[Blou,  &c.] 

Middel  heo  hath  menskful  smal,  30 

Hire  loveliche  chere  as  cristal ; 
Theghes,  legges,  fet  ant  al, 

Ywraht  wes  of  the  beste. 
A  lussum  ledy  lasteles, 
That  sweting  is  ant  ever  wes, 
A  betere  burde  never  nes. 

Yheryed  with  the  heste. 
[Blou,  &c.] 

Heo  is  dereworthe  in  day, 

Graciouse,  stout  ant  gay,  40 

Gentil,  jolyf,  so  the  jay, 

Worhliche  when  heo  waketh. 
Maiden  murgest  of  mouth, 
Bi  est,  by  west,  by  north  ant  south, 
Ther  nis  ficle  ne  crouth 

That  such  murthes  maketh. 
[Blou,  &c.] 


52  ANCIENT  SONGS 

Heo  is  coral  of  godnesse, 

Heo  is  rubie  of  ryhtfulnesse, 

Heo  is  cristal  of  claimesse,  50 

Ant  baner  of  bealtfe. 
Heo  is  lilie  of  largesse, 
Heo  IS  parvenke  of  prouesse, 
Heo  is  solsecle  of  suetDesse, 

Ant  ledy  of  lealtfe. 
[Blou,  &c] 

To  love  that  leflich  is  in  londe, 
Ytolde  him,  as  ych  understonde, 
Hou  this  hende  hath  hent  in  honde. 

On  huerte  that  m)m  wes  :  60 

Ant  hire  knyhtes  me  han  so  soht, 
Sykyng,  sorewyng,  ant  thoht, 
Tho  thre  me  han  in  bale  broht, 

Ayeyn  the  poer  of  pees. 
[Blou,  &c] 

To  love  y  putte  pleyntes  mo, 
Hou  sykyng  me  hath  siwed  so. 
Ant,  eke,  thoht  me  thrat  to  slo. 

With  maistiy  yef  he  myhte. 
Ant  serewe  sore  in  balful  bende,  70 

That  he  wolde,  for  this  hende. 
Me  lede  to  my  l)rves  ende, 

UnlahfuUiche  in  lyhte. 
[Blou,  &c.] 

Hire  love  me  lustnede  uch  word, 
Ant  beh  him  to  me  over  bord, 
Ant  bed  me  hente  that  hord, 

Of  myne  huerte  hele  \ 
Ant  bisecheth  that  swete  aril  swote, 
Er  then  thou  falle,  ase  fen  of  fote,  80 
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That  heo  with  the  wolle  of  bote 

Dereworthliche  dele. 
[Blou,  &c.] 

For  hire  love  y  carke  ant  care, 
For  hire  love  y  droupne  ant  dare, 
For  hire  love  my  blisse  is  bare. 

Ant  al  ich  waxe  won. 
For  hire  love  in  slep  yslake, 
For  hire  love  al  nyht  ich  wake. 
For  hire  love  moumyng  y  make  90 

More  then  eny  mon. 
[Blou,  &c.] 


XII. 
A  SONG  ON  THE  AUTHOR'S  MISTRESS, 

—  "whom  he  admires  as  the  fairest  maid  bituene  Lyncolne  ant 
Lyndeseye,  Norhampton  ant  Lounde  (i.  e.  London)." 

From  the  same  MS. 

When  the  nyhtegale  singes  the  wodes  waxen  grene, 
Lef  ant  gras  ant  blosme  springes  in  Averyl  y  wene. 
Ant  love  is  to  myn  herte  gon  with  one  spere  so  kene, 
Nyht  ant  day  my  blod  hit  drynkes,  myn  herte  deth 
me  tene. 

Ich  have  loved  al  this  yer  that  y  may  love  na-  more 
Ich  have  siked  moni  syk  lemmon  for  thin  ore, 
Me  nis  love  never  the  ner,  ant  that  me  reweth  sore, 
Suete  lemmon,  thench  on  me,  ich  have  loved  the  yore. 

Suete  lemmon,  jrpreye  the  of  love  one  speche, 

Whil  y  lyve  in  world  so  wyde  other  nuUe  y  seche  \  10 
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With  thy  love,  my  suete  leof,  mi  blis  thou  mihtes  eche, 
A  suete  cos  of  thy  mouth  mihte  be  my  leche. 

Suete  lemmon,  y  preye  the  of  a  love  bene, 
Yef  thou  me  lovest  ase  men  says,  lemmon,  as  y  wene ; 
Ant  yef  hit  thi  wille  be  thou  loke  that  hit  be  sene, 
So  muchel  y  thenke  upon  the  that  al  ywaxe  grene. 

Bituene  Lyncolne   ant  Lyndesey,  Norhamptoun  ant 

Lounde, 
Ne  wot  y  non  so  fayr  a  may  as  y  go  '  sore  '  ybounde : 
Suete  lemmon,  y  preye  the  thou  lovie  me  a  stounde, 
I  wole  mone  my  song  els  to  al  that  ys  on  grounde,    20 


XIII. 


A  SONG  SETTING  FORTH  THE  GOOD 
EFFECTS  OF  THE  SPRING. 

From  the  same  MS. 

Lenten  ys  come  with  love  to  toune, 
With  blosmen  ant  with  briddes  roune, 

That  al  this  blisse  bryngeth ; 
Dayeseyes  in  this  dales, 
Notes  suete  of  nyhtegales, 

Uch  foul  song  singeth. 

The  threstelcoc  him  threteth  00, 
Away  is  huere  wynter  wo, 

When  woderove  springeth ; 
This  foules  singeth  ferly  fele,  10 

Ant  wlyteth  on  huere  wynter  wele. 

That  al  the  wode  ryngeth. 

[  V.  20.  on  wham  that  hit  ys  on  ylong.  MS.I 
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The  rose  rayleth  hire  rode, 
The  leves  on  the  lyhte  wode, 

Waxen  al  with  wille  ; 
The  mone  mandeth  hire  bleo, 
The  lilie  is  lossom  to  seo, 

The  fenyl  ant  the  fille. 

Wowes  this  wilde  drakes, 

Miles  murgeth  huere  makes,  20 

Ase  strem  that  striketh  stille ; 
Mody  meneth,  so  doh  mo, 
Ichot  ycham  on  of  tho, 

For  love  that  likes  ille. 

The  mone  mandeth  hire  lyht, 
So  doth  the  semly  sonne  bryht, 

When  briddes  singeth  breme ; 
Deawes  donketh  the  dounes, 
Deores  with  huere  deme  rounes, 

Domes  fort6  deme.  30 

Wormes  woweth  under  cloude, 
Wymmen  waxeth  wounder  proude, 

So  wel  hit  wol  hem  seme. 
Yef  me  shal  wonte  wille  of  on. 
This  wunne  weole  y  wole  forgon, 

Ant  wyht  in  wode  be  fleme. 
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XIV. 

"A    DITTY    UPON    THE    UNCERTAINTY    OF 

'     THIS    LIFE    AND     THE    APPROACH     OF 

DEATH." 

From  the  same  MS. 

Wynter  wakeneth  al  my  care ; 
Nou  this  leves  waxeth  bare. 
Ofte  y  sike  ant  moume  sare, 
When  hit  cometh  in  my  thoht, 
Of  this  worldes  joie,  hou  hit  geth  al  to  noht. 

Nou  hit  is,  ant  nou  hit  nys, 
Also  hit  ner  nere,  y  wys : 
That  moni  mon  seith,  soth  hit  ys, 
Al  goth  bote  godes  wille  : 
Alle  we  shule  deye  thah  us  like  ylle. 

All  that  gren  me  graueth  grene ; 
Nou  hit  faleweth  albydene: 
Jhesu  help,  that  hit  be  sene, 
Ant  shild  us  from  helle ! 
For  ynot  whider  y  shal,  ne  hou  longe  her  duelle. 


XV. 

ADVICE  TO  THE  FAIR  SEX. 
[From  the  same  MS.] 

In  May  hit  murgeth  when  hit  dawes, 
In  dounes  with  this  dueres  plawes, 
Ant  lef  is  lyht  on  lynde  j 


AND  BALLADS,  57 

Blosmes  bredeth  on  the  bowes, 
Al  this  wylde  wyhtes  wowes, 
So  wel  ych  underfynde. 

Ynot  non  so  freoh  flour, 

Ase  ledies  that  beth  bryght  in  bour, 

With  love  who  mihte  hem  bynde ; 
So  worly  wjnnmem  are  by  west,  i  o 

One  of  hem  ich  herie  best 

From  Irlond  into  Ynde. 

Wymmen  were  the  beste  thing 
That  shup  oure  heghe  hevene  kyng, 

Yef  feole  false  nere ; 
Heo  beoth  to  rad  upon  huere  red, 
To  love  ther  me  hem  lastes  bed. 

When  heo  shule  fenge  fere. 

Lut  in  londe  are  to  leve, 

Thah  me  hem  trewe  trouthe  yeve,  20 

For  trecherie  to  yere ; 
When  trechour  hath  is  trouth  yplyht, 
By  swyken  he  hath  that  suete  wyht, 

Thah  he  hire  othes  swere. 

Wymmon  war  the  with  the  swyke. 
That  feir  ant  freoly  ys  to  fyke, 

Ys  fare  is  o  to  founde ; 
So  wyde  in  world  ys  huere  won, 
In  uch  a  toune  un  trewe  is  on, 

From  Leycestre  to  Lounde.  30 

Of  treuthe  nis  the  trechour  noht. 
Bote  he  habbe  is  wille  ywroht, 

At  stevenyng  umbestounde. 
Ah  !  feyre  levedies,  be  ou  war 
To  late  cometh  the  yeyn  char. 

When  love  ou  hath  ybounde. 


.  I 
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Wymmen  bueth  so  feyr  on  hewe, 
Ne  trow  y  none  that  nere  trewe, 

Yef  trechour  hem  ne  tahte. 
Ah  !    feyre  thinges,  freoly  bore,  40 

When  me[n]  ou  woweth  beth  war  bifore, 

Whuch  is  worldes  ahte. 

Al  to  late  is  seind  ayeyn, 
When  the  ledy  liht  byleyn, 

Ant  lyveth  by  that  he  hahte, 
Ah  I  wolde  Lylie  leor  in  lyn, 
Yhere  levely  lores  myn, 

With  selthe  we  weren  sahte. 


XVI. 
A  SONG  UPON  THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 

We  are  here  presented,  by  the  same  MS.,  with  the  idea  our  ances- 
tors entertained  of  an  imaginary  being,  the  subject  of  perhaps 
one  of  the  most  ancient  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  popular 
superstitions  in  the  world.  He  is  represented  leaning  upon  a 
fork,  on  which  he  carries  a  bush  of  thorn,  because  it  was  for 
*'  pycchynde  stake"  on  a  Sunday  that  he  is  reported  to  have 
been  thus  confined.*  There  cannot  be  a  doubt  that  the  fol- 
lowing is  the  original  story,  however  the  Moon  became  con- 
nected with  it. 

H  And  while  the  children  of  Israel  were  in  the  wilderness,  they 
found  a  man  that  gathered  sticks  upon  the  sabbath-day. 

\nd  they  that  found  him  gathering  sticks,  brought  him  unto 
Moses  and  Aaron,  and  unto  all  the  congregation. 

*  In  the  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  Peter  Quince,  the  carpentrr,  in 
ranging  his  dramatis  persona  for  the  play  before  the  duke,  directs  that — 
3ne  must  come  in  with  a  bush  of  thorns  and  a  lantern,  and  say,  he  comes 
disfigure,  or  to  present,  the  person  of  moon-shine."   Which  we  afterwards 

1  done.    ••  All  that  I  have  to  say,"  concludes  the  performer  of  this  strange 

t,  "  is,  to  tcU  you,  that  the  lantern  is  the  moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the  moon ; 
thorn-bush,  my  thorn-bush  ;  and  this  dog,  my  dog  :"  and  such  a  char- 

•r  appears  to  have  been  familiar  to  the  old  English  stage.     Vide  also 

ipest,  Act  II.  Scene  ii. 
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And  they  put  him  in  ward,  because  it  was  not  declared  what 

should  be  done  to  him. 
And  the  Lord  said  unto  Moses,  The  man  shall  be  surely  put  to 

death :    all   the   congregation   shall  stone   him  with  stones 

without  the  camp. 
And  all  the  congregation  brought  him  without  the  camp,  and 

stoned  him  with  stones,  and  he  died  ;  as  the  Lord  commanded 

Moses.     Numbers^  xv.  32,  et  seq. 

To  have  a  care  "  Lest  the  chorle  may  fall  out  of  the  moone," 
appears  from  Chancers  Troilus  to  have  been  a  proverbial 
expression  in  his  time. 

MoN,  in  the  mone,  stond  ant  streit, 

On  is  bot-forke  is  burthen  he  bereth  : 
Hit  is  muche  wonder  that  he  na  down  slyt, 

For  doute  leste  he  valle  he  shoddreth  ant  shereth  : 

When  the  forst  freseth  muche  chele  he  byd, 
The  thomes  beth  kene  is  hattren  to-tereth ; 

Nis  no  wytht  in  the  world  that  wot  wen  he  syt, 
Ne,  bote  hit  bue  the  hegge,  whet  wedes  he  wereth. 

Whider  trowe  this  mon  ha  the  wey  take, 

He  hath  set  is  o  fot  is  other  to  foren,  lo 

For  non  hithte  that  he  hath  ne  sytht  me  hym  ner  shake, 

He  is  the  sloweste  mon  that  ever  wes  yboren. 

Wher  he  were  o  the  feld  pycchynde  stake, 
For  hope  of  ys  thomes  to  dutten  is  doren. 

He  mot  myd  is  twybyl  other  trous  make. 
Other  al  is  dayes  werk  ther  were  yloren. 

This  ilke  mon  upon  heh  whener  he  were, 

Wher  he  were  y  the  Mone  boren  ant  yfed. 
He  leneth  on  is  forke  ase  a  grey  frere, 

This  crokede  caynard  sore  he  is  adred.  20 

Hit  is  mony  day  go  that  he  was  here, 
Ichot  of  is  emde  he  nath  nout  ysped  ; 

He  hath  hewe  sumwher  a  burthen  of  brere, 
Tharefore  sum  hayward  hath  taken  ys  wed. 


^ 
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"  Yef  thy  wed  ys  ytake,  bring  hom  the  trous, 

Sete  forth  thjm  other  fot,  stryd  over  sty ; 
We  shule  preye  the  hajrwart  hom  to  ur  hous, 

Ant  maken  hym  at  heyse  for  the  maystry ; 

Drynke  to  hym  deorly  of  fol  god  bous, 
Ant  oure  dame  Douse  shal  sitten  hym  by,  30 

When  that  he  is  dronke  ase  a  dreynt  mous, 
Thenne  we  schule  borewe  the  wed  ate  bayly." 

This  mon  hereth  me  nout,  thah  ich  to  hym  crye 

Ichot  the  cherl  is  def,  the  del  hym  to-drawe  ! 
Thah  ic  yeghe  upon  heth  nulle  nout  hye, 

The  lostlase  ladde  con  nout  o  lawe. 

Hype  forth,  Hubert !  hosede  pye, 
Ichot  Ihart  amarstled  in  to  the  inawe ; 

Thah  me  teone  with  hym  that  myn  teh  mye. 
The  cherld  nul  nout  adoun  er.the  day  dawe.  40 


XVII. 
A   SONG, 

— "made  A.D.  1308,  in  praise  of  the  valiant  knight  Sir  Piers 
de  Birmingham,  who  while  he  lived  was  a  scourge  to  the 
Irish,  and  died  A.D.  1288."  From  a  MS.  in  the  Harleian 
library  (No.  913)  of  the  same  age.  The  editor  confesses  his 
inability  to  reconcile  the  title  and  second  stanza  with  the 
following  passage  in  the  "  Annals  of  Ireland,"  in  which  this 
valiant  knight  is  frequently  mentioned,  but  never  till  after  the 
year  1288 : 

**  MCCCVIII.  On  the  second  of  the  ides  of  AprU  [i.e.  the 
14th  day  of  that  month]  died  the  lord  Peter  de  Birmingham, 
a  noble  champion  against  the  Irish." 

SiTH  Gabriel  gan  grete 
Ure  ledi  Mari  swete 
That  godde  wold  in  hir  lighte, 


# 
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A  thousand  yer  hit  isse, 
Thre  hundred  ful  i  wisse, 
Ant  over  yens  eighte. 

Than  of  the  eight  yere 
Tak  twies  ten  ifere 

That  wol  be  tuenti  fulle ; 
Apan  the  tuenti  dai  lo 

Of  Averil  bifor  Mai, 

So  Deth  us  gan  to  puUe. 

He  puUid  us  of  on, 
Al  Irlond  makith  mon 

Englelonck  as  welle ; 
Ful  wel  ye  witte  his  nam. 
Sir  Pers  the  Brimingham, 

Non  nede  hit  is  to  telle. 

His  nam  hit  was  ant  isse, 

Y  sigge  you  ful,  i  wisse,  20 

That  uppe  ssal  arise  : 
In  felle,  flesse  ant  bone, 
A  better  knight  nas  none. 

No  none  of  more  prise. 

Noble  wemire  he  was, 
A  gode  castel  in  place. 

On  stedq  ther  he  wold  ride, 
With  his  sper  ant  scheld. 
In  hard  wodde  ant  feld. 

No  thef  him  durst  abide.  30 

Do  thenchith  al  in  him, 
With  weepin  who  wol  win, 

Hou  gode  he  was  to  nede. 
In  batail  stif  to  stond, 
I  wis  is  pere  nas  nond, 

Alas  he  sold  be  dede  ! 
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Al  Englis  men  that  beth 
Sore  mow  wep  is  deth, 

That  such  a  knight  ssold  falle  ; 
Thos  knightis  everich  one  40 

Of  him  mai  mak  mone, 

As  pervink  of  ham  alle. 

Pervink  he  might  be, 
Ant  that  for  thinges  thre, 

He  ussid  oft  ant  lome, 
That  was  one  of  the  best, 
He  ne  leet  no  thef  hav  rest, 

In  no  stid  ther  he  come. 

Another  thing  also, 

To  Yrismen  he  was  fo,  50 

That  wel  wide  whare ; 
Ever  he  rode  aboute. 
With  streinth  to  hunt  ham  ute, 

As  htmter  doth  the  hare. 

For  whan  hi  wend  best 
In  wildernis  hav  rest, 

That  no  man  ssold  ham  see. 
Than  he  wold  drive  a  quest 
Anon  to  har  nest, 

In  stid  ther  hi  wold  be.  60 

Of  slep  he  wold  ham  wak. 
For  ferdnis  he  wold  quak. 

Ant  fond  to  sculk  awai  3 
For  the  hire  of  har  bedde. 
He  tok  har  hevid  to  wedde. 

Ant  so  he  taght  ham  plai. 

Thos  Yrismen  of  the  lond 
Hi  swor  ant  tok  an  hond 
The  Englis  men  to  trai ; 
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Ant  seid  hi  wold  quelle,  70 

As  fale  35  ic  you  telle, 
Al-apon  o  dai. 

The  erl  of  Ulvester, 
Sir  Emond  the  Botiler, 

Sire  Jon  le  Fiz  Tomas, 
Algate  al  bi  name. 
Sire  Pers  the  Briminghame, 

This  was  har  compas. 

This  corapasment  com  ute 

Fram  knight  to  knight  abute,  80 

Hit  nas  noght  lang  ihidde ; 
Thos  knightis  preid  al, 
That  meschans  most  ham  fal, 

Yif  scape  hi  ssold  ther  midde. 

Ant  swor  by  godis  name 
To  yild  the  cuntrd  pane, 

Whan  hi  might  com  to  ; 
Ant  that  withute  lette 
To  certein  dai  isette, 

This  thing  ssold  he  do.  90 

Lang  er  this  dai  was  com 
Hit  was  foryit  with  som. 

That  neisse  beth  to  nede ; 
Alas !  what  ssold  hi  ibor 
Throgh  ham  this  lond  is  ilor 

To  spille  ale  ant  bred. 

Sire  Pers  the  Brimingham, 
On  emist  ant  again. 

This  dai  was  is  thoght ; 
He  thoght  ordres  to  mak,  100 

What  time  he  might  ham  tak. 

Of  travail  nas  him  noght. 
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O  Konwir  that  was  king 
His  ketherin  he  gan  bring, 

The  maister  heet  Gilboie  ; 
Right  at  the  Trinitfe, 
Whan  hodes  sold  best  be, 

To  Pers  in  Totomoye : 

Ant  yite  of  other  stoore 
Com  Ethe  Mac  Mai  More, 

Ant  other  fale  bi  name ; 
Sire  Pers  lokid  ute, 
He  seei  such  a  rut 

Him  thoght  hit  nas  no  game. 

Sir  Pers  ses  ham  com, 
He  receivid  al  ant  som, 

Noght  on  iwemd  nas  \ 
Sith  hoodis  he  let  mak, 
Noht  on  nas  /brsak, 

Bot  al  he  did  ham  grace. 

Save  o  wrech  that  ther  was, 
He  cuthe  noght  red  in  place, 

*  Ne '  sing  whar  he  com ; 
He  was  of  Caym  is  kinne, 
Ant  he  refusid  him. 

He  wend  unhodid  hom. 

He  that  this  sang  let  mak. 
For  sir  Persis  sake, 

Wei  wid  hath  igo ; 
Wid  whar  isoght, 
Ant  god  pardon  iboght, 

Two  hundrid  daies  ant  mo. 


V,  123,  No.  MS, 


\ 
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XVIII. 

"A2EYN  MI  WILLE  I  TAKE  MI  LEVE/' 

.  *^fona  an  immense  folio  in  the  Bodleian  library,  known  by  the 
title  of  MS.  Vernon,  consisting  of  between  four  and  five  hundred 
large  parchment  leaves,  and  containing  a  variety  of  religious  and 
other  poems,  in  a  chamcter  which  the  editor  conjectured,  on  ' 
woking  over  it,  to  be  of  the  fourteenth  century  (i.e.  of  the  reign 
0' Edward  III.  or  Richard  II.)     The  song  is  at  folio  404. 

Now  burnes,  buird^s,  bolde  and  blythe 

To  blessen  ow  her  nou  am  I  bounde, 
I  thonke  you  alle  a  thousand  sithe, 

And  prei  god  save  you  hoi  and  sounde ; 

Wherever  ye  go,  on  gras  or  grounde, 
He  ow  governe,  withouten  greve, 

For  frendschipe  that  I  here  have  founde, 
Azeyn  mi  wille  I  take  mi  leve. 

For  frendschipe  and  for  yiftes  goode, 

For  mete  and  drinke  so  gret  plentb  lo 

That  lord  that  raught  was  on  the  roode 

He  kepe  thi  comeli  cumpayn^ ; 

On  see  or  lond,  wher  that  ye  be, 
He  governe  ow  withouten  greve ; 

So  good  disport  ye  han  mad  me, 
Azeyn  miVille  I  take  my  leve. 

Ayein  mi  wille  althaugh  I  wende, 

I  may  not  alwey  dwellen  here,  * 

For  everi  thing  schal  have  an  ende, 

And  frend^s  are  not  ay  ifere.  20 

Be  we  never  so  lef  and  dere, 
Out  of  this  world  al  schul  we  meve, 

And,  whon  we  buske  unto  ur  bere, 
Azeyn  ur  wille  we  take  ur  leve. 

£ 


f 
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And  wende  we  schuUe,  I  wot  never  whenne 

Ne  whoderwaxd,  that  we  schul  fare, 
But  endeles  blisse,  or  ay  to  brenne, 

To  everi  mon  is  yarked  yare ; 

Forthi,  I  rede,  uch  mon  we  ware, 
And  lete  ur  werk  ur  word^s  preve,  3° 

So  that  no  sunne  ur  soule  forfare, 
Whon  that  ur  lyf  hath  taken  his  leve. 

Whon  that  ur  lyf  his  leve  hath  lauht, 

Ur  bodi  lith  bounden  bi  the  wowe, 
Ur  richesses  alle  from  us  ben  raft, 

In  clottes  colde  ur  cors  is  throwe. 

Wher  are  thi  frendes?  ho  wol  the  knowe? 
Let  seo  ho  wol  thi  soule  releve ; 

I  rede  the,  mon,  ar  thou  ly  lowe, 
Beo  redi  ay  to  take  .thi  leve.  40 

Be  redi  ay,  whatever  bifalle, 

Al  sode)nili  lest  thou  be  kiht  j 
Thou  wost  never  whonne  thi  lord  wol  calle, 

Loke  that  thilaumpe  beo  brennynge  briht:* 

For,  leve  me  wel,  but  thou  have  liht, 
Riht  foule  thi  lord  wol  the  repreve. 

And  fleme  the  fer  out  of  his  siht. 
For  al  to  late  thou  toke  thi  leve. 

Now  god  that  was  in  Bethleem  bore, 

He  yive  us  grace  to  serve  him  so,  50 

That  we  may  come  his  face  tofore. 
Out  of  this  world  whon  we  schul  go  : 
And  for  to  amende  that  we  misdo, 

In  clei  or  that  we  clynge  and  cleve ; 
And  mak  us  evene  with  frend  and  fo, 

And  in  good  tyme  to  take  ur  leve. 

*  An  allusion  to  S.  Matthe\¥,  c.  25. 
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Nou  haveth  good  dai,  gode  men  alle, 
Haveth  good  day,  yonge  and  olde, 

Haveth  good  day,  both  grete  and  snialle, 
And  graunt  merci  a  thousend  folde.  60 

Yif  ever  I  mighte,  ful  fayn  I  wolde, 

Don  ought  that  weore  unto  you  leve  : 
Crist  kepe  ow  out  of  cares  colde  ! 

For  nou  is  tyme  to  take  my  leve. 
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CLASS    II. 


COMPRISING 


THE  REIGNS  OF  HENRY  IV,  HENRY  V,  AND  HENRY  VI. 


I. 


THE  DEATH  OF  ROBIN  LYTH. 


This  singularly  curious  relic  is  given  from  a  small  quarto  MS. 
in  the  Sloane  library  in  the  Museum  (No.  2593),  consisting 
of  a  pretty  considerable  number  of  poetical  pieces,  "  some 
pious,  some  the  contrary,"  in  a  hand  which  appears  to  be 
nearly,  if  not  quite,  as  old  as  the  time  of  Henry  V.  But  from 
the  uncommon  rudeness  of  the  following  extract,  which  is 
totally  dissimilar  in  point  of  language  and  manner  to  any 
thing  the  editor  has  hitherto  met  with,  one  may  safely  venture 
to  pronounce  it  at  least  of  equal  date  with  the  commencement 
of  the  preceding  reign.  Who  or  what  this  Robin  Lyth  was, 
does  not,  otherwise  than  by  this  little  performance,  composed, 
it  should  seem,  to  commemorate  the  manner  of  his  death,  and 
of  the  revenge  taken  for  it,  any  where  appear.  That  he  was 
a  native  or  inhabitant  of  Yorkshire  is,  indeed,  highly  probable, 
for  two'  reasons  :  the  first  is,  that  a  few  miles  north  of  Whiiby 
is  a  village  called  Lvthe,  whence  he  may  be  reasonably  sup- 
posed  to  have  acquired  his  surname  :  the  second,  that  near 
Flamborough,  in  Holdemess,  is  a  large  cavern  in  the  rocks, 
subject,  at  present,  to  the  influx  of  the  sea,  which,  among  the 
country  people,  retains  to  this  day  the  name  of  Robin  Lyth 
HOLE  ;  from  the  circumstance,  no  doubt,  of  its  having  been 
one  of  his  skulking  places.  Robin  Hood,  a  hero  of  the  same 
occupation,  had  several  such  in  those  and  other  parts  :  and, 
indeed,  it  is  not  very  improbable  that  our  hero  had  been  for- 
merly in  the  suite  of  that  gallant  robber,  and,  on  his  masters 
death,  had  set  up  for  himself.  See  a  further  account  of  the 
above  cave  in  Pennants  Tour  in  Scotland, 

Gandaliny  an  uncommon  name^  occurs  in  the  old  Spanisl> 
romance  of  Atnadis  de  GauL 
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I  HERDE  a  carpyng  of  a  clerk, 

Al  at  yone  wod^s  ende, 
Of  gode  Robyn  and  Gandeleyn, 

Was  ther  non  other  *  thynge.' 
Robyn  Lyth  in  grene  wode  bowndyn. 

Stronge  thevys  wern  tho  chylderin  non, 
But  bowmen  gode  and  hende ; 

He  wentyn  to  wode  to  getyn  hem  fleych, 
If  god  wold  it  hem  sende. 

[Robyn,  &c.]  lo 

Al  day  wentyn  tho  chylderin  too, 

And  fleych  fowndyn  he  non, 
Til  it  were  ageyn  evyn. 

The  chylderin  wold  gon  hom. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Half  a  honderid  of  fat  falyf  der. 

He  comyn  ayon, 
And  alle  he  weryn  fayr  and  fat  inow. 

But  markyd  was  ther  non. 
Be  dere  god,  seyde  gode  [Robyn],  20 

Hereof  we  xul  have  on. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Robyn  *  bent '  his  joly  bo  we, 

Therin  he  set  a  flo. 
The  fattest  der  of  alle  the  herte 

He  clef  ato. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

He  hadd^  not  the  der  islawe 

Ne  half  cut  of  the  hyde, 
Ther  cam  a  schrewde  arwe  out  of  the  west,  30 

That  felde  Robertas  pryde. 

F.  4.  Gynge,  MS.  V,  23.  Went.  MS. 
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« 

Gandelyn  lokyd  hym  est  and  west, 

Be  every  syde. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

"  Hoo  hat  myn  mayster  slayin  ? 

Ho  hat  don  this  dede  ? 
Xal  I  never  out  of  grene  wode  go 

Ti[l]  I  se  sydis  blede." 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Gandeleyn  lokyd  hym  est  and  west,  40 

And  sowt  under  the  sunne ; 
He  saw  a  lytil  boy, 

Heclepyn  Wrennok  of  Doune. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

A  good  bowe  in  his  bond, 

A  brod  arwe  therine. 
And  fowre  and  twenty  goode  arwys 

Trusyd  in  a  thrumme. 
"  Be  war  the,  war  the,  Gandeleyn, 

Herof  thu  xalt  ha'  summe.  50 

[Robyn,  &c.] 

"  Be  war  the,  war  the,  Gandeleyn, 

Hirof  thu  gyst  plentb/' 
Evere  on  for  another,  seyde  Gandeleyn, 

Mysaunter  have  he  xal  fle. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Qworat  xal  our  marke  be  ? 

Seyde  Gandeleyn. 
Everyche  at  otheris  herte, 

Seyde  Wrennok  ageyn.  60 

[Robyn,  &c.] 
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Ho  xal  yeve  the  ferste  schote  ? 

Seyde  Gandeleyn. 
And  i  xal  yeve  the  on  beforn, 

Seyde  Wrennok  ageyn. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Wrennok  schette  a  ful  good  schote, 

And  he  schet  not  to  hye, 
Throw  the  sanchothis  of  his  bryk, 

It  towchyd  neyther  thye. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Now  hast  thu  yovyn  me  on  beforn, 
Al  thus  to  Wrennok  seyde  he, 

And,  throw  *  the'  myght  of  our  lady, 
A  better  i  xal  yeve  the. 

[Robyn,  &c.] 

Gandeleyn  bent  his  goode  bowe, 

And  set  therin  a  flo, 
He  schet  throw  his  grene  certyl, 

His  herte  he  clef  on  too. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Now  xalt  thu  never  yelpe,  Wrennok, 

At  ale  ne  at  wyn. 
That  thu  hast  slawe  goode  Robyn, 

And  his  knave  Gandeleyn. 
[Robyn,  &c.] 

Now  xalt  thu  never  yelpe,  Wrennok, 

At  wyn,  ne  at  ale. 
That  thu  hast  slawe  goode  Robyn, 

And  Gandeleyn  his  knave, 
Robyn  Lyghth  in  grene  wode  bow[n]dyn. 

V.  75.  thu,  MS, 
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II. 

THE  TURNAMENT  OF  TOTTENHAM.* 
From  a  MS.  in  the  Harleian  library  (No.  5396). 

alle  thes  kene  conquerours  to  carpe  it  wer  kynde; 
fele  feghtyng  folk  ferly  we  fynde ; 
:  Tumament  of  Totenham  have  we  in  mynde  ; 
er  harme  sych  hardynes  wer  holden  byhynde. 
In  story  as  we  rede 
Of  Hawkyn,  of  Herry, 
Of  Tomkyn,  of  Terry, 
Of  them  that  were  du3ty 
And  stalworth  in  dede. 

*fel  in  Totenham  on  a  der  day,  lo 

r  was  mad  a  shurtyng  be  the  hy-way  : 
ier  com  al  the  men  of  the  contray, 
lyssylton,  of  Hygate,  and  of  Hakenay, 
And  all  the  swete  swynke[rs]. 
Ther  hopped  Hawkyn, 
Ther  daunsed  Dawkyn, 
Ther  trumped  Tomkyn, 
And  all  wer  trewe  drynkers. 

the  day  was  gon  and  evyn-song  past, 
:  thay  schuld  rekyn  ther  scot  and  ther  contes  cast : 
;yn,  the  potter,  into  the  *  press '  past, 
sayd  Rondol  the  refe,  a  do3ter  thou  hast, 
Tyb  the  dere : 

Therfor  wyt  wold  i, 


Printed  in  Hazlitt's  Popular  Poetry^  iii.  82  et  seqq.  That 
liffers,  but  it  was  not  thought  worth  while  to  note  the 
ions.] 


V- 
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Whych  of  alle  thys  bachelery 
Wer  best  worthy 
To  wed  hur  to  hys  fere. 

Upstyrt  thos  gadelyngys  wyth  ther  long  staves,* 
And  sayd,  Rondol  the  refe,  lo  !  thys  lad  raves, 
Baldely  amang  us  thy  do3ter  he  craves,  30 

And  we  er  rycher  men  then  he,  and  mor  gode  haves 
Of  catell  and  corn  ; 

Then  sayd  Perk)ai  to  Tybbe  i  have  hy3t 
That  i  schul  be  alway  redy  in  my  ry3t. 
If  that  it  schuld  be  thys  day  seveny3t. 
Or  *  elles '  yet  to  morn.* 

Then  sayd  Randolfe  the  refe,  Ever  be  he  waryed, 
That  about  this  carpying  lenger  wold  be  *  taryed : ' 
I  wold  not  my  do3ter,  that  scho  wer  miscaryed. 
But  at  hur  most  worschyp  i  wold  scho  wer  maryed :  40 
Therfor  a  turnament  schal  begyn, 
Thys  day  sevenyght, 
Wyth  a  flayl  for  to  fyght ; 
And  [he]  that  is  of  most  myght, 
Schalle  brouke  hur  wyth  wynne. 

Whoso  berys  hym  best  in  the  turnament, 
Hym  schalle  be  granted  the  gre  be  the  comon  assent, 
For  to  Wynne  my  do3ter  wyth  dughtynesse  of  dent. 
And  Coppeld,  my  brode-henne,  that  was  broght  out 
of  Kent : 

And  my  donnyd  kowe  :  50 

For  no  spens  wyl  i  spare. 
For  no  catell  wyl  i  care, 
He  schal  have  my  gray  mare, 
And  my  spottyd  sowe. 

*  [And  thou3  hit  were  to  morne. — Hazliit.'] 
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er  was  many  a  bold  lad  ther  bodyes  to  bede  : 
an  thay  toke  thayr  leve,  and  homward  thay  yede ; 
d  alle  the  *  weke  after '  thay  graythed  ther  wede, 
U  it  come  to  the  day,  that  thay  suld  do  ther  dede. 
They  armed  tham  in  mattes ; 

Thay  set  on  ther  nollys,  60 

For  to  kepe  ther  pollys, 
Gode  blake  bollys, 
For  batryng  of  battes. 

ay  sowed  tham  in  schepeskynnes,  for  thay  suld  not 

brest : 
•on  toke  a  blak  hat,  insted  of  a  crest ; 
basket  or  a  panyer  before '  on  ther  brest, 
d  a  flayle  in  ther  hande ;  for  to  fy3t  prest, 
Furth  gon  thay  fare  : 

Ther  was  kyd  mekyl  fors. 
Who  schuld  best  fend  hys  cors :  70 

He  that  had  no  gode  hors, 
He  gat  hym  a  mare.  ^ 

:h  another  gadryng  have  i  not  sene  oft, 
ien  alle  the  gret  company  com  rydand  to  the  croft. 
b  on  a  gray  mare  was  set  up  on  loft 
I  a  sek  ful  of  fedyrs,  for  scho  schuld  syt  soft, 
And  led  *  till '  the  *  gap.' 
For  cryeng  of  al  the  men 
Forther  wold  not  Tyb  then, 
Tyl  scho  had  hur  brode-hen  80 

Set  in  hur  lap. 

ray  gyrdyl  Tyb  had  on,  borwed  for  the  nonys, 
d  a  garland  on  hur  hed  ful  of  rounde  bonys. 


f 


V.  57.  Woke  afterward,  MS^ 
^  V.  66.  Harow  brod  as  a  fanne  above,  MS.  ] 
\V.  *11.  And  led  hur  to  the  cap,  MS,\ 
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And  a  broche  on  hur  brest  ful  of  *  sapphyre '  stonys, 
Wyth  the   holy-rode   tokenyng  was  wretyn  for  the 
nonys ; 

*  For  no  spendings  thay  had '  spared. 
When  joly  Gyb  saw  hur  there, 
He  gyrd  so  hys  gray  *  mare ' 
*  That '  sche  lete  a  *  fowkin  fare ' 
At  the  rereward.  9° 

I  wow  to  god,  quoth  Herry,  i  schal  not  lefe  '  behynde,' 
May  i  mete  wyth  Bernard  on  Bayard  the  blynde, 
Ich  man  kepe  hym  out  of  my  wynde, 
For  whatsoever  that  he  be,  befor  me  i  fynde, 
I  wot  i  schul  hym  greve. 
Wele  sayd,  quoth  Hawkyn, 
And  i  avow,  quoth  Dawkyn, 
May  i  mete  wyth  Tomkyn, 
Hys  flayle  [i  schal]  hym  reve. 

I  vow  to  god,  quoth  Hud,  Tyb,  son  schal  thou  se,  100 
Whych  of  alle  thys  bachelery  grant[ed]  is  the  gre  : 
I  shal  scomfet  thaym  alle,  for  the  love  of  the ; 
In  what  place  so  i  come  thay  schul  have  dout  of  me, 
Myn  armes  ar  so  cler  : 

I  bere  a  reddyl  and  a  rake, 
Poudred  wyth  a  brennand  drake, 
And  three  cantell[es]  of  a  cake 
In  ych  a  '  corner.' 

I  vow  to  god,  quoth  Hawkyn,  yf  *  i '  have  the  gowt, 
Al  that  i  fynde  in  the  *  felde  thrustand '  heraboute,   1 10 
Have  i  twyes  or  thryes  redyn  thurgh  the  route, 
In  ych  a  stede  ther  thay  *  may  se/  of  me  thay  schal 
have  doute. 


[V.  86.  No  catel  was  ther,  MS.^ 


AND  BALLADS,  79 

WTien  i  begyn  to  play. 

I  make  avowe  that  i  ne  schalle. 

But  yf  Tybbe  wyl  me  calle, 

Or  i  be  thryes  doun  falle, 
Ryght  onys  com  away. 

n  sayd  Terry,  and  swor  be  hys  crede ; 
thou  never  yong  boy  forther  hys  body  bede, 
when  thay  fyght  fastest  and  most  ar  in  drede,  120 
hal  take  Tyb  by  the  hand,  and  hur  away  lede : 
I  am  armed  at  the  full : 
In  myn  armys  i  bere  wele, 
A  dogh-trogh,  and  a  pele, 
A  sadyll  wythouteu  a  panel!, 
With  a  fles  of  wolL 

w  to  god,  quoth  Dudman,  and  swor  be  the  stra. 
Is  me  has  left  my  mer,  thou  gets  hur  not  swa ; 
scho  ys  wele  schapen,  and  tyght  as  the  *  rae,' 
•  ys  no  capul  in  thys  myle  before  hur  schal  ga :  130 
Sche  wil  ne  noght  begyle  : 

Sche  wyl  me  ber,  i  dar  wele  say, 
On  a  lang  somerys  day. 
From  Hyssylton  to  Hakenay, 
Noght  other  half  myle. 

w  to  god,  quoth  Perkyn,  thow  speks  of  cold  rost, 
»al  wyrch  wyselyer  withouten  any  bost : 
of  the  best  capullys,  that  ar  in  thys  ost, 
t  i  schul  thaym  wynne,  and  bryng  thaym  to  my 
cost, 

Aiid  here  i  grant  tham  Tybbe :  140 

Wele  boyes  her  ys  he, 

That  wyl  fyght,  and  not  fle. 

For  i  am  in  my  jolyte, 
Wyth  so  forth,  Gybbe. 


• 
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When  thay  had  ther  vowes  [made],  furth[c]an  they  hye, 
Wytb  flayles,  and  homes,  and  trumpes  mad  of  tre ; 
Thear  wer  alle  the  bachelerys  of  that  centre, 
They  were  dyght  in  aray,  as  thamselfe  wold  be  : 
Thayr  baners  wer  ful  bryght 

Of  an  old  *  roten  '  felle  ;  150 

The  cheverone  of  a  plow-mell ; 
And  the  schadow  of  a  bell, 
Poudred  wyth  mone  lyght 

I  wot  it  *  was'  no  chylder  game,  whan  thay  togedyr  met, 
When  ich  a  freke  in  the  feld  on  hys  *  felow  bet,' 
And  layd  on  styfly,  for  nothyng  wold  thay  let. 
And  faght  ferly  fast,  tylle  ther  horses  swet, 
And  fewe  wordys' spoken  ; 
Ther  were  flayles  al  to-slatred, 
Ther  were  scheldys  al  to-flatred  160 

Bollys  and  dysches  al  to-schatred, 
And  many  hedys  brokyn. 

There  was  clynkyng  of  cart-sadellys  and  clatter3mg  of 

Cannes, 
Of  fele  frekys  in  the  feld  brokyn  wer  ther  fannes  ; 
Of  sum  wer  the  hedys  brokyn,  of  sum  the  brayn-panes, 
And  yll  war  [thay]  *  besene,'  or  ihay  went  thens. 
With  swyppyng  of  swepyllys. 

The  boyes  wer  so  wery  for-fught. 
That  thay  myght  not  fyght  mar  oloft, 
But  creped  then  about  in  the  croft,  170 

As  they  wer  croked  crepyls. 

Perkyn  was  so  wery  that  he  began  to  *  loute  : ' 
"  Help,  Hun  !  i  am  ded  in  thys  ylk  *  rowte  : ' 
A  hors  for  forty  pens,  a  gode  and  a  stoute  ! 
Til  at  i  may  lyghtly  come  of  my  noye  out, 


[r.  155.  Felaybe,  J/^.] 
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For  no  cost  wyl  i  spar," 

He  styrt  up  as  a  snayle, 

And  hent  a  capul  be  the  tayle, 

And  raght  Dawkin  hys  flayle, 
And  wan  there  a  mar.  i8o 

Perkyn  wan  five,  and  Hud  wan  twa : 
Glad  and  blythe  thay  war,  that  thay  had  don  sa  ; 
Thay  wold  have  tham  to  Tyb,  and  present  hur  with  tlia : 
The  capulls  were  so  wery,  that  thay  myght  not  ga, 
But  styl  gon  thay  stond. 

Alas  !  quoth  Hudde,  my  joye,  i  lese ; 
Me  had  lever  then  a  ston  of  chese, 
That  der  Tyb  had  al  these, 
And  wyst  it  wer  my  *  sond.' 

Perkyn  tumyd  hym  about  in  that  ych  thrange,       1 90 
Among  tho9  wery  boyes  he  wrest  and  he  wrang ; 
He  threw  tham  doun  to  the  erth,  and  thrast  tham 

amang, 
AVhen  he  saw  Tyrry  away  wyth  Tyb  fang, 
And  after  hym  ran  ; 

Off  his  horse  he  hym  drogh. 
And  gaf  hym  of  hys  flayl  inogh  : 
We  te  he  !  quoth  Tyb,  and  lugh. 
Ye  er  a  dughty  man. 

*Thus'  thay  tugged  and  rugged,  tyl  yt  was  ner  nyght : 
All  the  wyves  of  Totenham  come  to  se  that  syght  200 
With  wyspes  and  kexis,  and  ryschys  ther  lyght, 
To  fech  hom  ther  husbandes,  that  wer  tham  trouth- 
plyght, 

And  sum  broght  gret  *  harows ' 
Ther  husbandes  for  to  hom  fech. 
Sum  on  dores,  and  sum  on  hech, 
Sum  on  hyrdyllys,  and  som  on  crech, 
And  sum  on  whele-barows. 
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Thay  gaderyd  Perkyn  about  [on]  everych  syde, 
And  grant  hym  ther  the  [gre],  the  mor  was  hys  pride: 
Tyb  and  he,  wyth  gret  merthe,  homward  con   thay 
ryde,  210 

And  wer  al  nyght  to  gedyr,  tyl  the  mom  tyde  ; 
And  thay  *  to  church  went : ' 
So  wele  hys  nedys  he  has  sped, 
That  der  Tyb  he  *  hath '  wed  : 
The  prayse-folk,  that  hur  led, 
Wer  of  the  tomiment. 

To  that  ylk  fest  com  many  for  the  nones ; 
Some  come  hyphalt,  and  some  trippand  on  the  stonys; 
Sum  a  staf  in  hys  hand,  and  sum  two  at  onys ; 
Of  sum  wer  the  hedes  broken,  and  [of]   sum  the 
schulder  bonys :  220 

With  sorow  com  thay  thedyr. 

Wo  was  Hawkyn,  wo  was  Heny, 
Wo  was  Tomkyn,  wo  was  Terry, 
And  so  was  al  the  bachelary 
When  thay  met  togedyr. 

At  that  fest  thay  wer  servyd  with  a  ryche  aray. 
Every  fyve  and  fyve  had  a  cokenay ; 
And  so  thay  sat  in  jolyte  al  the  lang  day ; 
And,  at  the  last,  thay  went  to  bed,  with  ful  gret  deray: 
Mekyl  myrth  was  them  among ;  230 

In  every  comer  of  the  hous 
Was  melody  delycyous 
For  to  her  precious 
Of  S}'x  menys  sang.* 

f  /'.  212.    In  fere  as  sent,  AfS,'\ 

*  [In  Hazlitt  the  ToiimatrtftU  is  followed  by  a  piece  called 
the  Fiast^  as  to  which  see  Retrosp.  Rci'lciv,  N.  S.  i.  112.] 
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III. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  OTTERBURN.* 

Yt  fell  abowght  the  Lamasse  tyde, 
When  husbondes  wynne  ther  haye, 

The  dowghtye  Dowglasse  bowynd  him  to  rydc. 
In  Ynglond  to  take  a  praye. 

The  yerlle  of  Fyffe,  withouten  stryffe, 

He  bowyn  him  over  Sulway  : 
The  grete  wolde  ever  together  ryde, 

That  raysse  they  may  rewe  for  aye. 

Over  *  Ottercap  '-hyll  they  cam  in, 

And  so  dowyn  by  Rodelyflfe-crage,  lo 

Upon  Grene-*  Ley  ton '  they  lyghted  dowyn, 

*  Styrande  many  a '  stage  : 

And  boldely  brente  Northombtfrlond, 

And  haryed  many  a  towyn ; 
They  dyd  owr  Ynglyssh  men  grete  wrange, 

To  battell  that  were  not  bowyn. 

Than  spake  a  berne  upon  the  bent, 

Of  comforte  that  was  not  colde, 
And  sayd,  We  have  Northoraberlond, 

We  have  all  welth  in  holde.  20 

Now  we  have  haryed  all  Bamborowe  schyre, 
All  the  welth  in  the  worlde  have  wee, 

I  rede  we  ryde  to  Newe-castbll, 
So  styll  and  stalwurthlye. 

Upon  the  morowe,  when  it  was  day, 
The  standerdes  schone  fuUe  bryght ; 


Fought  the  9th  of  August,  1388. 
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To  the  Newe-castbll  they  toke  the  waye, 
And  thether  they  cam  fulle  ryght. 

Sir  Heny  Perssy  lave  at  the  New-castbll, 
I  tell  yow  withowtten  drede ;  3° 

He  had  byn  a  march-man  all  hys  dayes, 
And  kept  Barwyke  upon  Twede. 

To  the  Newe-castell  when  they  cam, 
The  Scottes  they  cryde  on  hyght, 

Sir  Hary  Perssy,  and  thow  byste  within, 
Com  to  the  fylde  and  fyght : 

For  we  have  brente  Northomberlonde, 

Thy  erytage  good  and  ryght ; 
And  syne  my  logeyng  I  have  take, 

With  my  brande  dubbyd  many  a  knyght.     40 

Sir  Harry  Perssy  cam  to  the  walles. 

The  Skottyssh  oste  for  to  se ; 
And  sayd.  And  thou  hast  brent  Northomberlond, 

Full  sore  it  rewyth  me. 

Yf  thou  hast  haryed  all  Bamborowe  schyre, 
Thou  hast  done  me  grete  envye ; 

For  the  trespasse  thow  hast  me  done. 
The  tone  of  us  schall  dye. 

Where  schall  I  byde  the,  sayd  the  Dowglas, 
Or  where  wylte  thow  com  to  me  ?  50 

"  Atte  Otterborne  in  the  hygh-way, 
Ther  mast  thow  well  logeed  be. 

"  The  roo  full  rekeless  ther  sche  runnes, 

To  make  the  game  and  gle  : 
The  fawken  and  the  fesaunt  both. 

Among  the  holtes  on  hye." 
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Ther  mast  thow  have  welth  at  wyll, 

Well  looged  ther  mast  be, 
Yt  schall  not  be  long  or  I  com  the  tyll, 

Sayd  syr  Harry  Perssye.  60 

Ther  schal  I  byde  the,  sayd  the  Dowglas, 

By  the  fayth  of  my  bodye. 
Thether  schall  I  com,  sayd  syr  Harry  Perssy ; 

My  trowth  I  plyght  to  the. 

A  pype  of  wyne  he  gave  them  over  the  walles, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yow  saye : 
Ther  he  mayd  the  Dowglasse  drynke, 

And  all  hys  ost  that  daye. 

The  Dowglas  turnyd  hym  homewarde  agayne, 
Forsoth  withowghten  naye,  70 

He  took  his  logeynge  at  Oterbome, 
Upon  a  wedynsday : 

And  ther  he  pyght  his  standerd  dowyn, 

Hys  gettyng  more  and  lesse ; 
And  syne  he  warned  his  men  to  goo 

To  chose  ther  geldynges  gresse. 

A  Skottysshe  knyght  hoved  upon  the  bent, 

A  wache,  I  dare  well  saye  : 
So  was  he  ware  on  the  noble  Perssy, 

In  the  dawnyng  of  the  daye.  80 

He  prycked  to  his  pavyleon  dore, 

As  fast  as  he  might  ronne. 
Awaken,  Dowglas  !  cryed  the  knyght. 

For  hys  love  that  syttes  in  trone. 

Awaken,  Dowglas !  cryed  the  knyght, 
For  thow  maste  waken  wyth  wynne ; 

Vender  have  I  spyed  the  prowde  Perssye, 
And  seven  standardes  wyth  hym. 
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Nay,  by  my  trowth,  the  Dowglas  sayed, 
It  ys  but  a  fayned  taylle  :  9° 

He  durst  not  loke  on  my  brede  banner, 
For  all  Ynglonde  so  haylle. 

Was  I  not  yesterdaye  at  the  Newe-castell, 

That  stondes  so  fayre  on  Tyne? 
For  all  the  men  the  Perssy  had, 
.  He  cowde  not  garre  me  ones  to  dyne. 

He  stepped  owt  at  his  pavelyon  dore. 

To  loke  and  it  were  lesse  : 
"  Araye  yow,  lordynges,  one  and  all, 

For  here  bygynnes  no  peysse.  loo 

The  yerle  of  Mentaye,  thow  art  my  eme, 

The  fowarde  I  gyve  to  the  : 
The  yerlle  of  Huntlay,  cawte  and  kene, 

He  schall  '  wyth  the  be.' 

The  lord  of  Bowghan,  in  armure  bryght. 
On  the  other  hand  he  schall  be : 

Lorde  Johnstone  and  lorde  Maxwell, 
They  to  schall  be  with  me. 

Swynton  fayre,  fylde  upon  your  pryde. 

To  batell  make  you  bowen  :  iic 

Syr  Davy  Skotte,  syr  Water  Stewarde, 
Syr  Jhon  of  Agurstone." 

The  Perssy  came  byfore  hys  oste, 
Whych  was  ever  a  gentyll  knyght, 

Upon  the  Dowglas  lowde  can  he  crye, 
I  wyll  holde  that  I  have  hyght ; 

For  thow  haste  brente  Northomberlonde, 

And  done  me  grete  envye  ; 
For  thys  trespasse  thow  hast  me  done. 

The  tone  of  us  schall  dye.  120 
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The  Dowglas  answerde  hyni  agayne, 

With  grete  wurdes  upon  hye, 
And  sayd,  I  have  twenty  agaynst  *  thy '  one, 

Byholde  and  thow  maste  see. 

With  that  the  Perssye  was  grevyd  sore, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yow  saye : 
He  lyghted  dowyn  upon  hys  foote, 

And  schoote  his  horsse  clene  away. 

Every  man  sawe  that  he  dyd  soo, 

That  rail  was  ever  in  rowght,  130 

Every  man  schoote  hys  horsse  hym  froo, 

And  lyght  him  rowynde  abowght. 

Thus  syr  Hary  Perssye  toke  the  fylde, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yowe  saye  ; 
Jesu  Cryste  in  heven  on  hyght 

Dyd  helpe  hym  well  that  daye. 

But  nyne  thowzand,  ther  was  no  moo ; 

The  cronykle  wyll  not  layne  : 
Forty  [thowsande]  Skottes  and  fowre 

That  day  fowght  them  agayne.  140 

But  when  the  batell  byganne  to  joyne,  , 

In  haste  ther  cam  a  knyght, 
The  letters  fayr  furth  hath  he  tayne. 

And  thus  he  sayd  full  ryght : 

My  lorde,  your  father  he  gretes  you  well, 

With  many  a  noble  knyght ; 
He  desyres  you  to  byde 

That  he  may  see  thys  fyght. 

The  baron  of  Grastoke  ys  com  out  of  the  west, 
Wyth  hym  a  noble  companye  :  150 

All  they  loge  at  your  fathers  thys  nyght, 
And  the  battel  fayne  wolde  they  see. 


88  ANCIENT  SONGS 

For  Jesus  love,  sayd  syr  Harye  Perssy, 

That  dyed  for  yow  and  me, 
Wende  to  my  lorde  my  father  agayne. 

And  saye  thow  sawe  me  not  with  yee. 

My  trowth  ys  plyght  to  yonne  Skottysh  knygl^t, 

It  nedes  me  not  to  layne. 
That  I  schulde  byde  hym  upon  thys  bent, 

And  I  have  hys  trowth  agayne  :  160 

And  if  that  I  wynde  off  thys  growende, 

Forsoth  onfowghten  awaye, 
He  wolde  me  call  but  a  kowarde  knyght 

In  hys  londe  another  daye. 

Yet  had  I  lever  to  be  rynde  and  rente. 

By  Mary,  that  mykell  maye. 
Then  ever  my  manhood  schulde  be  reprovyd 

Wyth  a  Skotte  another  day. 

Wherfore,  schote,  archars,  for  my  sake. 

And  let  scharpe  arowes  flee :  1 7< 

Mynstrells,  playe  up  for  your  waryson. 
And  well  quyt  it  schall  be. 

Every  man  thynke  on  hys  trewe  love, 

And  marke  hym  to  the  trenite : 
For  to  god  I  make  myne  avowe 

This  day  wyll  I  not  fle. 

The  blodye  harte  in  the  Dowglas  armes, 

Hys  standerde  stode  on  hye  \ 
That  every  man  myght  full  well  knowe, 

Bysyde  stode  stanes  thre.  i8< 

The  whyte  lyon  on  the  Ynglyssh  perte, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yow  sayne. 
The  lucettes  and  the  *  cressawntes '  both  j 

The  Skottes  fowght  them  aga3nae. 
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^pon  sent  Andrewe  lowde  can  they  crye, 

And  thrysse  they  schowte  on  ayght, 
And  syne  marked  them  one  our  Ynglysshe  men, 

As  I  have  tolde  yow  ryght. 

Sent  George  the  bryght,  owr  ladyes  knyght, 
To  name  they  were  full  fayne  ; 
•\vr  Ynglyssh  men  they  cryde  on  hyght, 
And  thrysse  *  they '  schowtte  agayne. 

Uyth  that  scharpe  arowes  bygan  to  flee, 

I  tell  yow  in  sertaine  ; 
Men  of  armes  byganne  to  joyne  ; 

Many  a  dowghty  man  was  ther  slayne. 

The  Perssy  and  the  Dowglas  mette. 

That  ather  of  other  was  fayne ; 
They  *  swapped  '  together  whyll  that  *  they '  swette. 

With  swordes  of  fine  collayne ;  200 

Tyll  the  bloode  frond  ther  bassonettes  ranne. 

As  the  roke  doth  in  the  rayne. 
Yelde  the  to  me,  sayd  the  Dowglas, 

Or  elles  thow  schalt  be  slayne  : 

For  I  see,  by  thy  bryght  basisonet, 

Thow  arte  sum  man  of  myght ; 
And  so  I  do,  by  thy  burnysshed  brande, 

Thow  art  an  yerle  or  elles  a  knyght. 

By  my  good  faythe,  sayd  the  noble  Perssye, 

Now  haste  thou  rede  full  ryght,  2 1  o 

Yet  wyll  I  never  yelde  me  to  the, 
WTiyll  I  may  stonde  and  fyght 

They  swapped  together,  whyll  that  they  swette. 

With  swordes  scharpe  and  long  ; 
Ych  on  other  so  faste  *  they '  beete, 

Tyll  ther  helhies  cam  in  peyses  dowyn. 


90  •  ANCIElfT  90f/GS 

The  Perssy  was  a  man  of  strength, 

I  tell  yow  in  thys  stounde, 
He  smote  the  Dowglas  at  the  swordes  length, 

That  He  felle  to  the  growynde.  220 

The  sworde  was  scharpe  and  sore  can  byte, 

I  telle  yow  in  sertayne  ; 
To  the  harte  he  cowde  him  smyte, 

Thus  was  the  Dowglas  slayne. 

The  stonderdes  stode  styll  on  *  like '  a  syde, 

With  many  a  grevous  grone  j 
Ther  *  they '  fowght  the  day,  and  all  the  nyght, 

And  many  a  dowghty  man  was  slayne. 

Ther  was  no  freke  that  ther  wolde  flye, 

But  styfFely  in  stowre  can  stond,  230 

Ych  one  hewyng  on  other  whyll  they  myght  dr}'e, 
Wyth  many  a  bayllefuU  bronde. 

Ther  was  slayne  upon  the  Skottes  syde, 

Forsoth  and  sertenly, 
Syr  James  a  Dowglas  ther  was  slayne, 

That  daye  that  he  cowde  dye. 

The  yerlle  of  Mentaye  he  was  slayne, 
Gryssely  groned  upon  the  growynd  j 

Syr  Davy  Skotte,  syr  Water  Stewarde, 

Syr  *  John '  of  Agurstonne.  240 

Syr  Charlies  Morrey,  in  that  place. 

That  never  a  fote  wold  flee  ; 
Sir  Hugh  Maxwell,  a  lorde  he  was, 

With  the^Dowglas  dyd  he  dye. 

Ther  was  slayne  upon  the  Skottes  syde, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yow  saye, 
Of  fowre  and  forty  thowsande  Skottes, 

Went  but  eyghtene  awaye. 
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Ther  was  slayne  upon  the  Ynglisshe  syde, 
Forsoth  and  sertenlye,  250 

A  gentyll  knyght,  sir  John  *  Fitzhewe/ 
Yt  was  the  more  pety. 

Syr  James  Harebotell  ther  was  slayne, 

For  hym  ther  hartes  were  sore, 
The  gentyll  *  Lovell '  ther  was  slayne. 

That  the  Perssys  standerd  bore. 

Ther  was  slayne  upon  the  Ynglyssh  perte, 

Forsoth,  as  I  yow  saye ; 
Of  nyne  thowsand  Ynglyssh-men, 

Fyve  hondert  came  awaye.  260 

The  other  were  slayne  in  the  fylde, 
Cryste  kepe  their  so  wiles  from  wo, 

Seyng  ther  was  so  fewe  fryndes 
Agaynst  so  many  a  foo. 

Then  on  the  morne  they  mayde  them  beerys 

Of  byrch  and  haysell  graye ; 
Many  a  wydowe  with  wepyng  teyres 

Ther  makes  they  fette  awaye. 

Thys  fraye  bygan  at  Otterbome, 

Bytwene  the  nyghte  and  the  day ;  270 

Ther  the  Dowglas  lost  hys  lyffe, 

And  the  Perssye  was  lede  awaye. 

Then  was  ther  a  Scottyssh  prisoner  tayne, 
Syr  Hewe  Mongomery  was  hys  name, 

Forsoth  as  I  yotjr  saye, 

He  borowed  the  Perssy  home  agayne. 

Now  let  us  all  for  the  Perssy  praye 

To  Jesu  most  of  myght. 
To  bryng  hys  sowUe  to  the  blysse  of  heven, 

For  he  was  a  gentyll  knyght.  280 
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IV. 

THE  HONTYNG  OF  THE  CHEVIAT. 

The  Persd  owt  off  Northombarlande, 

And  a  vowe  to  god  mayd  he, 
That  he  wold  hunte  in  the  mountayns 

Of  Chyviat  within  dayes  thre ; 
In  the  magger  of  doughty  Dogles, 

And  all  that  ever  with  him  be. 

The  fattiste  hartes  in  all  Cheviat 

He  sayd  he  wold  kyll  and  cary  them  away. 

Be  my  feth,  sayd  the  dough eti  Doglas  agayn, 
I  wyll  let  that  hontyng  yf  that  I  may.  ic 

Then  the  Persd  owt  of  Banborowe  cam, 

With  him  a  myghtee  mean^ ; 
With  fifteen  hondrith  *  archeres '  bold, 

The  wear  chosen  owt  of  shyars  thre. 

This  begane  on  a  monday  at  morn, 

In  Cheviat  the  hillys  so  he ; 
Tiie  chyld  may  rue  that  ys  unborn, 

It  was  the  mor  pitt^. 

The  dryvers  thorowe  the  woodes  went 

For  to  reas  the  dear ;  2 

Bomen  byckarte  uppone  the  bent 
With  ther  browd  aras  cleare. 

Then  the  wyld  thorowe  the?"woodes  went ; 

On  every  syde  shear ; 
Grea  hondes  thorowe  the  grevis  glent, 

For  to  kyll  thear  dear. 

The  begane  in  Ch}-\*iat  the  hyls  *  abone,* 
Yerly  on  a  monnyn-day, 
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Be  that  it  drewe  to  the  oware  of  none 
A  hondrith  fat  hartes  ded  ther  lay.  30 

The  blewe  a  mort  uppone  the  bent, 

The  semblyd  on  sydis  shear ; 
To  the  quyrry  then  the  Persd  went, 

To  se  the  bryttlynge  off  the  deare. 

He  sayd,  It  was  the  Duglas  promys 

This  day  to  met  me  hear ; 
But  I  wyste  he  wold  faylle  verament : 

A  great  oth  the  Persd  swear. 

At  the  laste,  a  squyar  of  Northomberlonde 
Lokyde  at  his  hand  full  ny,  40 

He  was  war  athe  doughetie  Doglas  commynge, 
With  him  a  myghtt?  meany. 

Both  with  spear,  *  byll '  and  brande  : 

Yt  was  a  myghti  fight  to  se, 
Hardyar  men  both  off  hart  nar  hande 

Wear  not  in  Christian  tfe. 

The  wear  twenty-hondrith  spear-men  good, 

Withowte  any  feale ; 
The  wear  borne  along  be  the  watter  a  Twyde, 

Yth  bowndes  of  Tividale.  50 

Leave  off  the  brytlying  of  the  dear,  he  sayde, 
And  to  your  *  bowys  *  lock  ye  tayk  good  heed 

For  never  sithe  ye  wear  on  your  mothars  bonie 
Had  ye  neuer  so  mickle  ned. 

The  dougheti  Dogglas  on  a  stede, 

He  rode  '  all '  his  men  befome ; 
His  armor  glytteryde  as  dyd  a  glede  ; 

A  bolder  bame  was  never  born. 
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Ti^  ID?  *  wbi: '  men  ye  ar,  be  says, 
Cr  victs  xaen  that  ye  be  :  ^° 

"-^■"^c  c-ve  voce  leave  to  hunte  in  this 
O^Tnr^,^:iha\^  in  the  spyt  of  me  ? 

l^S;  ir<c  *  "-M^ '  that  ever  him  an  answear  mayd, 

I:  '^-.is  ibe  <?xvi  lord  Pers^ : 
"V^  It* ill  ricc  :ell  the  *what'  men  we  ar,  he  says, 

N  cc  wcos  inen  that  we  be  ; 
"Ji;:  ^xj  T»:ll  h>>cr.t  here  in  this  chays 

l3  i^  srvt  of  thvne  and  of  the. 

L  h\:  .a:;isct  >irtes  in  all  Chyviat 
^V;.*  >jt^-x?  kyisi  and  cast  to  carry  them  away. 

:-\  :t:y  ^ccb.  sayd  the  dought^  Dogglas  agayn, 
r!^>ewr  lie  ton  of  us  shall  de  this  day. 

L  hv:ti  s^yc  :be  uoughte  Doglas 

1\^  'v>U  r.I  :i<rse  giltles  men, 
V-vi>    i:  w-ar  great  pitt^. 


i 


:^-    ^^^> 


;Vv^\  :h>^we  art  a  lord  of  lande, 


•  ,i:i^.  jt  yer-Ie  callyd  within  my  contr^ ; 
jlU  o;ir  iueu  upix)ne  a  parti  stande, 
Vuvl  slo  :'^e  battell  off  the  and  of  me.  ^ 


»* 

-   N  V 


Xs^w  OrU:;!^  cors  on  his  crowne,  sayd  the  lord  Pen 

Whosoever  iherio  says  nay. 
IV  u\v  irv^:h^  vioughte  Doglas,  he  says, 
rhow  $I.aIt  never  se  that  day ; 

Xcth^r  in  Ynglonde,  Skottlonde,  nar  France, 
Not  for  no  man  of  a  woman  born, 

Uwt  and  fortune  be  my  chance, 
1  d;\r  met  him  on  man  for  on. 
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Then  bespayke  a  squyar  of  Northombarlonde, 

Ric[ard]  Wytharyngton  was  his  nam  :  90 

It  shall  never  be  tolde  in  Sothe-Ynglonde,  he  says, 
To  kyng  Herry  the  fourth  far  sham. 

I  wat  youe  byn  great  lordes  twaw, 

I  am  a  poor  squyar  of  lande ; 
I  wyll  never  se  my  captayne  fyght  on  a  fylde, 

And  stande  myselffe  and  loocke  on  \ 
But  whyll  I  may  my  weppone  welde, 

I  wyll  not  [fayl]  both  harte  and  hande. 

That  day,  that  day,  that  dredfuU  day, — 

The  first  fit  here  I  fynde :  100 

And  youe  wyll  here  any  mor  athe  hountyng  athe 
Chyviat, 

Yet  ys  ther  mor  behynd. 

The  Yngglyshe-men  hade  ther  bowys  yebent, 

Ther  hartes  were  good  yenoughe  ; 
The  first  off  arros  that  the  shote  off, 

Seven  skore  spear-men  the  sloughe. 

Yet  byddys  the  yerle  Doglas  uppon  the  bent, 

A  captayne  good  yenoughe, 
And  that  was  sene,  verament. 

For  he  wrought  hom  both  woo  and  wouche.       no 

The  Dogglas  pertyd  his  ost  in  thre, 

Lyk  a  cheflfe  *  cheften '  off  pryde, 
With  suar  speares  off  myghtt^  tre, 

The  cum  in  on  every  syde. 

Thruge  our  Yngglishe  archery 

Gave  many  a  wounde  full  wyde ; 
^lany  a  doughete  the  garde  to  dy, 

Which  ganyde  them  no  pryde. 
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The  Yngly she-men  let  thear  *  bowys  '  be, 
And  pulde  owt  brandes  that  wer  'bright ; 

It  was  a  hevy  syght  to  se 

Bryght  swordes  on  basnites  lyght. 

Thorowe  ryche  male  and  myne-ye-ple, 
Many  sterne  the  stroke  done  streght : 

Many  a  freyke,  that  was  full  fre, 
Ther  undar-foot  dyd  lyght. 

At  last  the  Duglas  and  the  Pers^  met, 
Lyk  to  captayns  of  myght  and  mayne ; 

The  swapte  togethar  tyll  the  both  swat 
With  swordes  that  wear  of  fyn  myllkn. 

Thes  worths  freckys  for  to  fyght 

Therto  the  wear  full  fayne, 
Tyll  the  bloode  owte  off  thear  basnetes  spre 

As  ever  dyd  heal  or  ran. 

'  Holde  *  the,  Pers^,  sayd  the  Doglas, 

And  ifeth  I  shall  the  brynge 
Whar  thowe  shake  have  a  yeris  wagis 

Of  Jamy  our  Scottish  kynge. 

Thou  shalte  have  thy  ransom  fre, 

I  hight  the  hear  this  thinge, 
For  the  manfullyste  man  yet  art  thowe, 

That  ever  I  conqueryd  in  filde  fightyng. 

Nay,  sayd  the  lord  Pers^, 

I  tolde  it  the  beforne, 
That  I  wolde  never  yeldyde  be 

To  no  man  of  woman  born. 

With  that  ther  cam  an  arrowe,  hastely, 

Forthe  off  a  myghttd  wane, 
Hit  hathe  strekene  the  yerle  Duglks 

In  at  the  brest-bane. 
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*  Thoroue  '  lyvar  and  longs  bathe 

The  sharpe  arrowe  ys  gane, 
That  never  after,  in  all  his  lyffe-days, 

He  spayke  mo  wordes  but  ane, 
That  was,  Fyghte  ye,  my  myrry  men,  whyllys  ye  may, 

For  my  lyff-days  ben  gan. 

The  Pers^  leanyde  on  his  brande,  • 

And  sawe  the  Duglas  de  ; 
He  tooke  the  dede  mane  be  the  hande, 

And  sayd.  Wo  ys  me  for  the  !  i6o 

To  have  savyde  thy  lyffe  I  wold  have  pertyde  with 

My  landes  for  years  thre  \ 
For  a  better  man  of  hart,  nare  of  hande, 

Was  not  in  all  the  north  contrb. 

Off  all  that  se  a  Skottishe  knyght, 

Was  callyd  sir  He  we  the  Monggonbyrry, 

He  sawe  the  Duglas  to  the  deth  was  dyght  \ 
He  spendyd  a  spear,  a  trusti  tre  : 

He  rod  uppon  a  corsiare 

Throughe  a  hondrith  archery  \  170 

He  never  stynttyde,  nar  never  blane, 

Tyll  he  cam  to  the  good  lord  Persd 

He  set  uppone  the  lorde  Perse 

A  dynte  that  was  full  soare ; 
With  a  suar  spear  of  a  myghtt^  tre 

Clean  thorow  the  body  he  the  Pers^  *  bore,* 

Athe  tother  syde,  that  a  man  myght  se, 

A  large  cloth-yard  and  mare ; 
Towe  bettar  captayns  wear  nat  in  Cristiant^, 

Then  that  day  slain  wear  ther.  1 80 
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is  xiromg  bar. 


«  !;=•  -rss  3fiT-r  A  ryiiy  wx^ce  foot  wolde  fle, 
H:^t-t:c  rtr  Tc^e  jr^ir,  ^xu  tlse  mTriit  dre. 


Az:  r-inr  refers  ire  roce. 


Ze  12:?  -JlCrt  OG  ire  ZDOuC  ; 

yiirj  r^l  ~?  streriii  for  to  stmde, 

Iz:  C'rTvii:  the  riZvs  *  iboae.' 

O:' rrfteer-hcririih  archirs  of  Ynglonde 

Wert  aTTiT  bct,£fti  and  thre ; 
O:  rsrern--r  ;?rdrlth  spear-men  of  Skotlonde, 

Ert  even  £ve  and  nfti : 

But  all  wear  slavne  Cheviat  within : 

The  had  no  '  strecght '  to  stand  on  hy :      21° 

The  chvide  mav  rue  that  vs  unbome. 
It  was  the  mor  pittb. 
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Thear  was  slayne  with  the  lord  Persd, 

Sir  John  of  Agerstone, 
Sir  Roger  the  hinde  Hartl^, 

Sir  Wyllyam  the  bolde  Hearone. 

Sir  J  org  the  worths  Lovelfe, 

A  knyght  of  great  renowen, 
Sir  Raff  the  ryche  Rugbb, 

With  dyntes  wear  beaten  dowene.  220 

For  Wethanyngton  my  harte  was  wo, 

That  ever  he  slayne  shulde  be ; 
For  when  both  his  leggis  wear  hewyne  into, 

Yet  he  knyled  and  fought  on  hys  kny. 

Ther  was  slayne  with  the  'dougheti  Duglas 

Sir  Hewe  the  Monggonbyn^, 
Sir  Davy  Lwdale  that  worths  was, 

His  sistars  son  was  he. 

Sir  Chads  a  Murr^,  in  that  place, 

That  never  a  foot  wolde  fle ;  230 

Sir  Hewe  MaxwfeU,  a  lorde  he  was, 

With  the  Doglas  dyd  he  dey. 

So  on  the  morrowe  the  mayde  them  byears 

Off  birch  and  hasel  so  *  gray ' 
Many  wedous,  with  wepyng  tears, 

Cam  to  fach  ther  makys  away. 

Tivydale  may  carpe  off  care, 

Northorabarlond  may  mayke  *  great '  mon, 
For  towe  such  captayns  as  slayne  wear  thear 

On  the  march-perti  shall  never  be  non.       240 

Word  ys  commen  to  Eddenburrowe, 

To  Jamy  the  Skottishe  kyng, 
That  dougheti  Duglas,  lyiFtenant  of  the  merches, 

He  lay  slean  Chyviot  within. 
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K3  biroijes  ord  ne  wesL  and  wrm^. 
He  siTcf,  ALis  1  xnvf  woe  vs  me ! 

Soc^  a?u:?crT.ir  csgum  i^odand  within^ 
He  SE^^  Tc^dcL  siald  oeYer  be. 

Wcroe  is  conimin  to  k>T!T  Londoae^ 

TEI  tie  aacrta  Hsrrr  oar  km?,  25 

Tzjz  fcffd  Perse  Herff-tecLinte  of  the  merchis, 
He  liT  ^^rne  Clirrat  withm. 

Goc  liLTe  mend  oq  his  soS !  sayd  krng  Harry, 

Good  Lead,  jf  tcty  win  it  be ! 
I  have  a  hcMtdmh  capcajns  in  Yoglonde,  he  sayi 

As  good  as  crer  vas  he : 
Bet.  Perse,  and  I  brook  my  lyfie, 

Thj  deth  w&l  qnrte  shali  be 

As  oar  noUe  kyng  majrde  his  avow^ 
Lyke  a  noble  prince  of  lenowen. 

For  the  deth  of  the  lord  Perse, 

He  cydc  the  battell  of  Hombyll-down : 

Wher  syx  and  thritte  Skottish  knyghtes 

On  a  day  wear  beaten  down  : 
Glendale  glytteryde  on  ther  armor  bryght, 

Over  castill,  towar,  and  town. 

This  was  the  hontynge  off  the  Cheviat, 

That  tear  begane  this  spurn : 
Old  men,  that  knowen  the  grownde  well  yenou| 

Call  it  the  battell  of  Otterbum. 

At  Otterbum  began  this  spume 

Uppon  a  monn}Ti-day ; 
Ther  was  the  dougghte  Doglas  slean. 

The  Pers^  never  went  away. 
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Ther  was  never  a  tym  on  the  march-partes, 
Sen  the  Doglas  and  the  Pers^  met, 

But  yt  was  mervele  and  the  rede  blude  ronnenot 
As  the  reane  doys  in  the  stret. 

Jhessue  Crist  our  '^balys'  bete 

And  to  the  blys  us  brynge  !  280 

Thus  was  the  hountynge  of  the  '  Chyviat : ' 

God  send  us  all  good  endyng  ! 


V. 

REQUIEM  TO  THE  FAVOURITES  OF 

HENRY  VI. 

be  subject  of  this  ballad  is  the  death  of  William  de  la  Pole, 
duke  of  Suffolk,  who  being  exiled  for  five  years,  was  taken  at 
sea  by  a  ship  of  war  called  the  Nicholas  of  the  lower ^  belong- 
ing to  the  duke  of  Exeter,  and  on  the  2d  day  of  May,  1450, 
beheaded  on  the  coast  of  Dover.  (See  Caxton's,  Stowe's,  and 
other  chronicles.*)  It  appears  to  have  been  written  immedi- 
ately after  that  event,  and  before  the  Kentish  insurrection 
which  began  in  the  latter  part  of  the  same  month. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  Cotton  Library,  Vespasian  B.  xvi. 

N  the  moneth  of  May,  when  grasse  groweth  grene, 
Flagrant  in  her  floures,  with  swete  savour, 
LC  Napes  wold  over  the  see,  a  mariner  to  ben 
With  his  clogs  and  his  cheyn,  to  seke  more  tresour ; 
Suych  a  payn  prikked  hym,  he  asked  a  confessour  : 
icolas  said,  I  am  redi  thi  confessour  to  be. 

[*  A  particular  account  of  this  tresicherous  murder  is  con- 
ned in  a  letter  dated  the  5th  of  May,  1450,  from  William 
)mner  to  **  the  ryght  worchipfull  John  Paston  at  Norwich." 
ntCs  Original  Letters  J  i.  (124,  ed.  Gairdner).  Ed.] 
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He  was  holden  so,  that  he  ne  passed  that  hour : 
For  Jac  Napes  soule  Flacebh  and  Dirige.  * 

\Vho  shall  execute  his  exequies,  with  a  solempnitb  ? 

Bisshopes  and  lordes,  as  grete  reson  is,  lo 

Monkes,  chanons,  prestes,  and  other  clergie,    ' 

Pray  for  this  dukes  soule,  that  it  might  come  to  blis ; 

And  let  never  suychn  another  come  after  this. 
His  interfectours,  blessed  might  thei  be. 

And  graunte  them  for  ther  dede  to  regne  with  angelis, 

And  for  Jac  Nape  soule  Placebo  and  Dirige, 

Placebo  begynneth  the  bisshop  of  Herford ; 

Dilexiy  for  myn  avauncement,  saith  the  bisshop  of 
Chestre ; 
Heir  me,  saith  Salisbury,  this  gothe  to  ferre  forthe ;  20 

Ad  deum  cum  tribularer,  saith  the  abbot  of  Glou- 
cestre ; 

Deus  custodit^  saith  the  abbot  of  Rouchestre ; 
La^avi  oculos^  saith  frere  Stanbury,  volavi; 

St  iniquitates,  saith  the  bisshop  of  Worce[s]tre ; 
For  Jac  Nape  soule,  De profundis  clamavi. 

Opera  manuum  tuarum^  seith  the  cardynal  wisely, 
That  brought  forth  confitebor,  for  all  this  Napes 
reson ; 

*  The  Placebo  and  Dirige  *  are  *  part  of  the  mass  or  service  for 
the  dead  in  the  Romish  church,  of  which  the  author  distributes 
the  several  parts  among  the  characters  he  has  introduced.  See 
the  Officium  Defutictorum  of  the  Roman  Breviary.  Skelton,  in 
his  "  Boke  of  Philip  Sparrow,"  makes  a  similar  use  of  it. 

Lucie  widow  of  Edmund  earl  of  Kent  (a  brother  and  successor 
to  Thomas)  bequeathed  100  crowns  to  the  priory  of  the  Holy 
Trinity,  in  London,  on  condition  that  every  convent  in  each  of 
the  houses  named  in  her  will,  should  once  a  month  in  their  quire 
say  *'  Placebo  and  Dirige  by  note,  for  the  souls  of  them  the  said 
Edmund  and  Lucie  by  name,"  &c.     Dug,  Baro.  ii.  77. 


L 


AND  BALLADS,  I03 

^udivi  vocem,  songe  alleraighty  god  an  hye, 
And  therefore  syng  we,  Magnificat  anima  mea  do- 

minum  ; 
Unto  this  Dirige  most  we  gon  and  come, 
This  pascall  tyme,  to  say  veryli,  30 

Thre  psalmes  and  thre  lessons,  that  is  all   and 
some ; 
For  Jac  Nape  soule  Placebo  and  Dirige, 

Executors  of  this  office,  Dirige  for  to  synge. 

Shall  begyn  the  bisshop  of  Synt-Asse  ; 
^^erba  mea  auribus,  saith  [the]  abbot  of  Redyng. 

AUe  your  joye  and  hope  is  come  to  alasse ; 

Coniiterere  domine,  yet  graunte  us  grace, 
aith  [the]  abbot  of  Synt- Albans,  ful  sorily 

The  abbot  of  the  Toure-hill,  with  his  fat  face, 
[uaketh  and  trerauleth,  for  Domine  ne  in  furore,      40 

[aister  '  Walter '  Liard  shal  syng  Nequando; 

The  abbot  of  Westmynstre,  Domine  deus  mens  in  te 

speravi; 
'eguiem  eternam  graunte  them  all  to  come  to, 

Thereto  a  Pater  noster,  saith,  the  bisshop  of  Synt- 
Davy : 

For  thes  soules  that  wise  were  and  mightty, 
ifTolk,  Moleyns,  and  Roos,  thes  thre 

And  in  especial  for  Jac  Napes,  that  ever  was  wyly ; 
or  his  soule  Placebo  and  Dirige. 

.ise  up.  Say,  rede  Parce  me  domine^ 

Nichil  enim  sunt  dies  mei,  thou  shalt  synge  ;  50 

he  bisshop  of  Carlyle,  syng  Credo  ful  sore  : 

To  suychn  fals  traitours  come  foule  endyng. 

The  baron  of  Dudley,  with  grete  mornyng, 
.edeth,  Tedet  animam  meam  vite  mee: 

Who  but  Danyel,  Qui lasarum,  shal  syng? 
or  Jac  Nape  soule,  Placebo  and  Dirige, 
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John  Say  redeth,  Jfanus  tuefecerunt  me; 

Lihera  me,  syngeth  Trevilian,  waxre  the  rere, 
That  thei  do  no  more  so,  RequUtcant  in  face: 

Thus  praves  all  Englond  feire  and  nerre, 

^\^xe^e  is  Somerset  ?  whi  aperes  be  not  here?  . 
To  svn2:e  £>us  ire  et  misirie  t 

God  grauntc  Englond  alle  infere. 
For  thes  tiaitours  to  srng  Placebo  and  Dirige, 

Mer.v  mo  ther  be  behvnde,  the  sothe  for  to  telle, 

That  shal  messes  oppon  thes  do  [ings]  synge ; 
I  pray  som  man  do  ryn^  tlie  belle. 

That  these  forsaiden  may  come  to  the  sacryiig. 

And  that  in  brief  tyme,  without  more  tarieng, 
That  this  mese  may  ht  ended  in  sayche  degre ; 

And  that  all  Englond  joyfiiU  may  synge, 
The  commendacion  with  Plaabo  and  Dirige, 


•'  % 


60 


70 


VI. 

SATIRE  AGAINST  THE  LOLLARDS, 

—  parlioilarly  leveled  at  sir  John  Oldcastle,  lord  Cobham,  the 
Coryphxus  of  the  sect ;  who,  having  been  condemned  to  the 
flames  for  his  erroneoas  opinions,  made  his  escape  from  the 
Tower  before  the  day  appointed  for  his  execution.  This  hap- 
pened in  the  year  1 41 3,  when  the  present  ballad  seems  to  have 
been  written.  Lord  Cobham  in  his  retreat,  in  order  to  effect 
a  speev^.y  and  thorough  reformation  both  in  Church  and  State, 
formed  a  plan  of  seizing  the  king's  person,  and  actually  caused 
a  large  body  of  his  enthusiastic  adherents,  to  the  number,  as 
is  said,  of  20,000,  all  totally  ignorant  of  his  designs,  but  not 
the  less  ready  to  execute  his  orders,  to  assemble  in  St.  Giles's 
fields,  where  many  of  them  were  seized,  and  the  rest  dispersed 
by  the  civil  power.  And  their  chieftain  himself,  being  taken 
a  few  years  after,  was  hanged  as  a  traitor,  and  burnt  on  the 
gibbet  as  a  heretic,  pursuant  to  his  sentence.  {Vide  Rot. 
Pari.  IV.  107,  &c.) 
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^^jdy,  a  word  of  uncertain  derivation,  is  well  known  to  mean 
yij'i  us  the  doctrines  propagated  by  John  Wickliffe  and  his 
ouowers,  which  had  in  the  beginning  of  this  reign  gained  a 
Considerable  footing.  To  check  the  further  progress  of  this 
popular  heresy,  and  maintain  the  cause  of  "  the  great  goddess 
Z^^"  which  appeacs  to  have  been  in  no  small  danger,  the 
'^ing  clergy  had  reicourse  to  two  methods  ;  of  which  Ridi- 
jule  or  Satire  was  the  more  innocent,  but  Hanging  and  Bum- 
^  the  more  eflScacious.*  ^ 

'^  following  ballad  is  contained  in  the  same  MS.  with  the 
'receding. 

Lo  he  that  can  be  Cristes  clerc, 
And  knowe  the  knotl&i  of  his  crede, 
Now  may  se  a  wonder  werke, 
Of  harde  happes  to  take  goud  heede, 
The  dome  of  deth  is  heVy  drede, 
For  hym  that  wol  not  mercy  crie, 
Than  is  my  rede,  for  mucke  ne  mede, 
That  no  man  melle  of  *  loUardye/ 

I  sey  for  meself,  yut  wist  I  never, 

But  now  late  what  hit  shuld  be,  i  o 

And  by  my  trouth  I  have  wel  lever, 

No  more  kyn  than  my  a.  b.  c. 

To  lolle  so  hie  in  suych  degre, 

Hit  is  no  perfit  '  polecie,'t 

Sauf  seker  sample  to  the  and  me, 

To  be  war  of  loUardie. 

The  game  is  noght  to  lolle  so  hie, 
That  fete  failen  fondement, 


e  latter  argument  is  irrefragable,  and  indeed  the  only  mode  of  con- 
upon  which  the  Orthodox  Clerey  of  all  ages  and  countries  have,  as 
fttrf  resort^  chosen  to  rely.  It  was  used  at  the  Reformation  with 
access,  particularly  by  that  pious  prince  and  subtle  theologist  Henry 
whose  ultima  ratio  it  was  in  all  his  public  disputations,  where,  as  is 
own,  he  never  failed  to  silence  his  opponent.  Unfortunately,  some 
lost  dexterous  polemics  of  that  period  were  afterwards  confuted  upon 
m  principle .  ( yide  Fox's  Martyrs^  Lives  o/  Cranmer^  R idley,  &c.) 
.fecie,  MH. 
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\z:^  jzii  is  a  mocne  folic, 

For  3l1s  bdeve  to  ben  brent ;  ^° 

Thjit  ibe  bibeli  is  al  mys  went, 

To  j^tnde  of  Job  or  Jeremye, 

Tha:  coEstnien  hit  after  her  entent, 

For  iewce  lust  of  loiiardie. 

H::  is  unkvndly  for  a  knight, 

Tru:  shuld  a  kvnges  costel  kepe, 

To  bable  the  bibel  day  and  night, 

In  resiyng  tj-me  when  he  shuld  slepe, 

Adv!  cirefoly  awcy  to  crepe. 

For  alle  the  chief  of  chi\-alrie,  3^ 

Wei  aught  hym  to  waile  and  wepe, 

That  suvche  lost  hath  in  loiiardie. 

An  old  castel  and  not  repaired, 
Wiih  wast  walles  and  wowes  wide. 
The  wages  ben  fol  y%'el  wared, 
Wi:h  suiche  a  capita\Ti  to  abide. 
Thai  rereth  riot  for  to  ride 
Agayns  the  k3mg  and  his  clergie. 
With  pri\-e  peyne  and  pore  pride, 
Ther  is  a  po}"nt  of  loiiardie. 

For  many  a  man  with}-n  a  while 

Shal  aby  his  gult  ful  sore, 

So  fele  gostes  to  begile, 

Hym  aught  to  rue  evermore ; 

For  his  sorowe  shal  he  never  restore, 

That  he  venemed  with  en^ye, 

But  ban  the  burthe  that  he  was  of  bore, 

Or  ever  had  lust  in  loiiardie. 

Every  shepe  that  shuld  be  fed  in  felde, 
And  kepte  fro  wolfes  in  her  folde, 
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Hem  nedeth  nether  spere  ne  shulde, 
Ne  in  no  castel  to  be  withholde. 
For  that  the  pasture  is  ful  colde, 
In  soraer  seson  when  hit  is  drie, 
And  namly  when  the  soyle  is  solde, 
For  lewde  hist  of  loUardie. 

An  old  castel  draw  al  doun, 

Hit  is  ful  hard  to  rere  it  newe, 

With  suych  a  congregacion, 

That  cast  hem  to  be  untrewe :  60 

When  beggers  mow  nether  bake  ne  brewe, 

Ne  have  wherwith  to  borow  ne  bie, 

Than  mot  [they]  not  robbe  or  reve, 

Unde[r]  the  colour  of  lollardie. 

That  castel  is  not  for  a  kyng, 

That  tbe  walles  ben  overthrowe, 

And  ynt  wel  wors  abid5mg, 

When  the  captayn  away  is  flowe ; 

And  forsake  spere  and  bowe, 

To  crepe  fro  knighthode  into  clergie,  70 

That  is  a  bitter  blast  yblowe, 

To  be  bawde  of  lollardie. 

I  trowe  ther  be  no  knight  alyve 

That  wold  have  don  so  open  a  shame, 

For  that  crafte  to  studi  or  strive 

Hit  is  no  gentel  mannes  game 

But  if  hym  lust  to  have  a  name 

Of  peloer  under  ipocrasie, 

And  that  were  a  foule  defame 

To  have  suych  lose  of  lollardie.  80 

And  perde  lolle  thei  never  so  long, 
Yut  wol  lawe  make  hem  lowte, 
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God  wol  not  sufire  hem  be  so  strong 
To  biyng  her  perpos  so  abowte ; 
With  saunz  faile  and  saunz  doute, 
To  rere  riot  and  robberie. 
By  reson  thei  shul  not  long  route, 
While  the  taile  is  docked  of  loUardie. 

Of  the  hede  hit  is  las  charge 
^Vhen  grace  wol  not  be  his  gide, 
Ne  suffre  h}'Tn  for  to  lepe  at  large, 
But  hevely  his  hede  to  hide, 
\Vhere  shuld  he  other  route  or  ride 
Agajms  the  chief  of  chivalrie, 
Not  hardi  in  no  place  to  abide, 
For  alle  the  sekte  of  lollardie. 

A,  God,  what  unk3nadly  gost 
Shuld  greve  that  God  gnicched  nought ! 
Thes  lollardes  that  lothen  ymages  most, 
With  mannes  handes  made  and  wrought, 
And  pilgrimages  to  be  sought, 
Thei  seien  hit  is  but  mawmentrie ; 
He  that  this  lose  first  up  brought 
Had  gret  lust  in  lollardie. 

He  wer  ful  lewde  that  wold  byleve 
In  figure  made  of  stok  or  ston, 
Yut  for  me  shuld  we  none  repreve 
Nether  of  Marie  ne  of  Jon, 
Petre,  Poule,  ne  other  none 
Canonised  by  clergie. 
Than  the  seyntes  every ch one 
Be  litel  holde  to  lollardie. 

And  namly  James  among  hem  alle 
For  he  twyes  had  temement. 
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Moch  mischaunse  mot  him  befalle 

That  last  beheded  hym  in  Kent ; 

And  alle  that  were  of  that  assent 

To  Crist  of  heven  I  clepe  and  crie 

Sende  hem  the  same  jugement, 

And  alle  the  sekte  of  lollardie.  120 

For  that  vengans  agayns  kynde 
Was  a  poynt  of  cowardyse, 
And  namly  suyche  on  to  bete  or  bynde 
That  might  not  stand  set  ne  rise ; 
What  dome  wold  ye  hym  devyse 
By  lawe  of  armes  or  gentrie, 
But  serve  hym  in  the  same  wise 
And  alle  the  sekte  of  lollardie  ? 

When  falsnes  faileth  frele  folie, 

Pride  wol  perseyn  sone  among,  130 

Than  willerdome  with  old  envy 

Can  none  other  way  but  wrong. 

For  synne  and  shame  with  sorowe  strong, 

So  overset  with  avutrie, 

That  fals-beleve  is  fayn  to  fong 

The  lewde  lust  of  lollardie. 

And  under  colour  of  suiche  lollyng, 

To  shape  sodeyn  surreccion 

Agaynst  oure  liege  lord  [the]  kyng, 

With  fals  ymaginacion.  140 

And  for  that  corsed  conclusion, 

By  dome  of  knighthod  and  clergie, 

Now  tumeth  to  confusion 

The  sory  sekte  of  lollardie. 

For  holy  writ  berith  witnes 
He  that  fals  is  to  his  kyng 
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That  shamful  deth  and  hard  distres 

Shal  be  his  dome  at  his  endjoig ; 

Than  double  deth  for  suych  loUyng 

Is  he\y  when  we  shul  hennes  hye,  ^5° 

Now  lord  that  madest  of  nought  alle  thing 

Defende  us  alle  fro  lollardie. 


VII. 


A  ROUXDELL  OF  '  KYNG  HENRY  THE 
SEXT'AYENS  HIS  CORONACION, 

MADE   BY   LYDEGATE  DAUN  JOHN. 

From  the  Harleian  MSS.  No.  7333.  Dan  John  Lydgate,  monk 
of  Bury,  who,  if  we  r^ard  the  bulk  and  number  of  his  writings, 
was  certainly  the  greatest  poet  we  ever  had,  dyed  very  old, 
*  about  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  century.'*  Hen.  VI.  was 
crowned  in  1422. 

Rejoice  ye  reames  of  Englond  and  of  Fraunce, 
A  braunche  that  sprang  oute  of  the  floure  de  lys, 
Blode  of  seint  Edward  and  seint  I^wys, 
God  hath  this  day  sent  in  governaunce. 

God  of  nature  hath  yoven  him  suffisaunce 
Likly  to  atteyne  to  grete  honure  and  pris. 

O  hevenly  blossome,  o  budde  of  all  plesaunce, 
God  graunt  the  grace  for  to  ben  als  wise 
As  was  thi  fader  by  circumspect  advise, 
Stable  in  vertue  withoute  variaunce. 


*  "  The  completest  list  of  [the  works  of]  this  voluminous  pro- 
saick  and  driveling  monk,"  amounting  to  251,  and  of  which  the 
trifle  here  inserted  is  rather  a  favourable  specimen,  may  be  seen 
in  Mr.  Ritsons  Biblio^raphia  Poetica,  (8vo.  1802,  p.  66.)     Ed. 
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VIII. 


A  ROUNDEL  ON  FORTUNE. 

From  MSS.  More.  F  f.  I.  6. 

When  Fortune  list  ye  we  here  assent, 
What  is  too  deme  that  may  be  doo, 
There  schapeth  nought  from  her  entent, 
For  as  sche  will  it  goth  ther  to. 

All  passeth  by  her  jugement, 
The  hy  astate  the  pore  allsoo, 

When  Fortune  [&c.] 

To  lyve  in  joy  out  of  turment, 
Seyng  the  world e  goth  too  and  fro, 
Thus  is  my  schort  aviseament, 
As  hyt  comyth  so  lete  it  go. 

When  Fortune  [&c.] 


IX. 
SONG  ON  AN  INCONSTANT  MISTRESS. 

From  the  same  MS. 
►  so  lyst  to  love  god  send  hym  right  good  spede. 

Some  tyme  y  loved,  as  ye  may  see, 
A  goodlyer  ther  myght  none  be, 
Here  womanhode  in  all  degree, 
Full  well  she  quytt  my  mede. 

[Who  so  lyst  &c.] 
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Unto  the  tyme,  upon  a  day, 
To  sone  ther  fill  a  gret  affray,  ^ 

She  badde  me  walke  forth  on  my  wa^^' 
On  me  she  gatt  none  hede. 

Woso  lyst  &C. 

I  askid  the  cause  why  and  wherfor. 
She  displeside  was  with  me  so  sore ; 
She  wold  nat  tell,  but  kept  in  store, 
Perdy  it  was  no  nede. 

Woso  lyst  &c. 

For  if  y  hadde  hur  displeased 
In  worde  or  dede,  or  hir  greved. 
Than  if  she  hadde  before  meved, 
She  hadde  cause  in  dede. 

Woso  list  &c. 

But  well  y  wote  y  hadde  nat  done, 
Hur  to  displese,  but  in  grete  mone 
She  hath  me  left  and  ys  agone, 
For  sorwe  my  hert  doth  blede. 

Wo  so  lyst  &c. 

Some  tyme  she  wold  to  me  complayne, 
Yff  she  had  felt  dysease  or  payne, 
Now  fele  y  nought  but  grete  disdayne. 
Alias,  what  is  your  rede  ? 

Wo  so  list  &c. 

Shall  y  leve  of,  and  let  hur  go  ? 
Nay  ner  the  rather  will  y  do  so,. 
Yet  though  unkyndnesse  do  me  wo, 
Hur  will  y  love  and  drede. 

Wo  so  list  &c 
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ne  hope  that  when  she  knowith  the  case, 
ruste  to  god  that  withyne  short  spase 
will  me  take  agayne  to  grace, 
m  have  y  well  abydde.  40 

Wo  so  list  &c. 

I  for  trew  lovers  shall  y  pray, 
t  ther  ladyes  fro  day  to  day, 
T  ^  them '  rewarde  so  that  they  may* 
1  joy  ther  lyves  lede. 

Wo  so  list  &c. 


X. 

TEST  OF  THE  IVY  AND  THE  HOLLY. 

of  Henry  the  6ths  time.  (Bibl.  Harl.  No.  5396.) 
s  "  Survey  of  London,"  1598,  p.  284,  speaking  of  a 
)reserved  m  Gisors  or  Gerards  Hall  in  the  city,  says 
be  used  of  olde  time  (as  then  the  custome  was  in 
jh)  to  be  set  up  in  the  streete,  in  the  summer,  as  a 

. .  and  to  stand  in  the  Hall  before  the  serine,  decked 
HE  and  IviE,  all  the  feast  of  Christmas  ;  "  and  adds, 
•gin,  by  way  of  gloss,  that  **  Every  mans  house  ot 
was  decked  with  HoLLY  and  IviE  in  the  winter, 
at  Christmas.** 

Tom  Ames  and  Herberts  **  Typographical  Anti- 
.359,  that,  in  1 56 1,  W.  Copland  paid  4d.  for  a 
yen  the  Stationers  company,  to  print  **  A  ballette 
ly  and  hyve" 

;  library  (No.  2253)  is  "  A  poem  upon  the  conten- 
en  the  Summer  and  the  Winter,"  which,  if  not  the 

the  following  song,  may  serve  to  evince  the  popu- 
e  subject.     It  begins  thus  : 

"  Un  graunt  estrif  oy  lautrer* 
Entre  este  e  sire  yver, 
Ly  queux  avereit  la  seignurie  "  &c. 


[F.  44.  then.  MS,^ 

*  Not  Vantrer  as  in  Wan.  Cat. 


H 


^ 
^^^' 
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[The  **  Debate  and  Strife  between  Summer  and  Winter,"  printed 
by  Hazlitt  {Popular  Poetry^  iiL  2cj)\  seems  to  be  a  diflferenl 
composition  from  this.] 

Nay,  Ivy,  nay, 

Hyt  shal  not  be,  I  wys  ; 

Let  Holy  hafe  the  maystry, 
As  the  maner  ys. 

Holy  stond  in  the  halle, 

Fayre  to  behold ; 
Ivy  stond  wythout  the  dore, 

She  ys  ful  sore  a-cold. 

Nay,  Ivy,  [fce.] 

Holy  and  hys  mery  men,  10 

The  dawnsyn  and  they  syng ; 

Ivy  and  hur  maydenys, 
They  wepyn  and  they*  wryng. 

Nay,  [&al  .  ■  ' 

Ivy  hath  a  kybe,  .^    • 

She  kaght  yt  wyth  the  colde. 

So  mot  thay  all  haf  ae, 
That  wyth  Ivy  hold. 

Nay,  Ivy,  *  nay,'  hyt  [&c3 

Holy  hat  berys,  20 

As  rede  as  any  rose. 
The  foster  [and]  the  *  hunter ' 

Kepe  hem  fro  the  *  doos.' 

Nay,  Ivy,  nay,  hyt  [&c.] 

Ivy  hath  berys, 

As  blake  as  any  slo, 
Ther  com  the  oule. 

And  ete  hym  as  she  goo. 

Nay,  Ivy,  nay,  hyt  [&c] 


[r.  22.  hunters.  MS.^  \y,  23.  doo.  MS,\ 


AND  BALLADS,  II5 

Holy  hath  byrdys,  30 

A  fill  fajn-e  flok, 
The  nyghtyngale,  the  poppynguy, 
The  gayntyl  lavyrok. 

Nay,  [&c.] 
Code  Ivy, 

What  byrdys  ast  thu  ? 
Non  but  the  howlat, 
That  kreye  how,  how  I 
Nay,  Ivy,  nay, 

Hyt  shal  not  [be,  I  wys,  40 

Let  Holy  hafe  the  niaystry, 
As  the  maner  ys.] 


XI. 

pNG  IN^  PRAISE  OF  SIR  PpNNY.* 

s  of  this  worthy  knight  have  been  a  favourite  topic 
th  the  EngUsh  and  Scotish  poets. — See  "Ancient 
poems,"  published  by  Lord  Hailes,  Edinburgh,  1770, 
or  "The  Caledonian  Muse,"  Lond.  1785. f  There 
tellent  poem  on  this  subject  in  a  MS.  of  the  Cotton 

jialba  E.  ix. rThis  is  from  the  Sloane  MS.  (No. 

ove  descxiWd. 

of  the  13th  or  14th  century,  in  the  library  of  Berne, 
54),  is  an  ironical  poem  in  praise  of  money,  intitled, 
ns  Denier y*  of  which  the  following  is  a  specimen  : 

ballad  was  included  in  the  second  edition  of  Ritson's 
'ncient  Popular  Poetry^  1833;  and  it  is  also  given  in 
lollection,  i.  159.] 

rork  here  quoted  was  then  partly  printed,  but  never 
Mr.  Ritson  subsequently  increased  the  collection 
Pystyl  of  swete  Susane,"  from  the  Vernon  MS.  and 
18,  and  added  **  Essays"  and  a  "Glossary,"  all  now 
ession  of  the  editor,  who  is  preparing  the  work,  in  its 
tate,  for  the  press.  [The  Caledonian  Muse  was  pub- 
^21,  8vo.] 
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^  Denier  £ut  cortots  de  vilain 
D«nier  fait  de  malade  sain 
Denier  sorprent  le  monde  a  plain 
Toe  est  en  son  commandement." 

Tt^e  or^  of  all  these  pieces  is,  possibly,  to  be  referred  to  a 
verr  ancient  French  fiiblian,  intitled  D^  Dom  Argent^  of  which 
M.  le  Grand  has  given  an  extract  in  modem  prose.  {Fabliaux 
it  Cjn^iT,  torn.  iii.  p.  243.) 

Go  bet,  Peny,  go  bet  [go], 

For  thu  makyn  bothe  frynd  and  fo. 

Peny  is  an  hardy  knyght, 
Peny  is  mekyl  of  myght, 
Peny  of  wrong,  he  makyt  ryght. 
In  every  cuntr^  qwer  he  goo. 
[Go  bet,  &cj 

Thow  I  have  a  man  islawe, 
And  forfet\-d  the  kyng^  lawe, 
I  xal  fyndyn  a  man  of  lawe,  10 

Wvl  tak\-n  mvn  peny,  and  let  me  goo. 
[Go  bet,  &c] 

And  if  I  ha>-e  to  don  fer  or  ner, 
And  Peny  be  myn  massanger. 
Than  am  I  nothing  in  dwer, 
Mv  cause  xal  be  wol  doo. 
[Go  bet,  &c.] 

And  if  I  have  pens  bothe  good  and  f}-!!, 
^[en  \i-}*l  byddyn  me  to  the  w)ti, 
That  I  have  xal  be  ther[in] :  20 

Sek}Tly  thei  wil  se}Ti  so. 
[Go  bet,  &c] 

And  quan  I  have  non  in  mjTi  purs, 

Peny  bet,  ne  peny  wers, 

Of  me  thei  holdyn  but  lytil  fors, 
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He  was  a  man,  let  hym  goo. 
[Go  bet,  Peny,  go  bet,  go. 
For  thu  makyn  both  frynd  and  fo.] 


XII. 

"LYTYLL  THANKE/* 

rom  a  MS.  in  the  Cotton  library  (Titus  A.  xxvi.)  of  Henry  the 
6ths  time.  A  few  stanzas  at  the  beginning  are  supposed  to  be 
lost :  [some  preceding  leaves  of  the  MS.  appearing  to  have 
been  cut  out] 

Go  ye  beflfore,  be  twayne  and  twayne, 
Wysly  that  ye  be  not  i-sayne 
And  *  I'll '  go  home  and  com  agayne, 
To  witte  what  dothe  owre  syre, 

Gode  gosyp. 
For  yyff  hit  happ  he  dyd  me  see, 
A  strype  or  to  god  myght  send  me, 
Yytte  sche  that  is  aferre  lette  her  flee. 
For  that  is  nowght  be  this  fyre, 

Gode  gosyp.  lo 

*  Tho '  everyche  of  hem  browght  ther  dysche, 
Sum  browght  fleshe  and  som  browght  fyshe ; 
Quod  Margery  meke  thann  with  a  wyise, 
I  wold  that  Frankelyne  the  harper  were  here, 

Gode  gosip. 
She  hade  notte  so  sone  the  word  i-sayd. 
But  in  come  Frankelyn  at  a  brayd. 


K  3.  I  shalle.  MS,  V.  w.  That.  MS, 


God  save  yone,  mastres,  he  sayde, 
I  come  to  make  yoae  some  chere, 

Gode  gosyp. 


20 


Asoa  he  began  to  drawe  owght  his  harpe, 
The  the  gosrppes  b^an  to  starte. 
They  caEyd  the  taw3rTner  to  flyll  the  quarte, 
And  lette  note  for  no  coste. 

Good  gosyp. 
Tr.en  scyd  the  gossyppes  mil  infere, 
S^eke  nis  harper,  and  make  gode  chere, 
And  wher  that  I  goo,  fere  or  nere, 
To  owre  hn[s]bondes  make  thou  no  dostt, 

God  gossip.  3° 

Nay,  mastresy  as  mote  I  thee. 
Ye  schall  newyr  be  vrt|red  ffor  me, 
I  had  lever  her  dede  to  be 
As  hereof  to  be  knowe, 

Good  gosyp. 
They  ffylled  the  pottes  by  and  by. 
They  lett  not  for  no  coste  trally, 
The  harpyr  stroke  up  merrely, 
That  they  myght  onethe  blowe, 

Good  gosyp.  40 

They  sette  them  downe,  they  mjght  no  more, 
The}Te  legges  they  thought  w€«  passyng  score, 
They  prayd  the  harper  kepe  sufti  liore, 
And  lette  us  drynke  a  bowght, 

Gode  gosyp. 
Heye  the  taverae  I  praye  the, 
Go  fyll  the  potteys  lyghtyly, 
And  latte  us  dr}-[n]ke  by  and  by, 
And  lette  the  cupe  goo  route, 

Good  gosyp.  50 


[  K  29.  The  word  supplied  in  Italics  has  been  torn  off  the  MS] 
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Thi§  ys  the  thowght  that  gossypes  take, 
Onys  in  the  weke  they  wyll  merey  make, 
And  all  smalle  drynckys  they  wyll  forsake, 
And  drynke  wyne  of  the  best, 

Good  gosyp. 
Some  be  at  the  taverne  onys  in  the  weke, 
And  some  be  there  every  day  eke, 
And  ellse  ther  hartes  will  be  seke. 
And  gyflfe  her  hosbondys  ewyll  reste, 

Good  gosyp.  60 

When  they  had  dronke  and  mad  them  glad, 
And  they  schuld  rekyn  theyn  they  sad, 
Call  they  tavemere  anone  they  bade. 
That  we  were  lyghtly  hens. 

Good  gosyp. 
I  swere  be  god  and  by  seynt  Jayme, 
I  wold  notte  that  oure  syre  at  home, 
[Shold  wyt]  that  we  had  this  game, 
Notte  for  fourty  pens, 

Good  gosyp.  70 

Gadyr  the  scote  and  lette  us  wend. 
And  lette  us  goo  home,  by  lurcas  ende, 
For  dred  w*  mete  note  with  owre  frend 
Or  that  we  come  home. 

Good  gosyp. 
When  they  had  there  countes  caste, 
Everyche  of  hem  spend  six  pens  at  the  last, 
Alas,  cothe  Scyscely,  I  am  agaste. 
We  schall  be  schent  evrychone, 

Good  gosyp.  80 

Fro  the  taveme  be  they  all  goone, 

And  everyche  of  hem  sehewythe  her  wysdom. 
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And  there  sche  tellythe  her  husbond  anone, 
Shee  had  been  at  the  chyrche, 

Gode  gosjfp. 
Off  her  werke  she  takythe  no  kepe, 
Sche  tnuste  as  for  anowe  go  sclepe, 
And  ells  for  *  angeyr '  wyll  sche  wepe, 
She  may  no  werkes  wurche. 

Good  gos}!).        9^ 


Off  her  slepe  when  sche  dothe  wake, 
Faste  in  hey  then  gan  sche  arake. 
And  cawthe  her  serwantes  abowte  the  bake, 
Yff  to  here  they  outhe  had  sayd, 

Good  gosyp. 
Off  this  proses  I  make  an  end 
Becawse  I  will  have  women  to  be  my  ffreni 
Of  there  dewosyon  they  wold  send 
A  peny  for  to  dr3mke  at  the  end, 

Gode  gosyp.        ^^ 


XIII. 
WOLCUM   YOL. 

A   CHRISTMAS   CAROL. 
From  the  Sloane  MS.  No.  2593. 

WoLcuM  yol,  thu  mery  man, 
In  worchepe  of  this  holy  day. 

IV.  88.  aggeyr.  MS,'\ 
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Wolcum  be  thu,  hevene  kyng, 
Wolcum,  bom  in  on  morwenyng, 
Wolcum  for  hom  we  xal  syng, 

Wolcum  yol. 

Wolcum  be  ye  Stefne  and  Jon, 
Wolcum  Innocentes  everychon, 
Wolcum  Thomas  martyr  on, 

Wolcum  jol.         lo 

Wolcum  be  ye,  good  newe  yere, 
Wolcum  twelthe-day,  bothe  infer, 
Wolcum  seyntes  lef  and  der, 

Wolcum  yol. 

Wolcum  be  ye  Candylmesse, 
Wolcum  be  ye  qwyn  of  blys, 
Wolcum  both  to  mor  and  lesse, 

Wolcum  yol. 

Wolcum  be  ye  that  arn  her, 

Wolcum  alle  and  mak  good  cher,  20 

Wolcum  alle  another  yer, 

Wolcum  yol. 


XIV. 
LROL  FOR  SAINT  STEPHENS  DAY. 
From  the  same  MS. 

Seynt  Stevene  was  a  clerk 

In  kyng  Herowdes  halle, 
And  servyd  him  of  bred  and  cloth, 

As  ever  kyng  befaUe. 
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Stevyn  out  of  kechon  cam. 

Wyth  boris  hed  on  honde, 
He  saw  a  sterr  was  feyr  and  btyghi 

Over  Bedlem  stonde. 

He  kyst  adoun  the  bores  hed. 
And  went  into  the  halie : 

"  I  forsake  the,  kyng  '  Herowde.' 
And  thi  werkes  aile. 

I  forsak  the,  kyng  *  Herowde,' 

And  thi  werkes  alle  : 
Ther  is  a  chyld,  in  Bedlem  bom. 

Is  beter  than  we  alle." 

"  Quhat  eyljrt  the,  Stevene  ? 

Quhat  is  the  befalle  ? 
Lakkyt  the  eyther  mete  or  drynk 

In  kyng  Herowdes  halle?'* 

"  Lakit  me  neyther  mete  ne  drynk 
In  kyng  Herowdes  halle ; 

Ther  is  a  chyld,  in  Bedlem  bom. 
Is  beter  than  we  alle." 

"  Quhat  eylyt  the,  Stevyn,  art  thu  woe 
Or  thu  gynnyst  to  brede? 

I^kkyt  the  eythar  gold  or  fe, 
Or  ony  ryche  wede  ?  " 

"  l,akyt  *  me '  neyther  gold  ne  fe. 

Ne  non  ryche  wede  ; 
Ther  is  a  chyld,  in  Bedlem  bom, 

Xal  helpyn  us  at  our  nede." 


[rr.  II.  13.  Herowdes.  MS,] 
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"  That  is  al  SO  soth,  Stevyn, 

Al  so  soth,  I  wjs. 
As  this  capon  crowe  xal 

That  Ijth  her  in  myn  dych." 

That  word  was  not  so  sone  seyd, 

That  word  in  that  halle, 
Tne  capon  crew,  Christus  natus  est  / 

Among  the  lordes  alle.  40 

"  Rysyt  up,  myn  turmentowres 

Be  to  and  al  be  on. 
And  ledyt  Stevyn  out  of  this  town, 

And  ston}^  hym  wyth  ston." 


Tokyn  *  hem '  Stevene, 

And  stonyd  hym  in  the  way  : 
And  therfor  is  his  evyn 

On  Crystes  owyn  day. 


XV. 

:AR0L  for  SAINT  EDMUNDS  DAY. 

From  the  same  MS. 

XEWE  song  i  wil  b^ynne. 

Of  kyng  Edmund  that  was  so  fre, 

ow  he  deyid  withoute  synne, 

And  bow[n]dyn  his  body  was  to  a  tre. 

yth  arwys  schaipe  they  gunne  hym  piykke, 
For  non  rewthe  wold  they  lete, 
5  dropjTS  of  reyn  they  comyn  thikke, 
And  every  axwe  with  oflier  gan  mete. 
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And  his  hed  also  thei  of  smette, 
Among  the  breres  thei  it  kest, 

A  wolf  it  kept  witoutyn  lette, 
A  blynd  man  fond  it  at  the  last. 

Prey  we  to  that  worthi  kyng 
That  sufferid  ded  this  same  day, 

He  saf  us,  bothe  eld  and  yyng, 
And  scheld  us  fro  the  fendes  fray 


XVI. 

THE  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  CHAT] 


extracted  from  the  "  Faictz  et  dictz  de 

Jehan   Molinet  [chanoine  de  Valenciennes]," 
folio;   under  the  title  of  "Recollection  des 
advenues  en  nostre  temps,  par  tres-elegant  on 
George  *  Chastellain.  * " 

Qui  veult  ouyr  nouvelles 

Estranges  k  compter, 
Je  sgay  les  nompareilles 

Que  homme  [ne]  sgauroit  cl 
Et  toutes  advenues 

Depuis  long-temps  en  ga ; 
Je  les  ay  retenues, 

Et  sgay  comment  il  va. 

Les  unes  sont  piteuses, 

Et  pour  gens  esbahir ; 
Et  les  autres  doubteuses, 

De  meschef  advenir ; 
Lest  tierces  sont  estranges, 

Et  passent  sens  humain, 
Aucunes  en  louenges, 

Autres  par  autre  main. 
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En  France  la  trbs-belle, 

Fleur  de  crestient^, 
Je  veiz  une  pucelle 

Sourdre  en  auctorit^,  20 

Qui  fit  lever  le  si^ge, 

D'Orleans,  en  ses  mains ; 
Puis  le  roy  par  prodi^ge 

Mena  sacrer  k  Reims. 

Saincte  fut  aor^e 

Par  les  oeuvres  que  fist ; 
Mais  puis  fut  rencontr^e 

Et  prise  sans  prouffit, 
Arse  k  Rouen  en  cendre, 

Au  grant  dur  des  Francois,  30 

Donnant  depuis  entendre 

Son  revivre  autres  fois. 

J*ay  veu  ung  petit  moysne 

En  Romme  dominer, 
Et  en  tr^s  grant  en  soigne 

Le  pape  gouvemer : 
Dont  depwiis  Tadventure 

Fut  d'estre  escartell^, 
A  honte  et  k  laidure 

Comme  traistre  appell^  40 

J'ay  vu  ung  ypocrite, 

Pour  le  monde  prescher, 
Soy-disant  carmelite, 

Et  fol  soy  advancer 
De  dire  messe  sainte, 

Sans  de  prestrise  adveu  ; 
Laquelle  chose  atteinte 

Fut  condamnd  en  feu. 


JUL  £t  cs 


_  iTm  mil  lezaETOTi 
Ci  lOL  ire  iccs  ie  Tcy« 


—  -^iiMiM    ' 


Mis  X  SL  :rs^=z  piys 


^'    _^^T      ^I3ili^       jj^"^       'W        ^^^j^^^t  ^^M^       ^fc-^* II^-j 


^^akT    a^ 


Tij  "c^  ve~  5c::rire  en  Fnnce, 

La  mdze  ec  Ix  branche 

De  toc:e  :ibzsi<Hi, 
Cne:  de  Forgaeil  ea  monde, 

Femme  ou  lel  mai  habonde 
Rend  poTre  utilite. 

[;:  50.  DaTid.  P,  C] 
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3^uis  ay  veu,  par  mistere 

Monter  ung  argentier, 
Xe  plus  grant  de  la  terre, 

Marchant  et  financier, 
Que  depuis  la  fortune 

Veiz  mourir  en  exil, 
Aprbs  frauldes  mainte  une 

Faicte  au  roy  par  cas  vil. 

J'ay  veu  par  excellence 

Ung  jeune  de  vingtz  ans,  90 

Avoir  toute  science 

Et  les  degr^s  montans, 
Soy  vantant  sgavoir  dire 

Ce  qu'oncques  fut  escript, 
Par  senile  foiz  le  lire, 

Comme  ung  jeune  '  antecrist.' 

Par  fortune  senestre, 

Veiz  k  Toeil  vivement 
Le  grand  due  de  Glocestre 

Meurdrir  piteusement ;  1 00 

En  vin  plain  une  cuve 

Failliot  qu'estrangl^  fust, 
Cuidant  par  celle  estruve 

Que  la  mort  n'y  parust, 

Ung  Gilles  de  Bretaigne, 

Nepveu  au  roy  Charlon, 
Veiz  je,  par  mode  estrange, 

Estrangler  en  prison 
Par  Tadveu  de  son  frere, 

Dont  citd  devant  dieu,  no 

Mourut  de  mort  ambre 

Tout  soubdain  comme  sieu. 
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D'Espaigne  ung  connesta' 

Haultainnement  regnan 
Gnmt  maistre  redoubtable 

De  Sainct-Jacques  le  gra 
P'or  riche  oultre  mesure, 

CelluT  veiz-je  mourir 
IV  mort  confuse  et  dure, 

Ce  fist  son  demerir. 

1  ^  tnesor  de  Venise, 

i>b  si  grant  apporta, 
Vcii-ie  embler  par  Pemprise 

l^rm^  Grec,  qui  Teraporta; 
iVrais  ung  sien  compare 

F:si  accusation, 
l\>r,T  *3oTOinaige  grant  ere 

IV  pendie  ung  tel  larron. 

IVru's  en  ung  province 

:  rv'^uv,av  unc  accuseur, 
\^:i\  v,\c  ^:i<.■^::  que  ung  prince 

v^^uchjk  avcc  sa  seur, 
$^  ,:rj  ur.e  fau'se  bulle, 

C,:^;,;:::  *.::spense  avoir, 
IVr:  >."r,r.eur  le  recuUe 

r  "*  r.sT.  s^u'a  boa  debvoir. 

y,:Y  Yx*u  Miii^n  conquerre 
:V.:  v.r,i  tvv:^  routier, 

V^",f  ur^  rc^v  van-  herltier :  U^ 

S^  luv  er.  es:  bien  vieue 

1  •.k  i».v  «->.    v.Jr  .«•... 0«« 

Or  s^;  venu  ooncr.eue 
V.iul:  cou:or.::e  de  rov. 
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J'ay  veu  de  trois  centaines 

Vielle  possession, 
Bxposer  d'Acquitaine 

Angloise  nation, 
Et  Bordeaulx  et  Bayonne 

Prise  du  roy  Frangois  150 

Louenge  k  la  couronne 
Qui  fist  sy  hault  exploix. 

J'ay  veu  la  Normandie, 

Et  la  noble  Rouen,- 
Submise  h,  la  *  maistrie ' 

Du  roy  et  de  son  ban, 
Monstrant  Ik  ses  banibres 

Sur  *  les '  vielz  ennemys, 
Les  quelz  par  armes  fibres 

Vainqueurs  il  a  remys.  i6o 

J'ay  veu  ung  hault  emprendre 

Pour  advenir  grans  maulx, 
De  tuer  et  de  pendre, 

Beaucoup  de  cardinaulx, 
Et  du  pape  ainsy  faire, 

Se  dieu  n'y  eust  pourveu, 
Estienne  de  Procaire 

A  Romme  en  fut  pendu. 

J*ay  veu  grand'  invaincue, 

Subjuguer  k  mes  yeulx,  170 

D'ung  prince  sbcibz  la  nue 

Le  plus  victorieux, 
Et  d'esp&  mortoire 

Vaincre  ses  habitans, 
Dont  cas  de  telle  gloire 

Ne  fut  pass^  mil  ans. 

5.  maistrise.  P.  C]  [V.  158.  le  F.  C] 

I 
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Par  Teox  extreme  chose. 

Chevalier  soabz  trente  ans 
Combatre  en  Ikre  close 

Vingt-deax  nobles  gens. 
Par  tant  de  fojs  diverses, 

Comme  il  y  a  de  noms. 
Sans  fonlle  et  sans  traverse, 

Ce  qa'^oncques  ne  fist  horns. 

La  cit^  Constantine 

Depuis  vei2  envahir 
De  la  gent  Sarrazme, 

Qui  la  vindrent  saisir, 
£t  la  teste  copp^rent 

An  vieillart  empereor. 
Sans  ce  que  ailleurs  monstr^rent 

Mainte  aultre  grant  horreur. 

J'ay  veu  une  Lucrfece 

En  Romme  dominer, 
De  Naples,  non  de  Grece, 

Pour  le  pape  honnorer, 
Aller  au  devant  d'elle 

Cardinaulx  tt  prelatz, 
Et  sy  n'estoit  que  ancelle 

Du  roy,  pour  son  soulas. 

J 'ay  veu  roy  de  Honguerie 

Faire  preparement 
De  haulte  drurie, 

Tr^s  glorieusement, 
Qui  attendoit  la  chbre 

Du  nuptial  atour ; 
Trouv^  fut  mort  en  bifere, 

Ne  SQayt-on  par  quel  tour  ? 
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Luy  mort,  prit  la  couronne 

Le  filz  d'ung  compaignon,  210 

Vertueuse  personne, 

Et  de  tr^s  grant  renom ; 
Ainsi  royal '  racine 

Prist  ik  son  dernier  plong, 
Et  la  basse  origine 

Monta  en  royal  tronc. 

J'ay  veu  Taisn^  de  France 

Fuytif  de  son  sourgeon, 
Venir  prendre  umbroiance 

Soubz  le  due  Bourguignon,  220 

Et  k  mettre  en  couronne 

Non  guferes  biens  venu ; 
Dieu  congnoist  en  son  throsne 

S'il  Ta  bien  recongneu. 

J'ay  veu  peuple  confondre, 

Et  royaulme  troubler, 
Chasteaulx  et  villes  fondre, 

Et  citez  abismer, 
Craventer  les  ^glises, 

Fendans  toutes  parmy,  230 

En  Naploises  pourprises, 

Ce  fist  ce  grant  ay  my. 

J'ay  veu  descendre  en  France 

Anglois  encontre  Angles, 
Par  con  train  te  et  puissance, 

Pour  contendre  au  possh^ 
Pour  Calfes  et  pour  Guines, 

Ce  fut  tout  cest  esmeu ; 
Ce  sont  estranges  signes, 

Le  cas  bien  entendu.  240 
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Passant  par  Engleterre 

Je  veiz  en  grant  tourment, 
Les  seigneurs  de  la  terre 

S'entretuer  forment, 
Avec  ung  tel  d^uge, 

Qui  cueurs  esbsiissoit. 
Qu'  k  peine  y  eut  refuge 

Oil  mort  n'apparoissoit 

Ung  nouveau  roy  cre^rent, 

Par  despiteux  vouloir, 
Le  vieil  en  deboutferent, 

Et  son  legitime  hoir, 
Qui  fuytyf  alia  prendre 

D'Escosse  le  garand, 
De  tous  sifecles  le  mendre, 

Et  le  plus  tolldrant 

J 'ay  veu  en  grant  fortune 

Une  des  fleurs  de  lis 
Tenir  en  prison  brune, 

En  trbs  povres  delictz, 
Priv^  de  seigneurie 

Et  de  royal  honneur, 
Dont  la  gloire  p^rie 

Est  en  sa  prime  fleur. 

De  Cypre  la  couronne 

Ay  je  veu  emprunter 
Au  chef  de  Babilone, 

Pour  le  roy  en  jecter ; 
Bastard  est  et  d'esglise 

Celluy  qui  le  maintient, 
Et  n'a  compte  k  reprise, 

Ny  a  mal  qui  en  vient 
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La  royne  veiz  descendre 

Dedans  le  marin  cours, 
Par  ung  ardant  contendre 

Vers  France  pour  secours, 
Qui  depuis  fut  pill^e, 

Et  mis  au  sacqueman, 
Par  pillars  de  Gall^e 

Du  port  Venician.  280 

J'ay  veu  de  deux  royaulmes 

Deux  roys  contemporains, 
Confesser  en  leur  ames 

Haulx  motz  et  souverains 
De  tenir  leur  couronne, 

Et  leur  pourpre  vestu, 
D'une  seuUe  personne, 

Le  grant  due  de  Vertu. 

J'ay  ung  roy  de  Cecille 

Veu  devenir  berger,  290 

£t  la  femme  gentille 

De  ce  propre  mestier, 
Portant  la  pennetibre, 

La  houllete  et  chappeau, 
Logeant  sur  la  bruyfere, 

Aupr^  de  leur  troppeau. 

J'ay  veu  de  Georgie 

Et  du  hault  orient, 
De  Perse  et  d'Annenie, 

Diverse  estrange  gent,  300 

Mesme  d'  ung  infidelle 

Transmettre  au  roy  Charlon, 
Pour  luy  donner  querelle 

Contra  le  Turc  felon. 


134  ANCIENT  SONGS 

Le  hault  due  de  Bourgoigne 

Fort  bien  le  recoeillit, 
Dont  roeuvre  assez  tesmoigne 

Quel  honneur  il  leur  fist 
Uhonneur  fut  si  profonde 

£t  de  si  haultain  faict, 
Que  jusques  au  bout  du  monde 

La  m^moire  s'en  fait 

J'ay  veu  deux  *  fois '  commettes 

Manifester  au  ciel, 
Et  d'estranges  pianettes 

Plus  amferes  que  fiel, 
Dont  les  fins  non  congneues 

Sont  d'esbahissement, 
Et  de  non  advenues 

N'est  nul  vray  jugement  3^ 

J'ay  veu  chose  inhumaine 

Et  cruelle,  en  la  foy, 
Tuer  k  force  pleine 

Gens  d'^glise  k  desroy ; 
La  cit^  de  Mayence 

En  est  tourn^e  en  feu 
Et  a  si  grefve  oultrance, 

Que  oncques  tel  mal  ne  fu. 

O  !  hault  due,  plein  de  gloire 

Et  vous,  son  noble  filz ! 
Ceste  brefve  m^moire, 

De  tant  de  divers  dis, 
Ay  fait  en  voz  louanges, 

D'ung  cueur  non  vermolut ; 
II  plaise  au  roy  des  *  anges ' 

Qu'il  vous  tourne  k  salut 

[F.  313.  trois,  P,  C]  [F.  335.  Angelz.  P.  C 
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J'ay  veu  dure  vieillesse, 

Qui  me  vint  tourmenter, 
Se  ^ult  que  je  ddaisse 

L'escripre  et  le  dieter,  340 

En  rime  telle  quelle, 

Puisque  je  vols  mourant ; 
MoLiNET,  mon  sequelle, 

Fera  le  demouranL 


TRANSLATION, 

BY   SIR   WALTER   SCOTT,   BART.* 

He  that  will  hear  of  marvels  strange 

As  story  e'er  enroU'd, 
Of  me  shall  learn  such  matchless  change 

As  ne'er  in  song  was  told. 
Each  wondrous  hap  since  first  my  eyes 

The  living  light  did  view, 
From  memorys  faithful  treasuries 

I  know  to  tell  it  true. 

And  some  are  piteous  all  to  know, 

And  draw  the  listeners  tears;  10 

And  some  that  augur  future  woe. 

Impress  with  boding  fears ; 
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Litson's  manuscripts  after  his  death,  though  undertaken  at 
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Of  some  the  daik  mysterious  maze 

Exceeds  our  human  skill ; 
And  soBie  record  the  heios  praise, 

And  some  the  felons  ilL 

All  in  fair  France,  that  lovely  land, 

The  flower  of  Christentie, 
I  saw  lead  on  an  armed  band 

A  maid  of  low  degree ; 
I  saw  her  sweep  the  si^e  away. 

^Mlich  girt  fair  Orleans  round ; 
By  her  in  Rheims'  cathedral  grey 

I  saw  her  monarch  crown'd. 

I  saw  her  as  a  saint  adored, 

\Mio  broke  her  countrys  chain ; 
Yet,  changeful  fortune  of  the  sword ! 

At  length  I  saw  her  ta'en. 
Mourn,  Gallia,  mourn  !  from  Rouens  walls 

Her  death-smoke  blots  the  skies ;  3° 

Yet,  when  again  her  country  calls, 

The  martyred  maid  shall  rise. 

And  next  I  saw  a  petty  friar 

Assume  the  sacred  sway, 
And  dictate  to  our  holy  sire, 

And  bid  the  church  obey. 
The  saucy  priest,  his  power  down-borne, 

Incurred  a  traitors  doom  ; 
His  loathesome  corpse  in  quarters  shorn 

Defiled  the  streets  of  Rome.  4 

I  saw  a  feigned  Carmelite 

Roam  through  the  land  to  preach  ; 

And  there  the  frantic  hypocrite 
Foul  heresy  did  teach ; 
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Unlicensed  by  the  priestly  name, 

The  holy  mass  he  sung ; 
For  which  upon  a  pile  of  flame 

Convicted  he  was  flung. 

Even  in  fair  Scotlands  kingly  hall 

I  saw  her  royal  lord,  50 

The  gallant  Stuart,  butchef  d,  fall, 

By  halberd  and  by  sword. 
Vainly  his  lovely  consort  strove 

To  ward  their  traiterous  blows ; 
Yet  well,  though  late,  her  injured  love 

Wreaked  vengeance  on  his  foes. 

I  saw  proud  Savoy  strive  to  seize, 

With  ill-considered  aim, 
The  Roman  pontiffs  holy  keys 

And  triple  diadem.  60 

Irregular  ambitions  wiles 

Dealt  holy  church  a  wound ; 
For  which,  long  after,  at  Repailles, 

The  duke  his  guerdon  found. 

At  Rome  I  saw  an  ancient,  grave. 

And  pious  cardinal 
Murder'd  by  a  domestic  slave, 

Within  his  palace  hall. 
Him  on  his  peaceful  couch,  at  noon. 

The  faithless  ruflian  slew ;  70 

For  which  in  many  a  torment  soon 

He  paid  the  vengeance  due. 

'Midst  hoots  of  shame  I  saw,  in  France, 

With  boughs  in  triumph  borne, 
The  root  of  all  abuse  advance. 

The  nations  plague  and  scorn ; 


138  ANCIENT  SONGS 

A  female  fiend,  whose  pride  and  lust 
Exceed  all  earthly  measure ; 

From  such  a  stem  could  spring,  I  trusty 
Small  profit  and  small  pleasure.  ^ 

And  next  I  saw,  by  secret  means, 

A  money-broker  rise ; 
In  trade  and  lucres  sordid  scenes 

Was  none  so  wondrous  wise ; 
I  saw  him  too  in  exile  die, 

His  fortune  chang'd  and  gone. 
Because  full  often  fraudfuUy 

His  craft  had  robb'd  the  throne. 

A  youth  of  twenty  years,  no  more, 

A  wondrous  sight  to  see, 
I  saw  attain  each  varied  lore, 

And  win  each  learn'd  degree. 
Whatever  his  eye  had  once  perused 

His  tongue  could  say  again  ; 
But  the  young  antichrist  abused 

His  gifts  in  science  vain. 

Then  saw  I  well  duke  Glo'ster  reel. 

And  hurled  from  on  high. 
Crushed  beneath  fortunes  restless  wheel, 

By  felon  murder  die. 
Immersed  within  the  luscious  tun 

The  villains  choak'd  his  breath. 
That  wine  quafif'd  on  till  life  was  gone, 

Might  drown  the  sense  of  death. 

I  saw  the  nephew  of  king  Charles, 

Sir  Giles  of  Britany, 
Spite  of  his  birth  from  ancient  earls, 

A  strangled  captive  die. 
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Such  was  his  cruel  brothers  doom, 

Who  cited  from  on  high,  no 

By  ways  as  wondrous,  to  the  tomb 

Was  brought  as  suddenly. 

Grand  master  of  saint  James's  knights 

I  saw  triumphant  reign 
Alvarez,  in  his  haughty  might, 

High  constable  of  Spain ; 
Not  all  the  barons  hoarded  wealth, 

Not  all  his  power  and  state. 
Could  shield  him,  when  crept  on  by  stealth 

His  dark  and  doubtful  fate.  120 

I  saw  the  wealth  which  Venice  piles 

In  piles,  where  long  it  lay, 
By  a  shrewd  Grecians  crafty  wiles 

Bereft  and  borne  away ; 
Doom'd  I  saw  the  thief,  detected 

By  his  comrades  treachery, 
On  a  gibbet  high  erected. 

Far  too  mild  a  death  to  die. 

A  distant  province  next  I  saw. 

Where  stem  accusers  said  130 

How  that  their  prince,  'gainst  natures  law, 

Defiled  his  sisters  bed  ; 
In  vain  a  forged  bull  he  pleads. 

To  screen  a  crime  so  foul, 
For  honour  spurns  his  vicious  deeds. 

And  conscience  wrings  his  soul. 

I  saw  a  poor  adventurers  prize 

Lie  conquered  Milan  fair ; 
More  honour  gain'd  his  high  emprize 

Than  if  the  rightful  heir.  140 


^■ 
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To  the  bold  knight  is  justly  due 

Such  tribute  of  renown ; 
His  valour,  known  the  nations  through, 

Might  grace  a  kingly  crown. 

I  saw  the  English  race  expelFd 

From  fruitful  Aquitaine, 
Which,  for  three  hundred  years,  they  held 

Their  ancient  rich  domain ; 
And  Bayonne  fair  and  Bordeaux,  now, 

The  king  of  France  has  won  :  ^\ 

Praise  to  the  monarchs  laurell'd  brow 

By  whom  such  deeds  are  done. 

Eke  have  I  seen  fair  Normandy 

To  France's  crown  restored ; 
And  Rouens  turrets  blaze  on  high 

The  banners  of  her  lord ; 
Against  the  ancient  enemy 

Defiance  now  they  wave  : 
Such  are  the  fruits  of  victory 

By  France's  conquering  glaive. 

I  saw  devised  in  Roman  walls 

A  plot  of  horror  dread, 
To  murder  holy  cardinals, 

And  seize  the  churches  head ; 
But  god,  who  made  his  church  his  care, 

Soon  queird  the  enemy ; 
And  daring  Stephen  de  Procaire 

Did  on  the  gallows  die. 

Old  Ghent,  invincible  esteemed, 

I  saw  it  storm'd  and  won 
By  one,  the  most  victorious  deem'd 

Beneath  the  rolling  sun. 
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The  town  was  given  to  the  flame, 

The  people  to  the  sword ; 
No  deed  of  such  deserved  fame 

Shall  ages  ten  afford. 

I  saw  within  a  listed  field 

A  noble  youth  contend 
'Gainst  twenty-two,  with  spear  and  shield, 

To  vanquish  or  defend.  1 80 

So  many  noble  knights  were  there, 

So  many  faiths  they  bore ; 
A  field  so  strange,  and  fought  so  fair. 

Shall  ne*er  be  heard  of  more. 

I  saw  the  seat  of  Constantine 

Storm'd  by  a  heathen  host ; 
Destro/d,  alas !  her  ancient  line. 

Her  ancient  honours  lost. 
The  aged  emperor  of  Greece 

The  caitiff"  miscreants  slew ;  190 

But  let  the  tale  of  horror  cease. 

Nor  vain  regrets  renew. 

And  I  have  seen  a  fair  Lucrece 

Unbounded  homage  claim ; 
Of  Naples  she,  and  not  of  Greece,  . 

And  least  of  Roman  fame. 
Proud  priests  and  prelates,  many  a  one, 

Came  bending  to  her  knee ; 
Yet  but  a  rampant  courtezan. 

To  speak  the  sooth,  was  she.  200 

I  saw  the  king  of  Hungary 

His  marriage  feast  prepare, 
And  celebrate  his  nuptials  high, 

With  princely  pomp  and  care. 
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The  wedding  cheer  was  richly  dighW 
The  bridal  couch  was'  spread ; 

But  on  that  couch  lay  stretch'd  at  night 
The  royal  bridegroom  dead. 

And  after  him  I  saw  arise 

A  wandering  soldiers  son  ;  2 

By  feats  of  worth  and  bold  emprise 

The  kingdom  he  has  won. 
Thus  fail'd  the  ancient  royal  root, 

Its  branches  shrunk  and  gone, 
And  thus  a  foreign  lowly  shoot 

Was  grafted  on  the  throne. 

The  first  of  France's  royal  line 

I  saw  his  kindred  flee, 
And  shelter  seek  beneath  the  vine 

Of  ducal  Burgundy ; 
A  royal  crown,  back'd  by  his  aid, 

Unhappily  he  won ; 
But  god  be  judge  how  he  repaid 

The  mighty  service  done. 

On  Naples'  fair  and  fertile  coast 

I  saw  the  firm  earth  rend. 
Towns,  castles,  cities,  sunk  and  lost 

Through  the  dark  gulph  descend. 
The  column'd  churches  rock'd  and  reel'd, 

The  air  with  flames  was  red, 
A  trembling  people  pray'd  and  kneel'd, 

For  earthly  hope  was  fled. 

I  saw  even  in  the  land  of  France 

Full  many  an  English  lord 
Gainst  Enghsh  bosoms  couch  the  lance, 

And  yield  the  civil  sword ; 
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For  Calais  and  for  Guines  they  fought : 

Such  discord  dire  and  strange 
Within  a  hostile  land,  methought, 

Must  bode  some  wondrous  change.  240 

I  tum'd  my  eyes  to  Englands  soil, 

'Twas  slaughter  over  all ; 
In  mutual  fight  and  wild  turmoil 

I  saw  her  mightiest  fall. 
To  tell  how  wide  the  whirlwind  reign'd 

Would  chill  your  soul  with  fears  ; 
No  spot  in  all  the  land  remained 

Undrench'd  by  blood  and  tears. 

In  high  despiteous  wilful  mood, 

Another  king  they  chose ;  250 

Their  aged  monarch,  mild  and  good, 

Took  refuge  with  his  foes. 
To  Scotlands  kind,  though  hostile,  coast 

With  his  young  heir  he  came ; 
Scotland  that  can  for  ages  boast 

Her  hospitable  fame. 

A  royal  fleur-de-lis  of  France 

I  saw  in  dungeon  thrown ; 
By  fickle  fate  and  fell  mischance 

His  honours  past  and  gone.  260 

His  princely  state  and  seignorie 

Were  reft  before  the  time ; 
Of  France  the  royal  fleur-de-lis 

Has  perished  ere  the  prime. 

I  saw  the  crown  of  Cyprus*  isle 

To  a  proud  soldan  lent, 
Of  Babylon  the  tyrant  vile, 

Her  king  to  exile  sent ; 
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Of  holy  church  a  bastard  bold. 
All  reckless  of  the  end, 

I  saw  him  the  foul  deed  uphold. 
Nor  care  for  foe  nor  friend. 


270 


The  queen  of  Cyprus  next  I  saw 

Through  ocean  plow  her  way  ; 
From  France  some  succours  meet  to  draw 

To  fence  the  christian  fay. 
But  still  her  evil  fates  pursue. 

From  watery  Venice  came, 
Of  loose  corsairs  a  lawless  crew, 

A\Tio  robb*d  the  roy-al  dame.  280 

Two  monarchs  whom  two  kingdoms  own 

I  saw  high  worth  avow. 
And  swear  before  one  power  alone 

Their  royalty  should  bow. 
They  own'd  one  master,  and  no  more, 

For  him  to  wield  the  sword, 
Of  him  to  hold  their  crowns  they  swore, 

Fair  Virtues  sovereign  lord. 

Sicilias  monarch  have  I  seen 

Assume  the  shepherd  swain,  290 

And  tending,  with  his  lovely  queen, 

Their  sheep  upon  the  plain. 
The  shepherds  hat,  the  shepherds  hook, 

The  shepherds  cloak  they  wear, 
And  rest  at  eve  beside  the  brook 

Amid  their  fleecy  care. 

And  stranger  men  of  eastern  lands. 

From  climes  remote,  I  saw, 
From  Georgian  hills  and  Persian  sands, 

And  old  Armenia ;  300 
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Both  christian  chiefs,  and  heathen  too 

Who  Mahounds  maxims  hold, 
Against  the  tjrrant  Turk  did  sue 

For  aid  to  Charles  the  Bold. 

Of  Burgundy  the  noble  duke 

Received  them  wondrous  well. 
And  honoured  them,  as  word  and  look. 

But  best  his  actions,  tell. 
For  them  he  did  such  actions  high, 

And  honour  so  profound,  3 1  o 

The  memory  shall  neyer  die. 

Till  the  last  trumpet  sound. 

And  I  have  seen  strange  signs  in  heaven 

Of  wondrous  blazing  stars, 
Whose  fiery  trains  have  signal  given 

Of  bitter  plagues  and  wars. 
To  seek  what  evils  they  portend 

In  vain  we  may  explore  ; 
£nough  for  us  to  wait  the  end, 

And  trembling  to  adore.  320 

And  have  I  seen  a  savage  scene 

In  Christendom  displayed ; 
For  holy  churchmen  have  I  seen 

Fall  by  the  bloody  blade. 
In  fair  Mayence,  to  flames  a  prey, 

Such  outrage  foul  was  done 
As  never,  till  that  direful  day. 

Was  witnessed  by  the  sun. 

High  duke,  in  whom  we  glory  all, 

And  thou,  his  son  so  bold,  330 

Accept  this  brief  memorial 

Of  deeds  which  I  have  told. 

K 
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COMPRISING 
lEIGNS   OF   EDWARD   IV.    AND   HENRY  VIII. 
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T,  BY  ANTHONY  WOOD\^LE  EARL 

RIVERS. 

EX    DURING  HIS   IMPRISONMENT  IN   PONTEFRACT 
CASTLE,  ANNO   I483. 

t  piece  is  preserved  by  Rouse  tlie  historian,  and  has 

printed  by  dr.  Percy ;  bat  as  the  use  of  the  Fairfax 

tabled  the  present  editor  to  sapply  a  considerable 

in  the  printed  copies,  the  cnrioos  reader  will  not  be 

)  see  it  complete.* 

•ore,  which  is  now  properly  r^iilated,  was  ordinarily 

I  by  scmg-writers,  from  Chancer  to  Skelton. 

c  of  the  MS.  is  (as  usual)  a  composition  in  three  parts, 

Fayifax. 


Sum  what  mus3mg, 
And  more  mom3rDg, 
In  remembring 

The  unstydfastnes, 


Ritson,  "  professing  to  follow  "  the  printed  copies^  and 
apply  a  chasm,  in  them  from  the  Fairfax  MS. : — the 
r  that  purpose  being  made  with  his  usual  accuracy,  and 
bed  by  brackets — appears  to  be  very  unjustly  charged 
sciepancies  "  in  the  publication  of  this  ballad  ;  which, 
added,  has  been  inserted  verbatim  as  completed,  in 
I  edition  of  the  "  ReHques,""    Ed.] 
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This  world  being 
Of  such  whel3rDg9 
Me  contrarieng, 

What  may  I  gesse? 

I  fere  dowtles» 
Remediles, 
Is  now  to  sese 

My  wofiill  chaunce 
[For  unkyndnesSy 
Withouten  less, 
And  no  redress. 

Me  doth  avaunce. 

With  displesaunce, 
To  my  grevaunce. 
And  no  soraunce, 

Of  remedy]. 
Lo  in  this  traunce, 
Now  in  substance, 
Such  is  my  dawnce, 

Willyng  to  dye. 

Me  thynkys  truly 
Bowndyn  am  I, 
And  that  gretly, 

To  be  content ; 
Seyng  playnly 
That  fortune  doth  wry 
All  contrary 

From  myn  entent 

My  lyflf  was  lent 
Me  to  on  intent, 

V,  30.  That  omitted^  M.S. 
V.  34.  To  an  entent.     M.S, 
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Hytt  is  ny  spent ; 

Welcome  fortune : 
But  I  ne  went, 
Thus  to  be  shent, 
But  sho  hit  ment, 

Such  is  hur  won.  40 


II. 

GRAMERCY  MYN  OWN  PURSE. 

^'ven  from  the  "Boke"  of  "hawkynge  and  huntynge,"  &c. 
"Enprynted  at  Westmestre  by  Wynkyn  the  Worde  the  yere 
^  ofthjmcamacion  of  oure  lorde.  M.CCCC.  Ixxxxvi." 
'Dame  Julyans  Bemes,"  the  compiler  of  this  volume,*'or  at 
least  the  authoress  of  the  ''boke  of  [hawkynge  and]  hunt- 
ynge" — ^for,  besides  this,  it  contains  **  liber  armorum,"  **the 
treatyse  of  fysshjrnge  wyth  an  angle,"  and  "  the  blasynge  of 
armes," — is  generally  supposed  to  have  been  the  daughter  of 
sir  James  Bemers  of  Bemers-Roding  in  Essex,  and  sister  to 
Richard  lord  Bemers;  she  was  prioress  of  the  nunnery  of 
Sopewell  near  St.  Albans,  and  is  said  to  have  flourished  in 
and  about  the  year  1460.     (See  Bale,  Ballards  Memoirs  of 
BrUish  Ladies,  &c.) 

After  the  "Explicit**  of  this  last  "boke"  are  some  miscel- 
laneous observations,  as,  **  Bestys  of  the  chace ;  **  "  The 
names  of  djrvers  manere  houndes  ;  **  "  The  propritees  of  a 
good  Grehounde ;  **  **  The  proprytees  of  a  good  horse ;  ** 
sevend  old  curious  proverbial  sentences;  "The  companyes 
of  bestys  &  foules  ;  '*  '*  The  dewe  termys  to  speke  of  brekynge 

or  dressjrnge  of  dyvers  beestys  &  foules,   &c And. ...of 

certen  fysshes ;''  *'  The  shyres  and  bysshopryckes  [and  pro- 

vynces]. of  Englonde."    And  then,  but  without  any  title  or 

bead,  comes  the  following  ballad,  [sig.  e.  vi.  b.] 

The  aboYementioned  compilation  is  usually  termed  the  "  Boke 
of  St  Albans,"  where  it  was  originally  printed  by  the  anony- 
mous schoolmaster  ("John  Insomuch")  in  i486;  but  the 
ballad  here  printed  is  not  to  be  found  in  that  edition. 
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frede  you,  syres  all, 
aye  your  frendes  or  ye  have  nede, 
,re  come  downe  and  have  a  fall, 
fv^e  of  theym  for  you  woll  grede  : 
r,  assaye  theym  everychone, 
:he  better  and  the  wurse. 
I,  that  shope  bothe  sonne  and  mone, 
us  spendynge  in  our  [own]  purse  !      40 


III. 
PJLA.ISE  OF  SERVING-MEN, 

OR 

TROLY  LOLY. 

i  is  given  from  MSS.  Sloan.  No.  1584.  a  small 
iper,  partly  parchment,  chiefly  written  by  John 
1  of  Coverham,  in  Yorkshire,  whose  manual  or 
seems  to  have  been  (tempore  H.  8.),  if  it  be 
by  Langland  under  the  above  title,  has  been 
¥hich  is  the  principal  inducement  to  its  inser- 
her  part  of  the  MS.  we  find  the  spark  here 
ao,  very  prol)ably,  is  the  serving-man  described 
The  chorus  or  burden  is  of  vast  antiquity,  being 
ite  with  the  pot-companions  of  Edward  the 
we  learn  from  the  Vision  of  William  concerning 
n: 

satten  some  and  songe  at  the  nale, 

m  erie  his  halfe  acre  wyth  hey  trolly  lolly.'* 

e  lyttel  propre  jeste,  called  Cryste  crosse  me 
'  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde  : 
he  ale  they  went  with  hey  troly  loly." 

(See  Herbert's  Ames,  1019.) 

'hitsun  plays  (a  MS.  in  the  Museum)  it  is  said, 
t  [paslorcs\  and  in  the  margin  are  these  words, 
^ofy  lo."  But  there  may  have  been  many  songs 
en. 
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So  well  ys  me  begone,  Troly^  hU, 

Off  serving-men  I  wyll  begyne, 

Troly,  loUy^ 

For  they  goo  mynyon  trym. 

Troly^  loley. 

Off  mett  and  drynk  and  feyr  clothyiig, 

Troly^  loley. 

By  dere  god,  I  want  *  nothyng/ 

Troly,  loley. 

His  bonet  is  of  fyne  Scarlett, 

Troly^  loley, 

Wyth  here  as  black  '  as  gett.* 

Troly^  lolye. 

His  dublett  ys  of  fyne  satjnae, 

Troly^  lolye, 

Hys  shertt  well  mayd  and  tryme. 

Troly,  lolye, 

Hys  coytt  itt  is  so  tryme  and  rownde 

Troly^  lolye. 

His  kysse  is  worth  a  hundred  pownd 

Troly^  lolye. 

His  hoysse  of  London-black, 

Troly^  lolye. 

In  hyme  ther  ys  no  lack. 

Troly,  lolye. 

His  face  yt  ys  so  lyk  a  man, 

Troly,  lolye. 

Who  cane  butt  love  hyme  than  ? 

Troly,  lolye, 

[V.  8.  none-l  [^-  12.  os 
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Wheresoever  he  bee,  he  hath  my  hert,       30 

Troly^  lolye. 

And  shall '  tiU '  deth  '  do  part,' 

Troly,  lolye. 


IV. 

^  THE  INCONSTANCY  OF  HIS  MISTRESS. 

MS.  of  the  early  part  of  Henry  the  8ths  time.    Bibl. 
HarL  No.  2252.    Left  unfinished  by  the  copyist. 

MoRNYNG,  mornyng, 
Thus  may  I  S3mge, 

Adew,  my  dere,  adew ; 
Be  god  alone, 
My  love  ys  gon, 

Now  may  I  go  seke  a  new. 

Nay,  nay,  no,  no, 
I  wys  not  soo, 

Leve  of  and  do  no  more ; 
For  veraylye  i  o 

Some  wemen  ther  be. 

The  whyche  bethe  brotyll  store. 

I  lovyd  on, 
Not  long  agon, 

On  whom  my  harte  was  sett. 
So  dyd  she  me, 
Whye  shuld  I  lye  ? 

I  can  hyt  not  forgette. 

[F.  32.  To  deth  depart.] 


ANCtEKT  SOWSS 

Hyr  tetters  wyll  prove 
She  was  my  love, 

And  so  I  wyll  hyr  clayme, 
Thowghe  my  swete-harte 
Be  fro  me  starte, 

She  ys  the  more  to  blame. 
Thowe  my  swete-harte 
Be  fro  me  starte 

And  changyd  me  for  a  new, 
I  am  content, 
And  wyll  assente 

Wyth  hym  that  hath  hyr  now. 
For  be  saynte  Gyle, 
And  Mary  mylde, 

He  ys  a  my n ion  man, 
Myche  propyr  and  good, 
Commyn  of  jentyll  blode, 

And  myche. good  pastyme  he  can. 
He  ys  worthy 
Myche  better  then  I 

To  have  the  love  of  hyr, 
Therfor,  swete-harte, 
Farwell  my  parte 

Adew,  somtyme  my  dere. 


INVOCATION  TO  DEATH. 


Tlie  following  poem,  sir  Jolin  Hawkins  tells  us,  appeon 
MS.  [com  which  it  was  liken,  1o  have  been  composei 
the  time  of  Henry  VIII,  It  and  another,  which  he  has  ] 
were  communicaled  to  him  by  "a  very  judicious  an 
lately  deceased,"  whose  opinion  of  them  was,  that  tbi 
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Ml  either  by,  or  in  the  person  of  Anne  Boleyn  :  a  con- 
e,  he  adds,  which  her  unfortunate  history  renders  very 
ible.  It  is,  however,  but  a  conjecture ;  any  other  state- 
ler  of  that  period  having  an  equal  claim.  George  viscount 
ford,  brother  to  the  above  lady,  and  who  suffered  on  her 
nt,  "hath  the  fame,"  according  to  Phillips,  **of  being 
ithor  of  songs  and  sonnets,"  and  to  him  the  present 
'  is  willing  to  refer  the  ensuing  stanzas. 

0  Death  rocke  me  on  slepe, 
Bringe  me  on  quiet  reste, 

Let  passe  my  verye  giltless  goste, 

Out  of  my  caxefull  brest  : 
Toll  on  the  passinge-bell, 
Ringe  out  the  dolefull  knell, 
Let  the  sounde  my  dethe  tell, 

For  I  must  dye, 

There  is  no  remedy, 

For  now  I  dye.  i  o 

My  paynes  who  can  expres  ? 

Alas  !  they  are  so  stronge. 
My  dolor  will  not  suffer  strength 

My  lyfe  for  to  prolonge  : 
Toll,  &»c. 

Alone  in  prison  stronge, 

I  wayle  my  destenye ; 
Wo  worth  this  cruel  hap  that  I 

Should  taste  this  miserye  ! 
Toll,  &*c.  20 

Farewell  my  pleasures  past, 
Welcum  my  present  payne, 

1  fele  my  torments  so  increse[d] 
That  lyefe  cannot  remayne  : 

Cease  now  the  passing-bell, 
Rong  is  my  doleful  knell. 
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For  the  sound  my  deth  doth  tell, 
Deth  doth  draw  nye, 
Sound  my  end  dolefully, 
For  now  I  dye. 


VI. 

A  CAROL  ON  BRINGING  UP  A  BOARS  HEAD 
TO  THE  TABLE  ON  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

-Printed  from  that  eminent  and  excellent  antiqnary  Thomas 


Hearnes  "  Notce  et  SpUUegium  "  to  William  of  Newboroogk 
(III.  745. )i  where  it  is  thus  introduced: — "I  will  beg  leaw 
here  to  give  an  exact  copy  of  the  Christmas  Carol  upon  the 
Boar's  Head  (which  is  an  ancient  dish,  and  was  brought  up  by 
K.  Henry  'II.'  with  trumpets  before  his  son  when  his  said 
son  was  crowned  [Hollynshed's  Chron.  Vol.  III.  p.  76.])  as  I 
have  it,  in  an  old  fragment  (for  I  usually  preserve  even  frag* 
ments  of  old  books)  of  the  Christmas  Carols  printed  by 
Wynkyn  de  Worde,  .  ,  ,  .by  which  it  will  be  perceived  how 
much  the  same  Carol  is  altered  as  it  is  sung  in  some  places 
even  now  from  what  it  was  at  first*  It  is  the  last  thing,  it 
seems,  of  the  book  (which  I  never  yet  saw  Intire)  and  at  the 
same  time  I  think  it  proper  also  to  add  the  printer's  con- 
clusion, for  this  reason,  at  least,  that  such  as  write  about  our 
first  printers  may  have  some  notice  of  the  date  of  this  book, 
and  the  exact  place  where  printed,  provided  they  cannot  be 
able  to  meet  with  it,  as  I  believe  they  will  find  it  pretty  diffi- 
cult to  do,  it  being  much  laid  aside  about  the  time  that  some 
of  David's  psalms  came  to  be  used  in  it's  stead. "  (See  also 
his  preface  to  "  Robert  of  Gloucester's  chronicle, "  p.  xiii.) 

The  Colophon  runs  thus  :  H  (Cfturf  cnOetb  the  CbtijJtma^rff 
caroHejEf,  netoelp  enpcinteti  at  Honbon,  in  t^e  fletej^trete  at  tic 
i^)?0ne  of  the  j^onne  iip  U^pnlipn  5e  U^orbe.  (Qt^e  pere  of  our 
lorDe.  M.  ^.  tt\. 

This  antique    ceremony  is    still  observed  in  Queens-college, 

*  **An  insinuation,  cunningly,  but  plainly,  levelled  at  the 
Gentlemen  of  Queen* s,^*  (Wartons  "  Companion  to  the  guide^ 
P-  29,  30) 
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*ford,  with  this  considerable  improvement,  indeed,  that  the 
**rs  head  is  neatly  carved  in  wood. 

*V)ok  of  Psalms  aoove  referred  to  is  in  a  note  thus  described  : 
.  Certaine  of  David's  Psalmes  intended  for^Christmas  Carolls 
ftted  to  the  most  common  but  solemnpne  tunes,  every  where 
•niliarly  used  :    By  William  Slayter.     Printed  by   Robert 

wn  Margaret,  wife  to  James  IV.  of  Scotland,  **  at  the  furst 
Wise'*  of  her  wedding-dinner,  "  was  served  of  a  wyld  borres 
«d  gylt,  within  a  fayr  platter."     (Lelands  Collectanea^  1770, 

1 294.) 

;  ancient  crest  of  the  family  of  Edgcumbe  was  the  Boars 

ad,  crowned  with  bays,  upon  a  charger;  which  has  been 

sy  injudiciously  changed  into  the  entire  animal.     The  par- 

ility  shown  by  one  of  this  species  to  the  late  lord  is  the  sub- 

n  of  a  very  humorous  ode  by  the  facetious  Peter  Pindar. 

Caput  apri  *  defer 0  * 
/Reddens  *  laudes  *  domino. 

The  bores  heed  in  hand  bring  I, 
With  *  garlands '  gay  and  rosemary, 
I  pray  you  all  synge  merely, 
Qui  esiis  in  cofwivio. 

The  bores-head,  I  understande, 
Is  the  *  chefe '  servyce  in  this  lande ; 
Loke  where  ever  it  be  fande, 
Servite  cum  cantico. 

Be  gladde,  lordes,  bothe  more  and  lasse, 
For  this  hath  ordeyned  our  stewkrde, 

To  chere  you  all  this  chrislmasse. 
The  bores-heed  with  mustkrde. 


V.  I.  differo.  V,  2.  laudens.  K  8.  thefe. 
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VII. 

IN  DIE  NATIVITATIS. 

This,  and  the  following  ancient  Christmas  Carols,  are  pji 
merely  as  curiosities,  from  the  editors  folio  MS.,  wheie  e» 
is  accompanied  with  a  musical  composition  for  three  voicft 
but  which,  neither  in  point  of  merit  nor  antiquity,  seems t 
deserve  a  place  in  this  work. 

Ncnvd^  Nawd  (the  old  French  name  for  Christmas],  and  a  p* 
cry  at  that  period,  was  the  usual  burden  to  this  sort  of  thii 
Many  instances  of  which  may  be  found  in  No.  2593.  B 
Sloan. 

It  was  likewise  the  name  of  this  sort  of  composition,  whid 
equally  ancient  and  popular.  Books  of  carols  were  cried  ab 
the  streets  of  Paris  in  the  thirteenth  century.  **  Nod,  n( 
h  moult  grant  cris,*^ 

NowELL,  no  well,  no  well,  nowell, 
Tydynges  gode  y  thyngke  to  telle. 

The  borys  hede  that  we  bryng  here 
Be  tokeneth  a  prince  withowte  pere, 
Ys  borne  this  day  to  bye  us  dere, 

Nowell. 

A  bore  ys  a  soverayn  beste, 
And  acceptab[l]e  in  every  feste, 
So  mote  thys  lord  be  to  moste  and  leste, 

NowelL 

This  borys  hede  we  bryng  with  song, 
In  worchyp  of  hym  that  thus  sprang, 
Of  a  virgyne  to  redresse  all  wrong, 

NowelL 


k 
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VIII. 

IN   DIE  NATIVITATIS. 

Nowell,  Nowell,  Nowell, 
:her  that  syngyt  so,  Nowell,  Nowell  ? 

lere,  s)rre  Chrystesmasse. 

>me  my  lord  S5n-e  Chrystesmasse, 

me  to  us  bothe  mor  and  lasse. 

Com  ner,  Nowell. 

us  garde,  hewe  syre,  Tydynges  y  you  bryng, 
de  hath  bom  a  chylde  full  yong, 
eche  causeth  yew  to  S)mg, 

Nowell. 

is  now  bom  of  a  pure  mayde, 
Dxe  stalle  he  ys  layde, 
for  syng  we  alle  atte  a  brayde, 

Nowell." 

bien,  par  tutte  la  company, 
gode  chere  and  be  ryght  mery, 
ng  with  us  now  joyfully, 

Nowell. 


IX. 

CUE  BETWEEN  TWO  LOVERS. 

sir  J.  Hawkins,  from  whom  it  is  given,  gravely 
there  is  great  simplicity  of  style  and  sentiment, 
less  discoverable  on  the  lady's  part  not  warranted 
lers  of  the  present  time." 

L 
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It  likewise  occurs  in  the  old  part  song  book,  1530,  wbenoei 
has  been  corrected  since  the  last  edition.  The  music,  in  Am 
parts,  was  by  dr.  Fayrfax. 

"  MiN  hartys  lust  and  all  my  plesure, 
Ys  gevyn  wher  I  maye  not  take  yt  age)^." 

"  Do  ye  repent  ?  "     "  Naye,  I  make  you  sure." 
"  What  ys  the  cause  then  [that]  ye  do  complayn?* 

"  It  plesyth  my  hart  to  shew  part  of  my  payn."  . 

"  To  whom  ?  "     "  To  you."     ''  Please  that  wyl  lUt 
me; 
Be  all  thes  wordys  to  me,  they  be  in  va)m, 

Complayn  you,  wher  ye  may  have  remedy." 

*'  I  do  complayn,  and  [can]  find  no  relese." 
**  Yee,  do  ye  so?     I  pray  you  tel  me  how." 

"  My  lady  lyst  not  my  paynys  to  redres." 

"  Say  ye  soth  ?  "     "  Yee,  I  make  god  a  vowe." 

"  Who  ys  your  lady  ?  "     "I  put  case  you." 
"  Who,  I  ?  nay,  be  sure,  yt  ys  not  soo." 

"  In  fayth,  ye  be."     "  Why  do  ye  swere  now?" 
"  For,  in  good  fayth,  I  love  you  and  no  moo." 

"  No  mo  but  me  ?  '*     "  No,  so  sayd  I." 

"  May  I  you  trust  ?  "     "  Yee,  I  make  you  sure." 

**  1  fere  nay."     "  Yes,  I  shall  tel  you  why." 

"  Tell  on,  '  let's '  here."    "  Ye  have  my  hart  in  cure." 

"  Your  hart?  nay."     "  Yes,  wythout  mesiire, 
I  do  you  love."     "  I  pray  yow,  say  not  so." 

**  In  feyth,  I  do."     **  May  I  of  you  be  sure?" 
"  Yee,  in  good  fayth."    "  Then  am  I  yours,  allsoa* 


% 
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X. 

THE  KIND  LADY  REPROACHES  HER 
DEFAMATORY  DESERTER. 

And  wyll  ye  serve  me  so? 

For  my  kyndnes,  thus  to  serve  me  soo  ! 

In  fayth  ye  be  to  blame, 

For  my  good  wyll  me  to  dyffame, 

And  therof  to  make  a  game : 

And  yet  to  serve  me  so. 
And  wyll  ye  serve  me  so  ? 
For  my  kyndnes,  thus  to  serve  me  so ! 

Be  Crist,  spare  not,  hardely, 

I  trust  ons,  or  that  I  dye. 

To  do  as  moche  for  you,  perdy ; 

And  yf  ye  serve  me  soo. 
And  wyl  ye  serve  me  so  ? 
For  my  kyndnes,  thus  to  serve  me  so  ! 

Why,  then,  adew,  I  wyll  be  playn  : 
Be  sure,  your  company  I  shal  refrayn. 
Which,  at  length,  shall  be  to  your  payn  : 

I  fors  not  though  ye  serve  me  so. 
And  wyll  ye  serve  me  so  ? 
For  my  kindnes,  thus  to  serve  me  so  ! 
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XI. 

IN  PRAISE  OF  THE  JOYFUL  LIFE  OF  h 

BACHELOR. 

From  sir  J.  Hawkins's  History  of  Music, 

The  bachelor  most  joyfullye, 

In  pleasant  plight  doth  pass  his  daies, 

Good  fellowshipp  and  companie 

He  doth  maintaine  and  kepe  alwaie[s]. 

With  damsells  brave  he  maye  well  goe, 
The  maried  man  cannot  doe  so, 
If  he  be  merie  and  toy  with  any, 
His  wife  will  frowne,  and  words  geve  manye 
Her  yellow  hose  she  strait  will  put  on, 
So  that  the  married  man  dare  not  displease  his 
Joane. 


XIL 

MY    SWETE    SWETYNG. 

From  the  same  work. 

[My  swetyng]  is  so  proper  and  pure, 
Full  stedfast,  stabill  and  demure, 
There  is  none  such,  ye  may  be  sure, 
As  my  swete  sweting. 

In  all  thys  world,  as  thynketh  me, 
Is  none  so  plesaunt  to  my  eye, 
That  I  am  glad  soo  ofte  to  see. 

As  my  swete  swetyng. 
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When  I  behold  my  swetyng  swete, 
Her  face,  her  hands,  her  minion  fete. 
They  seme  to  me  there  is  none  so  mete, 
As  my  swete  swetyng. 

Above  all  other  prayse  must  I, 
And  love  my  pretty  pygsnye. 
For  none  I  fynd  so  womanly 

As  my  swete  swetyng. 


XIII. 

MUTUAL   AFFECTION. 

From  a  MS.  of  the  Harleian  collection  (No.  3362.) 

My  joye  it  is  from  her  to  here. 
Whom  that  my  mynd  ys  ever  to  see, 

And  to  my  hart  she  ys  most  nere, 
For  I  love  hur  and  she  lovyth  me. 

Of  deuty  nedes  I  must  hur  love, 
Which  hath  my  ha^t  so  stedfastly, 

Therfore  my  hart  shall  not  remove. 
But  sty  11  love  hur  whyle  she  lovyth  me. 

But  love  for  love  and  hart  for  hart, 

Which  hath  my  hart  so  stedfastly.  lo 

Ther  ys  no  payne  may  me  convert, 

For  I  love  hur  and  she  lovyth  me. 
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Chryst  wolt  the  fuger  of  hur  swete  face 
Were  pyctored  wher  ever  I  *  be/ 

Yn  every  hall,  from  place  to  place, 
For  I  love  hur  and  ^e  lovyth  me.* 


XIV. 
THE  PROFFERED  SERVICES  OF  AFFECTIO! 

Mi  hart,  my  mynde  and  my  hole  poure, 
My  servyce  trew,  wyth  all  my  myght, 

On  lond  or  see,  in  storme  and  shour, 
I  geve  to  you,  be  day  and  nyght, 
And  eke  my  body  for  to  fyght. 

My  goods,  also,  be  at  your  plesur, 

Take  me,  and  myne,  as  your  owne  tresure. 

When  your  wyll  is,  be  nyght  or  day. 
To  ryde  or  go  I  wyll  be  prest, 

And  not  refuse  that  I  do  may 

To  perysh  the  hart  wythin  my  brest 
Adversant  trobles  at  your  request 

Shall  me  not  dere,  but  to  be  pleasure. 

Take  me  and  myn,  as  your  owne  tresure. 

Yf  ye  fare  well,  great  myrth  I  make, 
Yf  you  mysfare,  the  contrary, 

My  grefe  doth  grow,  ray  myrth  doth  slake, 
And  redi  I  am  strayt  for  to  dye. 
As  ye  do  fare,  evyn  so  fare  I ; 

F.  14.  dwell. 

*  In  mr.  Ritsons  transcript  of  this  song,  for  the  pr 
edition,  the  7th  and  nth  verses  are  transposed,  and  the  con 
ing  stanza,  of  the  manuscript  copy,  omitted.     Ed, 


AND  B ALIDADS.  1 67 

Your  WO  my  payn,  your  joy  my  plesur,  20 

Take  me  and  myne,  as  your  owne  treasure. 

Yow  for  to  please,  it  ys  my  mynd, 
And  you  to  serve  my  wyll  yt  ys ; 

What  shuld  I  more  thus  waste  my  wynd, 
I  have  nothyng  that  you  can  myse, 
Nor  ought  can  do  wyth  my  servyce  : 

And  shal  be  [wholely]  at  youer  pleasure, 

Take  me  and  myne,  as  youre  own  treasure. 


nt  @)ongiet  anD  OBaUaHiet. 


CLASS  IV. 


COMPRISING 


NS     OF     EDWARP    VI.,     QUEEN     MARY,     AND 
QUEEN    ELIZABETH. 


I. 

E  DYING  MAIDENS  COMPLAINT. 

From  MSS.  Sloan.  No.  1584, 

Grevus  ys  my  sorowe, 

Both  evyne  and  moro, 

Unto  myselffe  alone, 

Thus  do  I  make  my  mowne, 

That  unkyndnes  haith  kyllyd  me, 

And  putt  me  to  this  peyne, 
Alas  !  what  remedy 

That  I  cannot  refreyne ! 

Whan  other  men  doyth  sleype, 

Thene  do  I  syght  and  weype,  10 

All  *  ragin  '  in  my  bed. 

As  one  for  paynes  neyre  ded ; 

That  unkyndnes  have  kyllyd  me, 

And  putt  me  to  this  payne,       ^ 
Alas !  what  remedy 

That  I  cannott  refreyne  I 

My  harte  ytt  have  no  reste, 

But  styll  wyth  peynes  oppreste, 

And  yett  of  all  my  smart, 

Ytt  grevith  moste  my  harte,  20 

[K  II.  ragins.] 
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What  unkyndnes  shuld  kyle  me, 

If  this  ware  nott  my  payne, 
Alas !  what  remedy 

That  I  cannott  refreyne  ! 

My  last  wyll  here  I  make, 

To  god  my  soule  I  betake, 

And  my  wrechyd  body, 

As  erth,  in  a  hole  to  lye :  60 

For  unkyndnes  to  kyle  me. 

And  putt  me  to  this  payne, 
Alas !  what  remedy 

That  I  cannot  refreyne ! 

O  harte,  I  the  bequyeth 

To  hyme  that  is  my  deth, 

Yff  that  no  harte  haith  he 

My  harte  his  schal  be ; 

Thought  unkyndnes  haith  kyllyd  me, 

And  putt  me  to  this  payne,  70 

Yett,  yf  my  body  dye, 

My  hertt  cannott  refrayne. 

Placebo^  dilexi^ 
Com  weype  this  obsequye. 
My  mowmarus,  dolfully, 
Com  weype  this  psalmody, 
Of  unkyndnes  haith  kyllyd  me, 

And  putt  me  to  this  payne. 
Behold  this  wrechid  bodj-. 

That  your  unkyndnes  haith  slayne.    80 

Now  I  besych  all  ye. 
Namely,  that  lovers  be. 
My  love  my  deth  forgyve, 
And  soffer  hyme  to  lyve  ; 


174 
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Taought  unkyndnes  haith  kyllyd  me 
And  putt  me  to  this  payne, 

Yett  haid  I  rether  dye 
For  his  sake  oas  agaync 

My  tombe  yit  schal  be  blewe, 
la  tokyne  tiiat  I  was  trewe ; 
To  bringe  my  love  from  doute, 
Irr  saal  be  wryttynge  abowtte 
That  unkyndnes  haith  kyllyd  me, 

And  pu:t  me  to  this  payne  : 
Behold  this  wrechid  bodf 

That  your  unkyndnes  haith  slayn 

0  lady,  leme  by  me, 
Sley  nott  love  wylfully. 
For  ter  love  waiyth  denty. 
Unkvndnes  to  kvle  me. 

Or  putt  love  to  this  payne 

1  ware  better  dve 

« 

For  loves  sake  aeavne. 

Gre\i:s  is  my  soro, 
Eu:  de:h  vs  mv  boro. 
For  to  Rivselre  alone 

m 

Thus  do  I  make  my  mone, 
That  unkjTidnes  haith  kyllyd  me, 

And  passyd  is  my  payne, 
Prey  for  this  ded  bod}'. 

That  your  unkyndnes  haith  slaynt 


0 
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11. 

TYE  THE  MARE,  TOM  BOY. 

BY  WILLIAM  KETH. 

7  old  and  once  very  favourite  and  popular  song  is  gifen 
I  MS.  collection  of  Old  Songs,  &c.,  formerly  used  in 
bout  the  bishopric  of  Durham,  sometime  the  property 
Qes  Mickleton,  esquire,  and  now  in  the  Harleian  library 
7578).  The  music  by  **  Robart  Johnson,"  a  well  known 
oser  of  Henry  the  8ths  time,  is  a  continued  harmony  from 
eginning  to  the  end. 

lowing  song  is  particularly  alluded  to  in  the  "  passing 
e  Interlude  **  of  **  Tom  Tylere  and  his  wyfe  "  [said 
ve  been]  first  printed  in  1578.  And  in  Ameses  Typo- 
\ical  Antiquities  {^.  508)  is  **  A  ballet,  declaringe  the  fal 
;  whore  of  Babylone,  intituled,  Tye  thy  mare  Tom-boye^ 
which,  though  for  what  reason  does  not  appear,  he  has 
1  under  the  year  1547. 

ing  to  Wood,  John  Plough  became  a  zealous  minister  in 
me  of  king  Edward  the  sixth,  but,  flying  beyond  sea  in 
I  Marys  reign,  wrote  against  one  William  Keth,  an  exile 
ankfort,  in  that  reign  ;  who,  according  to  Tanner,  is  the 
:  of  this  ballad. 

if  tlie  mare,  Tom  boy,  ty  the  mare,  Tom  boy, 

Lest  she  stray 

From  the  awaye, 
ow  ty  the  mare,  Tom  boy. 

mare  is  so  m5niyone, 

>  smoth  and  so  smikere, 

:,  in  m)me  apynion, 

ler  is  nott  a  trykere 

1  hence  to  Av)mion, 

'she  ware  nott  a  kyckere,  lo 

led,  by  sentt  Nynyon, 

knowe  nott  a  quycker. 

,  ty  the  mar,  Tom  boy,  ^c. 


y 


7»  *:*vL-2arT  3d:f^ 


Gyll.  Tipv-  t::  Dimfr  ner. 
A  mar*  x  xTTof  mrai. 

Tc  ?7'£  •  iisr "  vb:  srzii. 
N:  iniiir  cniiif  'ietd^  "isr." 

]N  r»w.  rr  rnt  dirfL  Tom  r>:^T.  e*;. 


Ani  h-s:  Diir:  to  chinr  hei. 
i  wnlf  sh*  vere  Tuecer, 
Anc  r»*  rio  niore  a  rsrger: 

And  tbereiz:  iber  oa^zer. 
For  hvia  ths.t  shsZe  ker»e  her 

At  Ticke  ar:c  arr  mamrer. 
Now.  tr  the  mare.  Tom  bov.  e**"- 

Thay  seke  and  can  no::  iynd  her. 
Yert  wer  thou  much  better 

In  trammelis  to  b\'nd  her : 
A  loock  and  a  fe:ter 

Befor  and  beh\Tid  her, 
At  lyveT  to  sett  her, 

AMier  thou  Ivst  to  a5\Tie  her. 
Now,  ty  the  mare,  Tom  boy,  e^r. 

The  trimer  thou  tyuer  her, 

To  show  her  a  starrer, 
The  mo  wille  desyer  her, 

And,  therfor,  be  war  her ; 

[r.  17.  tamer.] 
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For  whoo  that  may  hyer  her 

To  ryd  wille  nott  spar  her, 
But  no  man  can  tyer  her, 

WhiUe  towe  legges  may  bear  her. 
[Now,]  ty  the  mare,  Tom  boy,  ^c, 

Yf  hunger  dysease  her,  50 

*  Then '  must  thou  be  watching 
With  hard  meatt  to  pleas  her, 

That  she  may  be  catchyng 
A  morsell  to  dasse  her, 

Therat  to  be  snaching ; 
Such  baytt  shall  apease  her, 

Yf  thou  mayk  no  patching. 
Now,  ty  the  mar,  Tom  boy,  ^c. 

To  glosse  or  to  glaver, 

I  will  for  no  medyng,  60 

But  yffe  thou  wilt  have  her 

All  times  at  thy  nedyng, 
Lett  her  nott  tayk  saver 

At  'other'  mens  fedyng. 
For,  then,  will  they  crave  her 

Because  of  her  bredyng. 
Now,  ty  the  mar,  ^c, 

A  fooll  of  that  fylly. 

That  ware  lyke  her  mother. 
From  Seland  to  Sylley  70 

Ware  nott  such  another : 
No  more  of  her  will  I 

Speak  one  word  nor  other, 
But  make  much  of  Gylly, 

I  pray  the,  Tom,  brother. 
Nowe,  tye  the  mar,  Tom  boy,  &>€, 

\y,  64.  others.] 

M 


ANCIENT  SONGS 
III. 

IN    DISPRAISE    OF   WOMEN. 

Xi  the  same  MS.     Where  it  is  attended  with  musical  n^ 
It  as  "  ther  laketh  all  the  other  parts,"  these  are  not  copw. 
t  the  end  is, /»«  ^.  mr.  Heath;  but  whether  he  were  autw^ 
composer,  or  both,  or  neither,  is  altogether  uncertain. 

These  women  all, 
Both  great  and  small, 

Ar  wavering  to  and  fro, 
Now  her,  now  ther, 
Now  every  wher : — 

But  I  will  nott  say  so. 

They  love  to  range, 

Ther  myndes  *  do '  chaunge ; 

And  maks  ther  '  frynd'  ther  foo; 
As  lovers  trewe 
Eche  daye  they  chewse  new  :— 

But  I  will  nott  say  so.  \ 

They  laughe,  they  smylle, 
They  do  begyle, 

As  dyce  that  men  '  do  '  throwe ; 
Who  useth  them  *  mych  ' 
Shall  never  be  ryche  : — 

But  I  will  not  say  so. 

Summe  hot,  sum  cold, 
Ther  is  no  hold, 

But  as  the  wynd  doth  blowe ; 
When  all  is  done. 
They  chaung  lyke  the  moone : — 

But  I  will  not  say  so. 
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So  thus  one  and  other 
Takith  after  ther  mother, 

As  *cocke'  by  kind  doth  crowe. 
My  song  is  ended, 
The  beste  may  be  amended : — 

But  I  will  nott  say  so.  30 


IV. 
[E    DISCONTENTED    HUSBAND. 
I  MS.  in  the  Cotton  library  (Vespasian,  A.  xxv.) 

The  man  ys  blest 

That  lyves  in  rest, 
And  so  can  keep  him  stylle  ; 

And  he  is  *  accurst ' 

That  was  the  first 
That  gave  hys  wyff  her  wyll. 

What  paine  and  gr[i]eflf 

Without  relieflf 
Shall  we  pore  men  sustayne 

Yff  every  Gyle  10 

Shall  have  her  w}^le. 
And  over  us  shall  reigne ! 

Then  all  our  w)rves, 

During  ther  lyves, 
Wyll  loke  to  do  the  same, 

And  beare  in  hand, 

Yt  ys  as  lande, 
That  goeth  not  from  the  name. 

[  F.  4.  a  coruste.] 


I  So  Ayuiurr  spj^cs 

Trjere  ts  bo  man 
Whose  wrsdome  carme 

Refoime  a  "wrifml  unrff. 
But  oneh*  god 
Who  maide  the  rod 

For  our  unthrvirr  Irfie. 

m  ^  ^ 

Let  us,  therefor, 

Cnre  owt  and  rore. 
And  make  to  god  request. 

That  he  redresse 

This  wiliulnes. 
And  set  our  hartes  at  rest. 

Wherefor,  good  wyres. 
Amende  your  Ijires, 

And  we  wyll  do  the  same ; 
And  kepe  not  style 
That  nought  ye  wj'le 

That  haith  so  evell  a  name. 


V. 

CAPTAIN    CAR. 

The  elegant  editor  of  the  **  Reliques  of  Ancient  English  1 
has  inserted  in  that  collection  a  Scotish  ballad,  entitled  * 
o'  Gordon,"  printed  at  Glasgow  in  1755  J  hut  "  improv 
enlarged  with  several  fine  stanzas,  recovered  from  a  fi 
of  the  same  ballad  in  *  his  *  folio  MS."  and  by  him  " 
in  the  Scotish  orthography  and  idiom."     Of  the  bi 
which   the  above  fragment  appears  to  have    belong 
reader  is  here  presented  with  an  entire  ancient  copy, 
doubted  original  of  the  Scotish  ballad,  and  one  of  1 
specimens  now  extant  of  the  genuine  proper  Old 
Ballad,    as  composed — not  by  a  Grub-street  author 
stalls  of  London,  but — to  be  chanted  up  and  down  tb 
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y  the  wandering  minstrels  of  "the  North  Countrie." 
iriosity  is  preserved  in  a  miscellaneous  collection  in  the 
Library,  marked  Vespasian,  A.  xxv.  At  the  top  of  the 
1  stands  the  word  yhus  (Jesus),  and  at  the  end  is  Finis 
Villm  Ashetan  ClericU :  the  name  and  quality,  we  may 
le,  of  the  original  author.  The  MS.  having  received 
ous  alterations  or  corrections,  all  or  most  of  which  are 
tly  for  the  better,  they  are  here  adopted  as  part  of  the 

:orical  fact  which  gave  occasion  to,  and  forms  the  sub- 
,  the  following  ballad,  and  which  happened  in  the  year 
may  be  found  both  in  archbishop  Spotswoods  History 
rtract  of  which  is  given  in  the  later  editions  of  Percy), 
I  the  Memoirs  published  by  Crawford  of  Drumsoy. 
cy  is  of  opinion,  that  **  from  the  different  titles  of  this 
the  old  strolling  bards  or  minstrels  made  no  scruple  of 
ing  the  names  of  the  personages  they  introduced,  to 
ttr  the  hearers."  If  such  a  practice  ever  prevailed,  it  is 
ertain  that  the  present  ballad  affords  no  instance  of  it,  as 
t  Car  (or,  according  to  the  Scotish  orthography,  Ker) 
€tually  sent  with  a  party  by  sir  Adam  Gordon,  who 
anded  for  the  Queen,  as  deputy  to  his  brother  the  earl  of 
ley,  to  summon  the  castle  of  Towy  or  Tavoy  (here  called 
rnbroghe),  belonging  to  Alexander  Forbes  (here  called 
rd  Hamleton),  and  which,  instead  of  surrendering,  was 
tely  defended  by  his  lady,  who  gave  Car  very  injurious 
ige.  Now  though  it  does  not  appear  that  his  barbarity — 
actually  set  fire  to  the  castle,  and  burnt  therein  the  lady 
er  whole  family,  to  the  amount  in  all  of  thirty-seven 
IS — was  authorised  (if  indeed  it  could  have  been  author- 
)y  any  previous  orders,  yet  as  he  was  never  called  to  any 
Jt  for  it,  the  infamy  of  the  transaction  naturally  extended 
rdon,  who  from  the  superiority  of  his  station  might  even 
isidered  as  the  greater  criminal ;  and  as  he  was,  at  the 
time,  better  known,  his  name  was  naturally  substituted 
Scotish  minstrels  for  that  of  his  subordinate  officer. 

It  befell  at  martynmas, 

When  wether  waxed  colde, 
Captain e  Care  saide  to  his  men, 

We  must  go  take  a  holde. 

"  Haille,  master,  and  wether  you  will, 
And  wether  ye  like  it  best." 


10 
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"  To  the  castle  of  Creaynbroghe, 
And  there  we  will  take  our  reste." 

"  I  know  wher  is  a  gay  castle, 

Is  build  of  lyme  and  stone, 
Within  *  there '  is  a  gay  ladie, 

Her  lord  is  ryd  from  hom." 

The  ladie  lend  on  her  castle-walle, 

She  loked  upp  and  downe, 
There  was  she  ware  of  an  host  of  men, 

Come  riding  to  the  towne. 

"  Com  yow  hether,  my  meri  men  all, 

And  look  what  I  do  see ; 
Yonder  is  ther  an  host  of  men, 

I  musen  who  they  bee."  ^° 

She  thought  he  had  been  her  own  wed  lord, 

That  had  comd  riding  home ; 
Then  was  it  traitour  captaine  Care, 

The  lord  of  Ester-towne. 

They  were  no  soner  at  supper  sett, 

Then  after  said  the  grace. 
Or  captaine  Care  and  all  his  men 

Wer  lighte  aboute  the  place. 

**  Gyve  over  thi  howsse,  thou  lady  gay, 
And  I  v;ill  make  the  a  bande,  3^ 

To-nighte  thoust  ly  wythin  my  arm[es], 
To-morrowe  thou  shall  ere  ray  lan[del. 

Then  bespacke  the  eldest  sonne. 
That  was  both  whitt  and  redde, 

O  mother  dere,  geve  over  your  howsse, 
Or  elles  we  shal  be  deade. 
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I  will  not  geve  over  my  hous,  she  saithe, 

Not  for  feare  of  my  lyffe, 
It  shal  be  talked  throughout  the  land 

The  slaughter  of  a  wyflfe.  40 

"  Fetche  me  my  pestilett, 

And  charge  me  my  gonne, 
That  I  may  shott  at  *  the '  bloddy  butcher, 

The  lord  of  Easter-towne." 

She  styfly  stod  on  her  castle-wall, 

And  lett  the  pellettes  flee, 
She  myst  the  blody  bucher, 

And  slew  other  three. 

"  I  will  not  geve  over  my  hous,''  she  saithe, 
"  Netheir  for  lord  nor  lowne,  50 

Nor  yet  for  traitour  captaine  Care, 
The  lord  of  Easter-towne. 

I  desire  of  captaine  Care, 

And  all  his  bloddy e  band. 
That  he  would  save  my  eldest  sonne, 

The  eare  of  all  my  lande." 

"  Lap  him  in  a  shete,"  he  sayth, 

"  And  let  him  downe  to  me. 
And  I  shall  take  him  in  my  armes, 

His  waran  wyll  I  be."  60 

The  captayne  sayd  unto  himselfe, 

Wyth  sped  before  the  rest : 
He  cut  his  tonge  out  of  his  head, 

His  hart  out  of  his  brest 

He  lapt  them  in  a  handkerchef, 

And  knet  it  of  knotes  three. 
And  cast  them  over  the  castell-wall 

At  that  gay  ladye. 


i^,*.  ^E^cz-Zjrr  soscs 


7'"e  'JEon  rhes^  tnptayne  Cire. 

A-ivi  .lLL  ±:t-  jLodiiy  band.  I^ 

Tc  rivZTi  "usr  sLrme  mv  ddest  sonne, 


^-i  ivrc  v>r  iii.  aiv  uiacL* 


T.i^  sir  an  ae  nurses  knee. 
LTth.  3icirter  ^pr,  ^ve  over  yaur  house. 
~:e  snvzici'  ir  smcivieretfi  me. 

■TeLvi  wST5i  my  coIJ.  she  saiih, 

>jivi  52  Z  'vuLde  my  ^ee. 

T  -I  ^Lisri  ^f  :he  '  ^resism '  wind 

r."!  .iryve  rie  smcke  frcm  diee.  ^ 

7'.-  -^ron  :fie.  Jolm  rf.imletan. 
T-iit  e^-^iT  I  paid  rie  hrre. 
-T  ±cu  2;l<v  jrokcsi  mv  cistle-wall. 
And  kmdled  in  *  ic  *  nrrt'* 

r*-'e  dre  :ell  ilzousi  :ier  head. 

.*~a.    •^■Sfc---x    •T*'^      ^pxi»   .■*•■»•:,  •"~ia.rT    •••^»*»a 

Scrh.  *^al:e<.  ^re  iri  jlH  cead. 


Thar  :s  ot  hye  decree. 
S^rh.  Laviie  ^ar.  p:u  are  no  *  bote ' 
^^~id:er>i  je  ii^hre  or  dee. 

Lor:  Hamleron  dremd  in  his  dreame. 
In  Car\-a'.l  xrhere  he  lave, 

Kis  halle  '  was  '  all  ot"  tyre. 
His  Lidie  slavne  cr  dave. 


[r  :^  wesleTTLl  [rS4.tliccl 
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Busk  and  bowne,  my  mery  men  all, 
Even  and  go  ye  with  me, 
•'or  I  *  dremd  '  that  my  hall  was  [all]  on  fyre, 
My  lady  slayne  or  day."  loo 

le  buskt  him  and  bownd  hyni, 

'  All '  like  a  worthi  knighte, 
Lnd  when  he  saw  his  hall  burning, 

His  harte  was  no  dele  lighte. 

le  sett  a  trumpett  till  his  mouth, 

He  blew  as  it  plesd  his  grace, 
Twenty  score  of  Hamletons 

Was  light  aboute  the  place. 

*  Had  I  knowne  asmuch  yestemighte 
As  I  do  to-daye,  no 

3aptaine  Care  and  all  his  men 
Should  not  have  gone  so  quite  [awaye]. 

?'ye  upon  the,  captain e  Care, 

And  all  thy  blody  *  bande,* 
Thou  hast  slayne  my  lady  gaye  ; 

More  worth  *  than '  all  thy  lande.*' 

ii  thou  had  ought  eny  ill  will,  he  saith, 
Thou  shoulde  have  taken  my  lyffe, 

Vnd  have  saved  my  children  thre, 
All  and  my  lovesome  wyfFe.  120 

V.  102.  and.]  [K  116.  then.] 


1 86  ANCIENT  SONGS 

VI. 

A  MERY  BALLET  OF  THE   HATHORNE  TRE, 


**  To  be  songe  after  Donkin  Dargeson,"  from  tbe  sane 

MS.  This  tune,  whatever  it  was,  appears  to  have  been  B 
use  till  after  the  Restoration.  In  a  volume  of  old  ball^ 
[once]  in  the  possession  of  John  Bajmes,  esq.,  is  one  "to  the 
tune  of  Dargeson." 

It  was  a  maide  of  my  countrfe, 
As  she  came  by  a  hathome-tre, 
As  full  of  flowers  as  might  be  seen, 
*  She  *  mervel'd  to  se  the  tre  so  grene. 

At  last  she  asked  of  this  tre, 
Howe  came  this  freshnes  unto  the, 
And  every  branche  so  faire  and  cleane? 
I  mervaile  that  you  growe  so  grene. 

The  tre  *  made '  answere  by  and  by, 

I  have  good  causse  to  growe  triumphantly,       ^° 

The  swetest  dew  that  ever  be  sene 

Doth  fall  on  me  to  kepe  me  grene. 

Yea,  quoth  the  maid,  but  where  you  growe, 
You  stande  at  hande  for  every  blowe. 
Of  every  man  for  to  be  seen, 
I  mervaile  that  you  growe  so  grene. 

**  Though  many  one  take  flowers  from  me, 
And  manye  a  branche  out  of  my  tre, 
I  have  suche  store  they  wyll  not  be  sene, 
For  more  and  more  my '  twegges  *  growe  grene, 

**  But  howe  and  they  chaunce  to  cut  the  downe, 
And  carry  thie  braunches  into  the  towne? 

[V.  4.  Se.]  [V,  20.  twedges.] 
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tien  will  they  never  no  more  be  sene 
o  growe  againe  so  freshe  and  grene." 

Thoughe  that  you  do,  yt  ys  no  boote, 
'Ithoughe  they  cut  me  to  the  roote, 
I^ext  yere  againe  I  will  be  sene 
*o  bude  my  branches  freshe  and  grene : 

>^nd  you,  faire  maide,  canne  not  do  so, 

or  yf  you  let  youre  maid-hode  goe,  30 

Tien  will  yt  never  no  more  be  sene, 

k.s  I  with  my  braunches  can  growe  grene." 

*lie  maide,  wyth  that,  beganne  to  blushe, 
k^nd  turned  her  from  the  hathome-bushe, 
he  though[t]e  herselffe  so  faire  and  clene, 
ler  bewtie  styll  would  ever  growe  grene. 

k^an  that  she  harde  this  marvelous  dowbte, 

he  wandered  styll  then  all  aboute, 

uspecting  still  what  she  would  wene, 

ler  maid-heade  lost  would  never  be  seen.  40 

•^yth  many  a  sighe,  she  went  her  waye, 
0  se  howe  she  made  herselflf  so  gay, 
b  walke,  to  se,  and  to  be  sene, 
nd  so  out-faced  the  hathorne-grene. 

esides  all  that,  yt  put  her  in  feare, 

0  talke  with  companye  anye  where, 

)r  feare  to  losse  the  thinge  that  shuld  be  sene 
3  growe  as  were  the  hathorne-grene. 

it,  after  this,  never  could  I  '  hear,' 

"this  faire  mayden  any  where,  50 

lat  ever  she  was  in  forest  sene, 

1  talke  againe  of  the  hathorne-grene. 

\V,  49.  here.] 


..  * 
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VI  I. 

THE  LAMEXTATIOX  OF  GEORGE 
MAXXIXGTON, 

Wriira:  an  ho-r  before  he  snffered  at  Cambridge-castle,  l^ 

to  the  tune  of  LabunduIashoU, 

In  EjjtzijrS  i.\\  by  Jonson,  Chapman,  and  Marston,  Qu* 
silver  the  apprentice  is   introduced,  as  a  prisoner  in 
CoTinter,  reading  some  verses,  which  he  calls  his  Repeaian 
he  then  says, 

'*  (VjVc,  I  writ  it  when  my  spirits  were  oppressed. 

Si.  Pttr.\  Ay,  I'll  be  sworn  for  you,  Francis. 

QuL'L  It  is  in  imitation  of  Afanningion's ;  he  that  ivas  hai 
at  Cambridge,  that  cut  off  the  horse's  head  at  a  blow. 

FriffxJ,   So.  sir. 

QttLk.  To  ihe  tune  of,  I  wail  in  kvv,  I  plunge  inpainy 
After  repeating  some  of  his  poem,   he  proceeds  in 
manner : 

*'  Qu:ck.  The  stanza  now  following  alludes  to  the  story  of  A 
ftin^f.ri,  from  whence  I  took  my  project  for  my  invention. 

Friend.   Pray  you  go  on,  sir. 

Quiik.  O  Matitiitigton^  ihy  stories  shew, 

Thou  cutt'st  a  horse  head  off  at  a  blow ; 
But  I  confess  I  have  not  the  force. 
For  to  cut  off  the  head  of  a  horse. 
Yet  I  desire  this  grace  to  win. 
That  I  may  cut  off  the  horse  head  of  sin  : 
And  leave  his  body  in  the  dust 
Of  sin's  highway,  and  bogs  of  lust ; 
Whereby  I  may  take  virtue's  purse, 
And  live  with  her  for  better,  for  worse." 


In  the  books  of  the  Stationers*  company  is  the  following  e: 
"  7  November,  1576,  licensed  unto  him  (/.  e.y  Richard  Jo 
"  a  ballad,  intituled,  A  woeful  Ballad,  made  by  mr,  C 
"  Mannynton,  an  hour  before  he  suffered  at  Cambridge-cas 
See  Marston's  Works,  by  Halliwell,  1856. 

This  ballad  is  given,  and  the  above  information  extracted, 
the  Gentlemans  Magazine  for  January,  1781  ;  wher 
former  is  said,  by  the  person  who  communicates  it,  und 
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ureof  R.  C,  to  be  "written  in  a  neat  but  at  present 

:ry  legible  hand,  on  a  blank  leaf  in  an  old  History  of 

nd  ; "  the  date  1582  appearing,  in  a  different  hand,  on 

jposite  page. 

llad  is  inserted  in  Robinsons  '*  Handefull  of  pleasant 

J,"  1 584,  under  the  title  of  "  A  sorrowfull  sonet,  made 

,  George  Mannington  at  Cambridge-castle,  to  the  tune 

uialashot:* 

\  seem  from  a  passage  in  Taylors  Navy  of  land  ships, 

lie   tune  was  frequently   danced   to.      See   Steevens's 

peare,  1793,  xiv.  369. 

WAYLE  in  woe,  I  plundge  in  payne, 

ith  sorrowing  sobbes  I  do  complayne, 

ith  wallowing  waves  I  wishe  to  dye, 

languishe  sore  here  as  I  lye ; 

I  feare  I  faynte,  in  hope  I  houlde, 

ith  ruth  I  runne,*  I  was  *  too '  boulde, 

3  lucklesse  lot  assigned  me, 

I  dangerous  dale  of  destinie, 

ope  bids  me  smyle,  feare  bids  me  weepe, 

ich  care  my  silly e  soule  doth  keepe.  lo 

et  too — too  late  I  do  repent 

he  wicked  wayes  that  I  have  spent, 

he  rechlesse  care  of  carelesse  kynde, 

hich  hath  bewitched  my  wofuU  mynde  : 

ich  is  the  chance,  such  is  the  state, 

f  them  that  trust  '  too '  much  to  fate. 

o  bragging  boaste  of  gentell  bloudde, 

hat  so  it  be,  can  do  me  good  ; 

o  witt,  no  strengthe,  no  bewties  hewe, 

'hat  so  it  be,  can  death  eschewe.  20 

he  dysmall  day  hath  had  his  will, 
tid  justice  seekes  my  lyfe  to  spill, 

*  i.  e.  My  eyes  overflow  with  sorrow. 
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Revendgement  craves  by  rigorous  lawe, 

Whereof  I  litell  stood  in  awe, 

The  dolefull  dumpes  to  end  this  lyfe 

Bedeckt  with  care  and  worldly  stiyfe ; 

The  frowning  judge  hath  geven  his  dome, 

O  gentell  death  thou  art  welcome  ! 

The  losse  of  life  1  do  not  feare, 

Then  welcome  death  the  end  of  care.  \ 

My  frendes  and  parents,  *  where  *  you  be, 
Full  litell  do  you  thinke  on  me, 
My  mother  mylde,  and  dame  so  deare. 
Your  loving  chylde  lyeth  fettered  *  here.' 
Would  god  I  had  (I  wish  *too'  late) 
Bene  borne  and  '  bred '  of  meaner  state ! 
Or  els,  would  god  my  rechlesse  eare 
Had  bene  obedient  for  to  heare 
Your  sage  advyse  and  counsell  trewe ! 
But,  in  the  lord,  parents,  adue  I 

You  valyant  hartes  of  youthfull  trayne, 
Which  heare  my  heavie  harte  complayne, 
A  good  example  take  by  me, 
Which  knue  the  kace  *  wheree'er*  you  be 
Trust  not  *  too '  much  to  Bilboe-blade, 
Nor  yet  to  fortunes  fickle  trade  ; 
Hoyste  not  your  *  sayles '  no  more  in  w}Tide, 
Leste  that  some  rocke  you  chance  to  fynde, 
Or  else  be  dryven  to  Lybia  land 
Whereas  the  barke  may  sinke  in  sande. 

You  students  all  that  present  be 
To  viewe  my  fatall  destenie, 

[  K  3 1,  wheresoever.  ]  F  ^  34-  heare. ] 

[F.  36.  bread.]  [^44-  wheresoever.] 

[F.  47.  seales.] 


^ 


AND  BALLADS.  IQI 

rVould  god  I  could  requyte  your  payne 

'Vherein  you  labour,  *  though  '  in  vayne. 

Lf  mightie  Jove  would  thinke  it  good 

To  spare  my  lyfe  and  vytall  bloud, 

In  this  your  proflfered  curtesie 

1  would  remayne  most  stedfastly 

Your  servant  true  in  deed  and  word  : 

But  welcome  death  as  pleaseth  the  lord.  60 

*Yea/  welcome  death,  the  ende  of  woe  1 

And  farewell  lyfe,  my  fatall  foe  ! 

*  Yea,'  welcome  death,  the  end  of  stryfe  1 

Adue  the  care  of  mortall  lyfe  ! 

For,  though  this  lyfe  do  flitt  away, 

In  heaven  I  hope  to  lyve  for  aye  ; 

A  place  of  joye  and  perfect  rest. 

Which  Christ  hath  purchased  for  the  best : 

Till  that  we  meet  in  heaven  most  highest, 

Adue,  farewell,  in  Jhesus  Christ !  70 


VIII. 
E  PRAISE  OF  A  COUNTRY-MANS  LIFE, 

BY  JOHN  CHALKHILT.,  ESQ. 

"  an  acquaintant  and  friend  of  Edward  Spenser." 

Izaak  Waltons  "  Compleat  Angler."  Lond.  1653.  ^^o. 
Chalkhill  is  better  known  as  the  author  of  Thealma  and 
irchus  ;  but  the  time  of  his  birth  or  death  has  not  been 
overed. 

Oh,  the  sweet  contentment 
The  country-man  doth  find, 

W.  54.  although.]  \yv.  61.  63.  ye.] 


10 


192  AXCIEXT  SOSGS 

Hi^h  trololiu,  lollie,  loe,  hiih  irolMt,  la, 
That  quiet  contempbtion, 

Possesseth  all  mv  mind : 
Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  wita  me. 

For  courts  are  full  of  flatten-, 
As  hath  too  oft  been  *  tr/d* 

High  trohlUe,  loiite,  /tv,  high  trolollie,  Iti, 

The  city  full  of  wantonness, 
And  both  are  full  of  pride : 

Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  me. 

But,  oh  the  honest  countr}'-man 

Speaks  truly  from  his  heart. 
High  trolollie^  lollie^  loe,  high  iroloUie^  lit^ 
His  pride  is  in  his  tillage. 

His  horses  and  his  cart : 
Then,  care  away,  and  w^end  along  with  me. 

Our  clothing  is  good  sheep-skins. 

Gray  russet  for  our  wives. 
High  trololliey  lollie^  ioe,  high  frolol^ie,  Av, 
'Tis  warmth  and  not  gay  clothing 

That  doth  prolong  our  lives  : 
Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  me. 

The  ploughman,  though  he  labor  hard, 

Yet,  on  the  holy-day, 
High  frololiie,  lolUe^  loe,  high  trolollie^  Ue^ 
No  emperor  so  merrily 

Does  pass  his  time  away  : 
Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  me. 

To  recompence  our  tillage 
The  heavens  afford  us  showrs ; 
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igh  troioiiie,  lollie^  loe,  high  iroloUie^  lee, 

id  for  our  sweet  refreshments 

The  earth  affords  us  bowers : 

len,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  me. 

le  cuckoe  and  the  nightingale 

Full  merrily  do  sing, 

igh  troioiiie,  lollies  ioe,  high  troloIRe^  lee. 

id,  with  their  pleasant  round elaycis,  40 

Bid  welcome  to  the  spring  : 

len,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  me. 

lis  is  not  half  the  happiness 

The  country-man  injoyes ; 

'gh  irolollie,  lollie,  loe^  high  trolollie,  lee. 

lOugh  others  think  they  have  as  much. 

Yet  he  that  sayes  so  lies : 

len,  come  away,  turn  count[r]y-man  with  me. 


IX. 
THE  THREE  RAVENS. 

A  DIRGE. 

avenscrofts  "Melismata.  Musical  Phansies.  Fitting 
ttie,  and  Countrey  Humours.  To  3,  4,  and  5  voyces. 
161 1."  4to;  where  it  is  inserted  under  the  head  of 
ntry  Pastimes."  This  ballad  is  much  older,  not  only 
be  date  of  the  book,  but  than  most  of  the  other  pieces 
led  in  it. 

oediately  following  article  is  "  The  marriage  of  the 
and  the  mouse."  The  mean,  tenor,  and  bass  parts  are 
vt  the  chorus  or  burthen. 

There  were  three  ravens  sat  on  a  tree, 
Downe,  a  downe^  hay  down,  hay  downe, 

N 


rax  A^c:  t  v  jt  jcjct 


TpTz/i  I  zjrsnc.  Jtr^ieL  £y^^z^  -tr^'.  SmL  i' 


•« 


« .  • « 


mis  icnncs  ner  -le  caw:*e  jt  ::s  reece, 
5c  -Ttl  ±er  rifiir  TTCL-gr;"'  keece^ 

T-itsrs'a  3a  fbwie  cars  r.rrt  come  nie." 


j^  CTze  trere  ccr:ies  x  n^CTr  ere. 


I  ^zt:  z:s  r^occT  nee, 

i  kist  jiis  ircuiiis  t^n:  were  so  red. 


^-e  zzz  -i:n  zp  zrcn  cer  cacie, 
Azi  C2rr>i  hizi  :o  earthen  lake. 

She  c~ried  him  before  the  prime, " 

She  was  cead  herselfe  ere  even-sons:  time. 

God  send  every  gentleman 

Such  haukes.  such  hounds,  and  such  a  lema 


[K  8.  mate.] 
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X. 

THE  TOO  COURTEOUS  KNIGHT. 

I  "  Deuteromelia  :  or  the  Second  part  of  Musicks  melodie, 
melodious  Musicke.  Of  pleasant  Roundelaies;  K.  H. 
ing  Henrys]  mirth  or  Freemens  Songs,  and  such  delightful 
tches.  Lond.  i6c)9/'4to.  This  is  a  sequel  to  "  Pammelia," 
:olIection  of  a  similar  nature,  published  in  the  same  year  ; 
1,  like  it,  "  contains  a  great  number  of  fine  vocal  composi- 
ns  of  very  great  antiquity. "  See  Hawkinses  Hist,  Music, 
I.  iv.  p.  1 8. 

song  is  in  the  first  volume  of  some  editions,  the  third  in 
lers,  of  Durfeys /V//r  to  purg£  Melancholy  ;  and  in  a  differ- 
:  volume  is  a  modernised  copy  of  it,  with  considerable 
iations,  beginning — 

"  There  was  a  knight,  and  he  was  young.** 

*ercy  found  the  subject  worthy  of  his  best  improvements  ; 
Reliques,  vol.  ii.  p.  341. 

ajor  Pearsons  collection  of  Old  Ballads  [now  in  the  British 
seum]  is  a  different  copy,  intitled,  "The  Politick  Maid," 
inning — 

**  There  was  a  knight  was  wine  dronke.** 

)NDER  comes  a  courteous  knight, 

Lustely  raking  over  the  lay, 

e  was  well  ware  of  a  bonny  lasse, 

As  she  came  wandering  over  the  way. 

len  she  sang  Downe  a  downe,  hey  downe  derry, 

ve  you  speed,  fa)nre  lady,  he  said. 

Among  the  leaves  that  be  so  greene ; 

I  were  a  king  and  wore  a  crown  e. 

Full  soone,  faire  lady,  shouldst  thou  be  a  queen. 

len  she  sang,  Downe,  &c.  lo 

so  Jove  say  you  faire  lady, 
Among  the  roses  t^at  be  so  red ; 
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If  I  have  not  my  will  of  you, 

Full  soone  faire  lady  shall  I  be  dead. 
Then  she  sang,  &c. 

Then  he  lookt  East,  then  hee  lookt  West, 
He  lookt  North,  so  did  he  South ; 

He  could  not  finde  a  privy  place, 
For  all  lay  in  the  divels  mouth. 

Then  she  sang,  &c. 

If  you  will  carry  me,  gentle  sir, 
A  mayde  unto  my  fathers  hall, 

Then  you  shall  have  your  will  of  me. 
Under  purple  and  under  paule. 

Then  she  sang,  &c. 

He  set  her  up  upon  a  steed. 

And  him  selfe  upon  another: 
And  all  the  day  he  rode  her  by. 

As  though  they  had  been  sister  and  brothei 
Then  she  sang,  &c. 


•o> 


When  she  came  to  her  fathers  hall, 
It  was  well  walled  round  about  j 

She  yode  in  at  the  wicket  gate 
And  shut  the  foure  ear'd  foole  without. 

Then  she  sang,  &c. 

You  had  me  (quoth  she)  abroad  in  the  field, 
Among  the  come,  amidst  the  hay ; 

Where  you  might  had  your  will  of  mee, 
For,  in  good  faith  sir,  I  never  said  nay. 

Then  she  sang,  &c. 

Ye  had  me  also  amid  the  field, 

Among  the  rushes  that  were  so  browne; 
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l^ere  you  might  had  your  will  of  me, 

But  you  had  not  the  face  to  lay  me  downe. 

hen  she  sang,  &c. 

[e  pulled  out  his  nut-browne  sword, 
And  wipt  the  rust  off  with  his  sleeve ; 
tid  said,  Joves  curse  come  to  his  heart. 
That  any  woman  would  believe, 
len  she  sang,  &c 


XL 

JOHN  DORY. 

ibrated  old  ballad,  which,  could  due  proof  be  obtained 
eal  antiquity,  would,  in  all  probability,  be  found  to  be- 
>  the  preceding,  or,  possibly,  even  to  an  anterior,  class, 
n  from  the  publication  last  described,  where  it  is  in- 
among  the  **Freemens  songs  of  3  voices."  Thb  was 
ourite  performance  of  the  English  Minstrels  so  lately  as 
^  of  King  Charles  II.  "Hunger,"  says  Bp.  Earle  in 
iracter  of  a  poor  Fiddler,  "  is  the  greatest  pain  he  takes, 
a  broken  head  sometimes,  knd  the  labouring  John 
: "  and  Dryden,  in  one  of  his  lampoons,  refers  to  it  as  to 
tst  hackneyfed  thing  of  the  time  : 

"  But  Sunderland,  Godolphin,  Lory, 
Inese  will  appear  such  chits  in  story, 
Twill  turn  all  politics  to  jests, 

To  BE  REPEATED  LIKE  JOHN  DOR  K, 

When  fidlers  sing  at  feasts." 

kanceSf  by  Fletcher,  first  printed  in  1647,  but  written 
efore,  the  author  having  died  in  1625,  old  Antonio, 
inder  the  hands  of  the  surgeon,  who  asks  if  indulgence 
ving  music  will  please,  says. 


t*. 


-Yes  ;  and  let  'cm  sing 


John  Dorrie. 

2  Gent,  'Tis  too  long. 

Ant.  I'll  have  John  Dorrie  ! 
For  to  that  warlike  tune  I  will  be  open'd." 
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Tbc  "Soog  of  John  DoRU£  "  is  accordingly  supposed  to  lie 
song,  for  whidi  he  orders  the  masidans  ten  shillings.  It  > 
likewise  aUoded  to  in  the  ITmgA/  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  Adlli 
and  still  more  circnmstantially  by  the  facetious  Bp.  Coibdt, 
who  tells  us  that  he 


«« 


-to  Pakis  rode  along, 


Much  like  John  Doky  in  the  song. 

Upon  an  holy  tide. 
'He   on  AN  AMBLiNu  NAG  did  get,  &c." 

Carew,  in  his  Survey  of  Cornwall^  London,  1602,  4ta  fo.  Iji 
speaking  of  the  town  and  inhabitants  of  Fowey,  has  the  foliov* 
ing  words :  "  Moreover  the  prowesse  of  one  Nicholas,  sonneto 
a  widdow  neere  Foy,  is  deskanted  upon  in  an  old  three  muB 
5iong,  namely,  how  he  fought  bravely  at  sea,  with  John  Dory 
(a  Gcnowey,  as  I  conjecture),  set  forth  by  John  the  Frcndi 
king,  and  (after  much  bloudshed  on  both  sides)  tooke,  and  slew 
him,  in  revenge  of  the  great  ravine  and  crueltie,  which  he  \a^ 
fore  committed,  upon  the  Englishmens  goods  and  bodies."  It 
is  scarcely  worth  mentioning  that  the  only  king  of  France  of 
the  name  of  John  (excepting,  indeed,  a  posthumous  soa  of 
Lewis  Hutin,  who  Uved  only  eight  days)  was  taken  prisoner 
at  the  battle  of  Poictiers,  and  died  in  the  Savoy,  anno  1564. 

In  the  epilogue  to  a  dramatic  performance,  intitled,  '^Theem* 
press  of  Morocco,  a  farce,"  1674,  4to.  "the  most  renowned 
and  melodious  song  of  John  Dory  **  is  "  heard  as  it  were  in 
the  air  sung  in  parts  by  spirits  to  raise  the  expectation,  and  \ 
charm  the  audience  with  thoughts  sublime,  and  worthy  of  the 
heroick  scene  which  follows,"  being  apparently  designed  as  a 
burlesque  of  the  witch-scene  in  sir  W.  Davenants  alteration 
of  Macbeth. 

As  it  fell  on  a  holy- day, 

And  upon  *  a '  holy-tide-a, 
John  Dory  bought  him  an  ambling  nag, 

To  Paris  for  to  ride-a  : 

And,  when  John  Dory  to  Paris  was  come, 

A  little  before  the  gate-a, 
John  Dory  was  fitted,  the  porter  was  witted, 

To  let  him  in  thereat-a. 
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The  first  man  that  John  Dory  did  meet, 
Was  good  king  John  of  France-a ;  lo 

John  Dory  could  well  of  his  courtesie, 
But  fell  downe  in  a  trance-a : 

"  A  pardon,  a  pardon,  my  liege  and  my  king. 
For  my  merie  men  and  for  me-a ; 

And  all  the  churles  in  merie  England, 
He  bring  them  all  bound  to  thee-a." 

And  NichoU  was  then  a  Cornish  man, 

A  little  beside  Bohide-a ; 
And  he  mande  forth  a  good  blacke  barke. 

With  fiftie  good  oares  on  a  side-a.  20 

"  Run  up  my  boy  unto  the  maine  top. 
And  looke  what  thou  canst  spie-a.** 

"  Who  ho  !  who  ho  !  a  goodly  ship  I  do  see, 
I  trow  it  be  John  Doi^-a." 

They  hoist  their  sailes,  both  top  and  top. 
The  meisseine  and  all  was  tride-a ; 

And  every  man  stood  to  his  lot, 
Whatever  should  betide-a. 

The  roring  cannons  then  were  plide, 

And  dub-a-dub  went  the  drumme-a ;         30 

The  traying  trumpets  lowd  they  cride, 
To  courage  both  all  and  some-a. 

The  grapling-hooks  were  brought  at  length. 
The  browne  bill  and  the  sword-a ; 

John  Dory  at  length,  for  all  his  strength, 
Was  clapt  fast  under  board-a. 
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XII. 

THE  SPRING-TIME. 

BY  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 

is  sung  by  two  pages  in  the  comedy  of  '*  As  you  like  it ;"  of 

which  play  there  is  no  earlier  edition  than  the  folio  in  1623 ; 
whence  it  is  here  given  :  but  the  stanzas  being  evidently  mis- 
placed (that  which  is  now  the  last  stanza  being  there  the 
second),  they  are  here  transposed  according^  to  the  r^Iatioa 
of  the  ingenious  dr.  Thirlby. 

**  As  you  like  it"  appears  to  have  been  entered  at  Stationeis* 
hall,  Aug.  4,  1600.  [But  there  is  no  entry  of  it  in  Arbert 
Transcript  under  this  date.] 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lass, 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho  and  a  hey  nonino, 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-field  did  pass, 

In  the  spring-time, 

The  onely  pretty  *  ring '-time. 

When  birds  do  sing 

Hey  ding  a  ding  ding ; 

Sweet  lovers  love  the  spring. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho  and  a  hey  nonino, 
These  pretty  country-folks  would  lye 
In  the  spring  time, 

The  carol  they  began  that  hour, 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho  and  a  hey  nonino, 
How,  that  life  was  but  a  flower, 
In  the  spring-time, 
6^^. 
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And,  therefore,  take  the  present  time, 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho  and  hey  nonino. 
For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime. 
In  the  spring-time. 


XIII. 
THE  POWER  OF  MUSIC. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

the  "  History  of  King  Henry  VIII.,"  in  which  it  appears 
have  been  originally  sung  to  the  lute  by  one  of  Queen 
tharines  female  attendants.  This  play,  though  not  printed 
ore  1623,  contains  intrinsic  evidence  of  having  been  finished 
ore  ther  death  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 

;  stanzas  were  set  to  music,  for  three  voices,  by  Matthew 
eke.  See  Playfords  Catch  thai  catch  can^  or  Musical  Com- 
tioftf  1667. 

Orpheus,  with  his  lute,  made  trees 
And  the  mountaine-tops,  that  freeze. 

Bow  themselves,  when  he  did  sing ; 
To  his  musicke,  plants,  and  flowers. 
Ever  sprung ;  as  sunne  and  showers 

There  had  made  a  lasting  spring. 

Every  thing,  that  heard  him  play. 
Even  the  billowes  of  the  sea. 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by 
In  sweet  musicke  is  such  art ; 
Killing  care  and  griefe  of  heart 

Fall  asleepe,  or,  hearing,  dye. 


■  it^^i^ 
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le.     -i-ii-  :?-:i=. 


""^~  - —  " -^  ~-*-  ""'^t^  TZ^IZi'^iis   ^^    *.  3"- 


:::w-    =cckf.   -  '  >-  irc  sleere.  chili,  u:y  mothers 


«...  * 


--•1=  -lessc  in-i  kfere  i2:ee  fzozn  crueil  annoy, 
k±er.  rvteie  izf-ini.  5roc2  mother  ys  gone, 
il.-re.  in  :ie  wccces  heere,  with  thee  leite  alone 
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je,  little  infant,  why  do  I  make  mone, 

jsgt.  lully,  lully, 

ou  canst  not  helpe  mee  to  sighe  nor  to  grone, 

nge  lully,  lully,  lully, 

flreete  baby,  lullyby,  sweete  baby,  lully,  lully. 


XVI. 
THE  GARLAND. 

BY  BEAUMONT  OR   FLETCHER. 

igant  littie  piece  is  found  in  **  The  Maids  Tragedy/*  by 
mont  and  Fletcher,  first  printed  in  1619,  where  it  is  sung 
spatia,  being  introduced  by  a  short  dialogue  between  her 
ivadne. 

Lay  a  garland  on  my  hearse 

Of  the  dismal  yew ; 
Maidens,  willow  branches  bear ; 

Say,  I  died  true. 

My  love  was  false,  but  I  was  firm 

From  my  hour  of  birth : 
Upon  my  bury'd  body  lie 

Lightly,  gentle  earth ! 


XVIL 

THE  JOVIAL  TINKER. 

ised  through  Shakespeare's  plays  are  innumerable  little 
lents  of  ancient  ballads,  the  entire  copies  of  which  could 
5  recovered.  Many  of  these  being  of  the  most  beautiful 
>athetic  simplicity,  the  editor  was  tempted   to  selegt 
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some  of  tliemr  and  with  a  few  sapplemental  stanzas  to  corned 
tLiem  cogeckr,  and  form  them  into  a  little  TALE,whicliii 
here  submitred  to  the  reader's  candour. 
'  Two  or  three '  small  *  fragments '  were  taken  from  Beanmci 
and  Fletcher.*' 

It  was  a  jovial  tinker, 

All  of  the  north  countrib. 
As  he  walk'd  forth,  along  the  way, 

He  sung  right  merrily. 

"  The  ousel-cock,  so  black  of  hue, 

With  orange-tawny  bill, 
The  throstle  with  his  note  so  true, 

The  wren  with  little  quill : 

Tne  fiach,  the  sparrow,  and  the  lark, 

The  plain-song  cuckow  grey,  ^ 

Whose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  answer.  Nay." 

"  Now,  Christ  thee  save,  thou  jolly  tinker, 
Now  Christ  thee  save  and  see ; 

My  true  love  hast  thou  chanc'd  to  meet, 
i  pray  thee,  tell  to  me." 

''  And  how  should  I  know  your  true  love, 

From  another  one  ?  " 
^  O.  by  his  slouched  hat  and  staff, 

And  bv  his  clouted  shoone  : 

But,  chiefly,  by  his  comely  nose, 

That  is  so  fair  to  see  : 
My  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy, 

And  ever  more  shall  be." 

"  O,  lady,  your  true  love  is  false, 

I^dy,  he  is  untrue ; 
For  he  has  got  him  another  love, 

And  quite  forsaken  you. 
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He  set  her  on  a  milk-white  steed 

And  his  self  upon  a  grey ;  30 

He  never  tum'd  his  face  again, 

But  bore  her  quite  away." 

'*  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

And  will  he  not  come  again  ?  " 
'*  No,  no,  he  is  gone,  and  weUl  cast  away  moan. 

For  he  never  will  come  again. 

But,  shall  we  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  ? 

The  pale  moon  shines  by  night ; 
And,  when  we  wander  here  and  there. 

We  then  do  go  most  right.  40 

If  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live. 

And  bear  the  sow-skin  budget, 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  give, 

And  in  the  stocks  avouch  it. 

Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-path  way. 

And  merrily  hent  the  stile-a ; 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Your  sad  tires  in  a  mile-a. 

For,  I  the  ballad  will  repeat. 

Which  men  full  true  shall  find;  50 

Your  marriage  comes  by  destin}^. 

Your  cuckow  sings  by  kind." 

"  O  heart !  o  heart !  o  heavy  heart ! 

Why  sigh'st  thou  without  breaking  ? 
Because  thou  canst  not  ease  thy  smart, 

By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking  ?  " 

With  that  she  sighed  as  she  stood. 
And  gave  this  sentence  then,       ^ 
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Among  nine  bad,  if  one  be  good.. 

There's  yet  one  good  in  ten.  ^ 

"  Lady,  what  wilt  thou  do,  lad  J  ? 

Lady,  what  would'st  thou  be  ? 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  thy  friend  111  proTC, 

As  quickly,  thou  shalt  see." 

"  I  would  not  be  a  serving  man, 

To  carry  the  cloak-bag  still ; 
Nor  would  I  be  a  falconer, 

The  greedy  hawks  to  filL 

But  I  would  be  in  a  good  house, 

And  have  a  good  master  too  ;  1° 

And  I  would  eat  and  drink  the  best, 
And  no  work  would  I  do. 

But  I  will  cut  my  pretty  green  coat, 

A  foot  above  my  knee ; 
And  I  will  clip  my  yellow  locks, 

An  inch  below  my  eye. 

And  I  will  buy  a  little  white  horse, 

Thereon  forth  for  to  ride ; 
And  rU  go  seek  my  own  true-love. 

Throughout  the  world  so  wide."  ^° 

"  Yet,  stay  thee,  lady,  turn  again. 

And  dry  those  weeping  tears. 
For,  see,  beneath  this  tinkers  garb. 

Thy  own  true-love  appears  !  " 

"  Now,  farewell  grief,  and  welcome  joy, 

Once  more  unto  my  heart; 
For,  since  I  have  found  thee,  lovely  youth, 

We  never  more  will  part." 
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XVIII. 

ROBIN  LEND  TO  ME  THY  BOW. 

non  in  the  unison,  for  four  voices,  from  **  Pammelia. 
sicks  Miscellanie.  Or,  Mixed  varietie  of  Pleasant  Rounde- 
es,  and  delightful!  Catches,  of  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  8,  9,  10,  parts 
one.  Lond.  1609,  4to.**  That  it  was  a  popular  song  in 
beginning  of  Queen  Elizabeths  reign  appears  from  its 
ng  cited  (amongst  others)  in  a  curious  old  musical  piece, 
SS.  Harl.  7578,  before  mentioned)  containing  the  descrip- 
1  and  praises  of  the  city  of  Durham,  written  about  that 
le  ;  but  of  which  the  corresponding  parts  are  unfortunately 
t.  It  is  likewise  quoted  in  "A  very  mery  and  pythie 
nmedie,  called  The  longer  thou  livest  the  more  foole  thou 
."     By  W.  Wager,  London,  4to.  b.  I.  n.  d. 

Now  Robin  lend  to  me  thy  bow, 

Sweet  Robin  lend  to  me  thy  bow, 

I  must  now  a  hunting  with  my  lady  goe, 
With  my  sweet  lady  goe. 
Now,  ut  sup. 

And  whither  will  thy  lady  goe  ? 

Sweet  Wilkin  tell  it  unto  mee ; 
I  thou  shalt  have  my  hawke,  my  hound,  and  eke 
my  bow, 
To  wait  on  thy  lady. 

My  lady  will  to  Uppingham,* 

To  Uppingham  forsooth  will  shee ;  lo 

i  I  my  selfe  appointed  for  to  be  the  man, 
To  wait  on  my  lady. 

Adieu,  good  Wilkin,  all  beshrewde, 

Thy  hunting  nothing  pleaseth  mee ; 
;  yet  beware  thy  babling  hounds  stray  not  abroad. 
For  angring  of  thy  lady. 

*  A  market  town  in  Rutlandshire. 


r  • 

5f 7  ^ocads  shall  be  led  in  the  line         '  '* 
So  well  I  can  assure  it  thee ; 
i'zj  '?:■£▼  cf  straine  some  pursue  I  may  fini 
T^  rleise  mv  sweet  lady. 


~^«ri.  riir  i^e  lady  sbee  came  in, 
A- 1  wili  :Iiem  all  for  to  agree ; 
"jr  iczesc  ji:l:i~^  never  was  accounted  sinne, 
X^c  -^Ter  ihall  for  mee. 


XIX. 

FIODDOX  FIELD. 

ST  THOMAS  DELOXEY. 

"'i  r-.i  :  ;  ::  Fl.-^J.-jr.  iz  XcnbumbcrlaDd,  was  fought  the 

.    >^'.-,i  .v.>t-.  1515.  'r^'^;^  the  61  th  year  of  King  Heniy 

>. '.     •»    .-^  ■•  .«i  A  c^^sai  .stthv,  was  then  before  Teroua 

:   i  "cn    .x.-i^st-r  ^  ~j=:i5K;'arard,  earl  of  Surrev.comman 

-^ ■.£   ir^'^^  forces.  ;ini  James  the  4th,  kin; 

>.     V  ..V.r.-i  .imv  :f  15,000  men,  who  were  enii 

.,  ,-..    ■    r.  ^^-:  s-i-i^hicT.  their  heroic  sovereign  being 

\    •.  .-..  ...  - .  :...<  >ur=^  victjrv  and  defeat  >^ng  been  the ! 

,..    ,      ->  ■.■..>^.:  -.i  J.^r.^  u:i^  ihe  poeis  of  England  a 

.    .    ,  >i   . .  ..er  j:>:=r  kir^dom.     Xo  event  in  Enj 

^     •        -       .■-  ,..-jI  -  ^re-:ir  n-^i^iber  of  poetical  cffiis 

. .  ^      .  >     -,  .:>^ecl  "A  ns^-lcnl  History  of  the  baitl 

i    c.;  =::-.x-^rlcr.,    as   it   is   conjectured,  of  ? 

N  . »  ->:..,,  -:r.JiCtr  in  ihe  time  of  Q.  Elizabeth. 

,  ,    .  .     .->.:'  :!:.?.  .  Id  piece  appeared  in  the  year  I 

N. r. -.::..  H,:h  :".:e  name* of  J.  Benson  Philom 

^     .   .        .-> e..  a:  Berwick,  irom  an  old  MS.  and 

«t:  .."  a:-.aotaiions  and  historical  renw 

>v.:  4^.  userul,   and  curious  communicati 

,     ,  ^  *  .;^  ^*r   I  -in^be.  vicar  of  Xorham  upon  Tw 
.  ...i...  ihtu^h  very  incorrectly,  by  old  ( 
..    :  -i.e   IS  a   MS.    copy  of  it  in  the  Br 
1  ..H  :x20k 


.«  » 
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ae  above  library  are  also  the  following  poems  relative  to  this 
renC 
367,  beginning— 

**  Now  lette  us  talke  of  the  mounte  of  Floden.* 

.  293.  "  A  Ballate  of  the  Batalle  of  Flodene-feeld," (in 

•raise  of   the  Stanlejrs,   and  the  men  of   Lancashire  and 

Hieshire). 

.  2252.  beginning — 

"  As  I  lay  musing  myself  alone." 

d  in  the  same  number  is  that  beginning — 

"O  Rex  Begum  in  thy  Realms  celestial/' 

Minted  in  "The  Mirror  for  Magistrates,"  which,  with  another 
>y  Ulpian  Fulwell,  is  inserted  by   Mr.   Lambe  in  his  Ap- 
Kndix,  No.  VI.  and  VIII.  p.  133,  153. 
dton,  in  his  rude  way,  exults  very  much  on  the  subject.     See 
lis  fVorJh,  ed.  1736,  p.   102.     Lambes  Appendix ^  No.  VII. 

^  143- 

defeat  is  never  a  favourite  and  rarely  a  successful  topic  of 

oetry.  The  Scotish  muse  must  however  on  this  occasion  be 
Uowed  the  bays.  The  beautiful  and  affecting  little  ballad 
^ch  appears  to  have  been  composed  immediately  after  the 
attle,  b^;inning — 

«'  I've  heard  of  a  lilting," 

\  as  sweet  and  natural  a  piece  of  elegiac  poetry  as  any 

uu^nage  can  boast 

If  S.  poem  on  the  battle  of  Flowden  hill  is  mentioned  in  the 

italcgue  of  the  Advocates  Library  at  Edinburgh ;  but  ap- 

cared,  on  enquiry,  to  be  either  lost  or  mislaid. 

\  following  ballad  may  possibly  be  as  ancient  as  anything 

fc  have  on  the  subject     It  is  given  from  **  The  most  pleasant 

nd  delectable  history  of  John  Winchcomb,  otherwise  called 

ftdc  of  Newberry,"  written  by  Thomas  Deloney,  who  thus 

peaks  of  it : 

A  disgrace  of  the  Scots,  and  in  remembrance  of  the  famous 

tchieved  victory,  the  commons  of  England  made  this  song  : 

rhich  TO  THIS  DAY  is  not  forgotten  of  many." 

rill  not  be  contended,  however,  that  the  ballad  here  printed 

dbibits  the  genuine  English  of  Henry  the  8ths  time.     Honest 

llamas,  no  doubt,  like  greater  editors,  had  too  refined  a  taste 

>  prefer  accuracy  and  fidelity  to  pleasing  the  eyes  or  tickling 

lie  ears  of  his  readers. 

O 
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This  author  is  mentioned  by  Kempe,  {Nine  Days  Wonder^  ifion 
4to.)  as  "the great  ballade  maker  T.  D.  or  Thomas  Deloix^r 
chronicler  of  3ie  memorable  Lives  of  the  Six  Yeomen  o\  tta 
West,  Jack  of  Newbery,  The  Gentle  Craft,  and  such  like 
honest  men,  omitted  by  Stowe,  Hollinshed,    Grafton,  Hil 
Froissart,    and   the  rest  of   those  well-deserving  writea 
(Warton,   Hist,   Eng.   Poet.    iii.    430.)      He    had  satiriied 
Kempe  in  what  he  calls  **  abhominable  ballets."    Nashe,  ii 
his  "  Have  with  you  to  Safifronwalden,  or,  Gabriell  Ham^ 
Hunt  is  up,"  1596,  4to.  calls  him    "  Thomas  Deloney  4e 
balleting  silke- weaver,"  and  says  that  he  **  hath  rime  inoog^ 
for  all  myracles,  and  wit  to  make  a  Garland  oj  good  wiUvM 
than  the  premisses,  with  an  Epistle  of  Momus  and  Zoyks: 
whereas  his  Muse  from  the  first  peeping  foorth,  hath  stood 
at  livery  at  an  Ale-house  wishe,  never  exceeding  a  penny  t 
quart  day  nor  night ;  and  this  deare  yeare,  together  with  the 
silencing  of  his  looms,  scarce  that ;  he  being  constrained  to 
betake  him  to  carded  Ale  :  whence  it  proceedeth,  that  since 
Candlemas  or  his  Jigge  of  John  for  the  King,  not  one  mcrrie 
dittie  will  come    from  him,    but    The  Thunderbolt  aga»i 
Swearers^  Repent  England  repent,  and  The  Strange  Jud^mab 
of  God," 

"John  Winscombe,  called  commonly  Jack  of  Newberry,"  as  we 
are  told  by  Fuller,  "was  the  most  considerable  clothier 
(without  fancy  and  fictu)n)  England  ever  beheld ...  In  the 
expedition  to  Flodden-field,  he  marched  with  an  hundred  of 
his  own  men,  (as  well  armed,  and  better  clothed  *than'  any) 
to  shew  that  the  painfull  to  use  their  hands  in  peace,  could  be 
valiant,  and  imploy  their  armes  in  war.  He  feasted  Kioj 
Henry  the  eight  and  his  first  Queen  Katherine  at  his  ow« 
house,  extant  at  Newberry  at  tliis  day."  Worthies  in  Bafi^ 
shire,  Warton  says,  that  Jack  of  Newbury  was  entered  in  the 
Stationers  book  to  T.  Myllington,  Mar.  7,  1596  [-7];  and  the 
Gentle  Craft  to  Ralph  Blore,  Oct.  19,  1597. 

Deloney  narrowly  escaped  being  committed  to  the  Counts,  hf 
the  Lord  Mayor,  in  1 596,  for  ridiculing  the  Queen,  and  book 
of  orders,  about  the  dearth  of  com,  in  a  "  scurrilous  ballad. 
See  Stows  ^* Survey  "  by  Strype,  1720,  b.  5,  p.  333. 


King  Jamie  hath  made  a  vow, 

Keep  it  well  if  he  may, 
That  he  will  be  at  lovely  London, 

Upon  saint  James  his  day. 
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it 


Upon  saint  James  his  day,  at  noon, 
At  fair  London  will  I  be ; 
And  all  the  lords  in  merry  Scotland, 
They  shall  dine  there  with  me." 

Then  bespake  good  queen  Margaret, 

The  tears  fell  from  her  eye,  lo 

Leave  off  these  wars  most  noble  king, 
Keep  your  fidelity. 

The  water  runs  swift,  and  wonderous  deep. 

From  bottom  unto  the  brim ; 
My  brother  Henry  hath  men  good  enough, 

England  is  hard  to  win. 

Away,  (quoth  he,)  with  this  sDly  fool, 

In  prison  &st  let  her  lye ; 
For  she  is  come  of  the  English  blood. 

And  for  these  words  she  shall  die.  20 

That  day  made  many  a  fatherless  child. 

And  many  a  widow  poor ; 
And  many  a  Scottish  gay  lady 

Sate  *  weeping '  in  her  bower. 

With  that  bespake  lord  Thomas  Howard, 
The  queens  chamberlain,  that  day. 

If  that  you  put  queen  Margaret  to  death, 
Scotland  shall  rue  it  alway. 

Then,  in  a  rage,  king  Jamie  did  say, 

Away  with  this  foolish  mome !  30 

He  shall  be  hang'd,  and  the  other  bum'd. 

So  soon  as  I  come  home. 

At  Flodden-field  the  Scots  came  in, 
\Vhich  made  our  English-men  fain ; 

V.  24.  sweeping. 
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At  Bramstone-green  this  battel  was  seen, 
There  was  king  Jamie  slain. 

Then,  presently,  the  Scots  did  fiy. 
Their  cannons  they  left  behind ; 

Their  ensigns  gay  were  won  all  away, 
Out  souldiers  did  beat  them  blind. 

To  tell  you  plain,  twelve  thousand  were  slai 

That  to  the  fight  did  stand  ; 
And  many  a  prisoner  took  that  day. 

The  best  in  all  Scotland. 

Jack,  with  a  felher,  was  lapt  all  in  lether. 
His  boastings  were  all  in  vain  ; 

He  had  such  a  chance,  with  new  morrice-di 
He  never  went  home  again. 


XX. 
THE  UNGRATEFUL  KNIGHT 


FAIR  FLOWER  OF  NORTHUMBERLA^ 

ispreserved  in  the  HisteryofJackofJVeabtry.aim 

tioned,  where  it  is  thus  introduced.  "  His  Majesly  | 
Henry  the  Sth,  who  was  then  upon  a  visit  to  Jack]  cai 
among  the  spinners  and  carders,  who  were  merrily  a  w 
....  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  the  nobihty  b 
beheld  these  women,  who  for  the  most  pari  were  i 
and  comely  creatures  ;  and  were  all  attired  alike  froc 
toe.  Then  (after  due  reverence)  the  maidens  in  dulcet 
chanted  out  this  song,  Iwo  of  them  singing  the  ditty, 
tlie  rest  bearing  the  burden." 
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3  a  knight,  in  Scotland  bom, 

Qow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

ciken  prisoner  and  left  foriorn, 

;n  by  the  good  earl  of  Northumberland. 

was  he  cast  in  prison  strong, 

llow,  my  love,  *  come '  over  the  strand), 

*  he  could  not  walk  nor  lye  along, 

in  by  the  good  earl  of  Northumberiand. 

LS  in  sorrow  thus  he  lay, 

llow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand),  lo 

arl[s]  sweet  daughter  walks  that  way, 

i  she  is  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland- 

)assing  by,  like  an  angel  bright, 
llow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 
>risoner  had  of  her  a  sight, 
i  she  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

iloud  to  her  this  knight  did  cry 

•llow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

alt  tears  standing  in  his  eye, 

d  she  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland.      20 

ady,  he  said,  take  pity  on  me 

►llow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

et  me  not  in  prison  die, 

d  you  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

r  sir,  how  should  I  take  pity  on  thee 
»llow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 
being  a  foe  to  our  country, 
d  I  the  feir  flower  of  Northumberland." 


[V.  6.  leap.] 


214  ANCIENT  SONGS 

Fair  lady,  I  am  no  foe,  he  said, 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

Through  thy  sweet  love  here  was  I  sta/d, 
For  thee,  the  fair  flower  of  Northmnberland. 

"  Why  shotdd'st  thou  come  here  for  love  of  me 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

Having  wife  and  children  in  thy  country, 
And  I  the  fair  flower  of  NorthumberLmd? " 

"  I  swear,  by  the  blessed  trini^ 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

I  have  no  wife  nor  children  I, 

Nor  dwelling  at  home  in  merry  Scotl^d 

I^  courteously,  you  will  set  me  free 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

I  vow  that  I  will  marry  thee. 

So  soon  as  I  come  in  fair  Scotland. 

Thou  shalt  be  a  lady  of  castles  and  towers 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

And  sit,  Hke  a  queen,  in  princely  bowers. 
When  I  am  at  home  in  fair  Scotland." 

Then  parted  hence  this  lady  gay 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

And  got  her  fathers  ring  away, 

To  help  this  knight  into  fair  Scotland. 

Likewise,  much  gold  she  gof  by  sleight 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

And  all  to  help  this  forlorn  knight, 

To  wend  from  her  father  to  fair  ScotUlnd. 

Two  gallant  steeds,  both  good  and  able 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand). 
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She,  likewise,  took  out  of  tlie  stable, 

To  ride  with  the  knight  into  fair  Scotland.        60 

And  to  the  jaylor  she  sent  this  ring 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

The  knight  from  prison  forth  *  to '  bring. 
To  wend  with  her  into  fair  Scotland. 

This  token  set  the  prisoner  free 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

Who  straight  went  to  this  fair  lady, 
To  wend  with  her  into  fair  Scotland. 

A  gallant  steed  he  did  bestride 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand),  70 

And,  with  the  lady,  away  did  ride. 

And  she  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

They  rode  till  they  came  to  a  water  clear 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand) : 

"  Good  sir,  how  should  I  follow  you  here, 
And  I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberllind? 

The  water  is  rough  and  wonderful  deep 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

And  on  my  saddle  I  shall  not  keep. 
And  I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland."       80 

Fear  not  the  foard,  fair  lady,  quoth  he 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

For  long  I  cannot  stay  for  thee, 
And  thou  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

The  lady  prickt  her  wanton  steed 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

And  over  the  river  swom  with  speed. 
And  she  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 
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From  top  to  toe  all  wet  was  she 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand): 

•*  This  have  I  clone,  for  love  of  thee. 

And  I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland" 

Thus  rode  she  all  one  winters  night 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

Till  Edenborough  they  saw  in  sight, 
The  fairest  town  in  all  Scotl^d. 

Now  chuse,  quoth  he,  thou  wanton  flower 
(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

'  Whether '  thou  wilt  be  my  paramour. 

Or  get  thee  home  to  Northumberland.         ^^ 

For  I  have  wife  and  children  five 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

In  Edenborough  they  be  alive, 

Then  get  thee  home  to  fair  England. 

This  favour  thou  shalt  have  to  boot 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

rie  have  *  thy '  horse,  go  thou  on  foot, 
Go,  get  thee  home,  to  Northumberland.— 

O  false  and  faithless  knight !  quoth  she 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand),      ^^ 

And  can'st  thou  deal  so  bad  with  me, 
And  I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland? 

Dishonour  not  a  ladies  name 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 
But  draw  thy  sword  and  end  my  shame, 

And  I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

He  took  her  from  her  stalelv  steed 

(Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 
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\  her  there,  in  extream  need, 

she  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland.    120 

It  she  down  full  heavily 
ow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand) ; 
th  two  knights  came  riding  by, 
gallant  knights  of  fair  England. 

down  humbly,  on  her  knee 
ow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand). 

Courteous  *  knights '  take  pity  on  me, 
I  the  fair  flower  of  Northumberland. 

offended  my  father  dear 
ow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand),        130 
a  false  knight  that  brought  me  here, 
I  the  good  earl  of  Northumberland. 

)ok  her  up  behind  them  then 

ow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 

Dught  her  to  her  father  again, 

he  the  good  earl  of  Northumberland, 

fair  maidens  be  warned  by  me 
Dw,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand), 
2ver  were  true,  nor  never  will  be, 
>rd,  nor  lady,  nor  fair  Englknd.  140 


XXI. 

THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 

1  excellent  ballad  was  first  given  from  a  copy  in  dr. 
lio  manuscript.  The  judgement  of  that  learned 
10  says,  From  the  Scotish  phrases  here  and  there 
e  in  this  poem,  it  should  seem  to  have  been  origi- 


i-fTZLsyr  scsGS 


"1.     TTll. 


El  j^Tcsd  3e  TTra-d.  Iz  was  inserted,  bftk 
.  n  :iii  =ec2n'i  -r:lunxfi  :c  "  Scodsh songs;  \^ 
-rzcsd  runr  ^he^  is  3cc  i  angle  word  thiw^ 
r.:  :s  -2-^^:1  ^.Tr^'gn  js  Sordsh.  wil  canse  it H 
:  .:  nji  r,.r>rjr:tjiu  if  ±  sver  arrive  at  tsecoid 
tt:  :l  TT.Li  "riiaiE  iicsidoiisajess  and  comptifl' 
■r_.i-Tii_-  /"  ^Tuzz.tr  S.t^.'i:.i  rvcTT  hii,  origiMD^ 
-»  ''  •  irrisr?  zt:iii  his  cwn.  words:  *'In4e 
Ts  ■  :~T-i.\  ssr«^  jiiciezt  readings  are  restoRi 
!  15  *  zn.i  :f  :ne  ,r::iild  occain  a  sight  of  lint 
irn:.  It  s  .ii^^T  pracabie  that  setezal  moden 


mi;i:n. 


T:  f-LZ^  i  =cn;i  Z  Trill  berln. : 
:  5  ::*  •  Icri  :f  iiire  Scjcland, 
"^^icii  xis  z;e  :in±rir:T  herre  of  Linne. 

lis  ~j.±er  -Tzs  x  r!^^r  gocc  lord, 
H.s  zici±er  i  jlzj  of  high  degree  ; 

u:  ±c7.  ilas  :  TRir:  ietd.  him  froe, 
Ajivi  he  j:v>*i  ke-ccic  comoanie. 


-  :  5Ten  I  :.ie  ij-t^  -^tt-z  zierrv  cneare, 

»  m  m  ' 

7:  ir-ce  --i  rsT-11  eTsrv  nizht,  '° 

-  :  rjT-i  i-  i  ii:e  ^:::i  eve  to  mome, 

I:  -v^ii.  I  veez.  his  hejLrts  delighte. 

T:  n :?.  :?  m-e.  t?  mt,  to  roare, 

7:  jI-r.iTe  srezd  and  never  spare, 
I  v::r.  ^z  ::  '^ere  the  king  himselfe, 
Of  z:li  J.~i  fee  he  mote  be  bare. 

S:e  fires  the  im thrifty  lord  of  Linne, 
Till  all  his  gold  is  gone  and  spent ; 

And  he  nLL-^in  sell  his  landes  so  broad, 

His  house  and  iandes  and  all  his  rent       20 

His  father  had  a  keen  stew^rde, 
And  John  o*  the  Scales  was  called  hee : 
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But  John  is  become  a  gentel-man, 
And  John  has  got  both  gold  and  fee. 

Sayes,  Welcome,  welcome,  lord  of  Linne, 
Let  nought  disturb  thy  merry  cheere. 

Iff  thou  wilt  sell  thy  landes  soe  broad. 
Good  store  of  gold  Tie  give  thee  heere. 


<( 


My  gold  is  gone,  my  money  is  spent ; 
My  lande  nowe  take  it  unto  thee  :  30 

Give  me  the  golde,  good  John  o'  the  Scales, 
And  thine  for  aye  the  lande  shall  bee." 

Then  John  he  did  him  to  record  draw, 
And  John  he  gave  him  a  gods-pennie  ; 

But  for  every  pounde  that  John  agreed, 
The  land,  I  wis,  was  well  worth  three. 

He  told  the  gold  upon  the  board, 
He  was  right  glad  his  land  to  winne  : 

"  The  gold  is  thine,  the  land  is  mine, 
And  now  I'le  be  the  lord  of  Linne."  40 

Thus  he  hath  sold  his  land  soe  broad. 
Both  hill  and  holt,  and  moore  and  fenne. 

All  but  a  poore  and  lonesome  lodge, 
That  stood  far  off  in  a  lonely  glenne. 

For  soe  he  to  his  father  hight  : 

My  Sonne,  whenne  I  am  gonne,  sa/d  he. 
Then  thou  wilt  spend  thy  lande  so  broad. 

And  thou  wilt  spend  thy  gold  so  free  : 

But  sweare  me  nowe  upon  the  roode. 
That  lonesome  lodge  thou'lt  never  spend     50 

For  when  all  the  world  doth  frown  on  thee, 
Thou  there  shalt  find  a  faithful  friend. 


220  ANCIENT  SONGS 

The  heire  of  Linne  is  full  of  golde  : 

And  come  with  me,  my  friends,  sayd  hee, 

Let's  drinke  and  rant  and  merry  make 
And  he  that  spares,  ne'er  mote  he  thee. 

They  ranted,  drank  and  merry  made, 
Till  all  his  gold  it  waxed  thinne ; 

And  then  his  friendes  they  slunk  away; 
They  left  the  unthrifty  heire  of  Linne.        ^ 

He  had  never  a  penny  left  in  his  purse, 

Never  a  penny  left  but  three, 
And  one  was  brass  and  another  was  lead 

And  another  it  was  white  mon^y. 

Nowe  well-a-day,  sayd  the  heire  of  Linne, 
Nowe  well-a-day  and  woe  is  mee, 

For  when  I  was  the  lord  of  Linne, 
I  never  wanted  gold  nor  fee. 

But  many  a  trustye  friend  have  I, 

And  why  shold  I  feel  dole  or  care  ?  J 

I'le  borrow  of  them  all  by  turnes, 
So  need  I  not  be  never  bare. 

But  one,  I  wis,  was  not  at  home. 
Another  had  payd  his  gold  away  \ 

Another  call'd  him  thriftless  loone, 
And  bade  him,  sharpely,  wend  his  way. 

Now  well-a-day,  sayd  the  heire  of  Linne, 
Now  well-a-day  and  woe  is  me  ! 

For  when  I  had  ray  landes  so  broad, 
On  me  they  lived  right  merrilee. 

To  beg  my  bread  from  door  to  door, 
I  wis,  it  were  a  brenning  shame  : 
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To  rob  and  steal  it  were  a  sinne  : 
To  worke  my  limbs  I  cannot  frame. 

Now  rie  away  to  [the]  lonesome  lodge, 
For  there  my  father  bade  me  wend  : 

When  all  the  world  should  frown  on  mee, 
I  there  shold  find  a  trusty  friend. 

Away  then  hyed  the  heire  of  Linne, 

O'er  hill  and  holt  and  moor  and  fenne,         90 
Until  he  came  to  [the]  Jonesome  lodge, 

That  stood  so  lowe  in  a  lonely  glenne. 

He  looked  up,  he  looked  downe, 
In  hope  some  comfort  for  to  winne. 

But  bare  and  lothly  were  the  walles  : 

Here's  sorry  cheare,  quo'  the  heire  of  Linne. 

The  little  windowe  dim  and  darke 
Was  hung  with  ivy,  brere  and  yewe  ; 

No  shimmering  sunn  here  ever  shone  ; 
No  halesome  breeze  here  ever  blew.  100 

No  chair,  ne  table  he  mote  spye, 
No  chearful  hearth,  ne  welcome  bed, 

Nought  save  a  rope  with  renning  noose, 
That  dangling  hung  up  o'er  his  head  ; 

And  over  it  in  broad  letters. 

These  words  were  written  so  plain  to  see  : 
Ah  !  graceless  wretch,  has  spent  thine  all. 

And  brought  thyselfe  to  penurie  ! 

All  this  my  bodeing  mind  misgave, 

I  therefore  left  this  trusty  friend :  no 

Let  it  now  sheeld  thy  foule  disgrace. 

And  all  thy  shame  and  sorrows  end. 


.^LJ    ~ 
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Tor  here  I  will  make  mine  avow, 
This  reade  shall  guide  me  to  the  end. 

Away  then  went,  with  a  merry  cheare, 
Away  then  went  the  heire  of  Linne, 

I  wis,  he  neither  ceased  ne  blanne, 
Till  John  o'  the  Scales  house  he  did  winne  : 

And  when  he  came  to  John  o'  the  Scales, 

Up  at  the  speere  then  looked  hee ;  150 

There  sate  three  lords  upon  a  rowe. 
Were  drinking  of  the- wine  so  free  : 

And  John  himself  sate  at  the  bord-head, 
Because  now  lord  of  Linne  was  hee, 

I  pray  thee,  he  sayd,  good  John  o'  the  Scales, 
One  forty  pence  for  to  lend  mee. 

Away,  away,  thou  thriftless  loone ; 

Away,  away,  this  may  not  bee  : 
For  Christs  curse  on  my  head,  he  sayd, 

If  ever  I  trust  thee  one  pennie.  160 

Then  bespake  the  heire  of  Linne, 
To  John  o'  the  Scales  wife  then  spake  hee : 

Madame,  some  almes  on  me  bestowe, 
I  pray  for  sweet  saint  Charitie. 

"  Away,  away,  thou  thriftless  loone, 
I  swear  thou  gettest  no  almes  of  mee ; 

For  if  we  shold  hang  any  losel  heere, 
The  first  we  wold  begin  with  thee." 

Then  bespake  a  good  fellowe, 

Which  sat  at  John  o'  the  Scales  his  bord :      1 70 
Sayd,  Turn  againe,  thou  heire  of  Linne  ; 

Some  time  thou  wast  a  well  good  lord  : 
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Some  time  a  good  fellow  thou  hast  been, 
And  sparedst  not  thy  gold  and  fee,  i 

Therefore  I  'le  lend  thee  forty  pence 
And  other  forty  if  need  bee : 

And  ever,  I  pray  thee,  John  o*  the  Scales, 
To  let  him  sit  in  thy  companie : 

For  well  I  wot  thou  hadst  his  land. 

And  a  good  bargain  it  was  to  thee.  i8o 

Up  then  spake  him  John  o'  the  Scales, 
All  wood  he  answered  him  againe : 

Now  Christs  curse  on  my  head,  he  sayd, 
But  I  did  lose  by  that  bargaine  : 

And  here  I  proffer  thee,  heire  of  Linne, 
Before  these  lords  so  faire  and  free. 

Thou  shalt  have  it  backe  again  better  cheape, 
By  a  hundred  markes,  than  I  had  it  of  thee. 

I  drawe  you  to  record,  lords,  he  said. 

With  that  he  cast  him  a  gods-pennie :        19° 
Now  by  my  fay,  sayd  the  heire  of  Linne, 

And  here,  good  John,  is  thy  money : 

And  he  puird  forth  three  bagges  of  gold 
And  layd  them  down  upon  the  bord : 

All  woe-begone  was  John  o'  the  Scales, 
Soe  shent  he  cold  say  never  a  word. 

He  told  him  forth  the  good  red  gold. 
He  told  it  forth  [with]  mickle  dinne : 

"  The  gold  is  thine,  the  land  is  mine, 
And  now  I'me  againe  the  lord  of  Linne."    200 

Sayes,  Have  thou  here,  thou  good  fellow ! 
Forty  pence  thou  didst  lend  mee : 
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Now  I  am  againe  the  lord  of  Linne, 
And  forty  pounds  I  will  give  thee. 

lie  make  *  thee '  keeper  of  my  forrfest, 
Both  of  the  wild  deere  and  the  tame ; 

For,  but  I  reward  thy  bounteous  heart, 
I  wis,  good  fellow,  I  were  to  blame. 

Now  well-a-day !  sayth  Joan  o*  the  Scales  : 
Now  well-a-day  !  and  woe  is  my  life  !  210 

Yesterday  I  was  lady  of  Linne, 

Now  I'm  but  John  o'  the  Scales  his  wife. 

Now  fere  thee  well,  sayd  the  heire  of  Linne, 
Farewell  now,  John  o'  the  Scales,  said  hee  : 

Christs  curse  light  on  me  if  ever  again 
I  bring  my  lands  in  jeopardy. 


XXIL 
LORD  THOMAS  AND  FAIR  ELEANOR. 

Lord  Thomas  he  was  a  bold  forestfer. 

And  a  chaser  of  the  kings  deer ; 
Fair  Eleanor  was  a  fine  womkn, 

And  Lord  Thomas  he  lov'd  her  dear. 

Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,  he  said, 

And  riddle  us  both  as  one ; 
Whether  I  shall  marry  with  fair  Eleanor, 

And  let  the  brown  girl  alone  ? 

The  brown  girl  she  has  got  houses  and  lands. 
Fair  Eleanor  she  has  got  none,  10 

Therefor  I  charge  thee,  on  my  blessing. 
To  bring  me  the  brown  girl  home. 
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Some  time  a  good  fellow  thou  h 
And  sparedst  not  thy  gold  im 

Therefore  I  'le  lend  thee  forty  p 
And  other  forty  if  need  bee: 

And  ever,  I  pray  thee,  JohD  4  d 
To  let  him  sit  in  thy  companii 

For  well  I  wot  thou  hadst  his  lai 
And  a  good  bargain  it  was  to 

Up  then  spake  him  John  o'  the ! 
All  wood  he  answered  him  j0 

Now  Christs  curse  on  my  head,  1 
But  I  did  lose  by  that  baigaiit 

And  here  I  proffer  thee,  heire  of 
Before  these  lords  so  faire  and 

Thou  shall  have  it  backe  again  1 
By  a  hundred  markes,  than  I  \ 

I  draive  you  to  record,  lords,  he 
With  that  he  cast  him  a  gods-j 

Now  by  my  fay,  sayd  the  heire  0 
And  here,  good  John,  is  thy  a 

And  he  pullM  forth  three  baggei 
And  Invii  tiiom  doivn  upon  tht 

All  woe-b'egone  was  John  o'  the  1 
Soc  shent  he  cold  say  never  a 

He  told  liitn  forth  the  good  red  f 
He  told  it  forth  [with]  mickle 

"The  gold  is  thine,  the  land  isi 
^d  now  I'me  --igaine  tiie  lord  ( 
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And  as  it  befell  on  a  high  holiday, 

As  many  did  more  beside, 
Lord  Thomas  he  went  to  fair  Eleanbr, 

That  should  have  been  his  bride. 

But  when  he  came  to  fair  Eleanors  bower, 

He  knocked  there  at  the  ring, 
But  who  was  so  ready  as  fair  Eleanbr, 

To  let  lord  Thomas  within.  20 

\\Tiat  news,  what  news,  lord  Thomas?  she  said, 
What  news  hast  thou  brought  unto  me? 

1  am  come  to  bid  thee  to  my  wedding, 
And  that  is  bad  news  for  thee. 

0  god  forbid,  lord  Thomas,  she  said, 
That  such  a  thing  should  be  done ; 

1  thought  to  have  been  thy  bride  my  own  self, 

And  you  to  have  been  the  bridegroom. 

Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,  she  said, 
And  riddle  it  all  in  one ;  3^ 

Whether  I  shall  go  to  lord  Thomases  wedding, 
Or  whether  I  shall  tarry  at  home? 

There's  many  that  are  your  friends,  daughter. 

And  many  that  are  your  foe. 
Therefor  I  charge  you,  on  my  blessing, 

To  lord  Thomases  wedding  don't  go. 

There's  many  that  are  my  friends,  mother, 
If  a  thousand  more  were  my  foe, 

Betide  my  life,  or  betide  my  death. 

To  lord  Thomases  wedding  I'll  go.  ^ 

She  clothed  herself  in  gallant  attn*e. 
And  her  merry  men  all  in  green, 
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And  as  they  rid  through  every  town, 
They  took  her  to  have  been  a  queen. 

Bat  when  she  came  to  lord  Thomases  gate, 

She  knocked  there  at  the  ring ; 
But  who  was  so  ready  as  lord  Thomks, 

To  let  fair  Eleanor  in. 

Is  this  your  bride  ?  fair  Ellen  she  said, 
Methinks  she  looks  wonderous  brown ;  50 

You  might  have  had  as  fair  a  womkn 
As  ever  trod  on  the  ground. 

Despise  her  not,  fair  Ellen,  he  said. 

Despise  her  not  unto  me ; 
For  better  I  love  thy  little-fingfer, 

Than  all  her  whole  body. 

This  brown  bride  had  a  little  penknife. 

That  was  both  long  and  sharp, 
And  betwixt  the  short  ribs  and  the  long, 

She  prick'd  fair  Eleanor  to  the  heart  60 

Oh  !  Christ  now  save  thee,  lord  Thomas,  he  said, 
Methinks  thou  look'st  wonderous  *  wan ' ; 

Thou  wast  us'd  for  to  look  with  as  fresh  a  colour, 
As  ever  the  sun  shin'd  on. 

Oh  !  art  thou  blind,  lord  Thomas  ?  she  said. 

Or  can'st  thou  not  very  well  see  ? 
Oh  !  dost  thou  not  see  my  own  hearts  blood 

Runs  trickling  down  my  knee  ? 

Lord  Thomas  he  had  a  sword  by  his  side  ; 

As  he  walked  about  the  hall,  70 

He  cut  off  his  brides  head  from  her  shoulders, 

And  he  threw  it  against  the  walL 

[F.  62.  wain.] 


He  set  die  'lilt  against  rrre  ;r:omd 
And  :he  point  aciinsr  his  aeon ; 

T!iere  was  never  three  lovers  ^^^  eTcr  met 
More  sooner  *  that '  viid  cerart. 
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lIr  ^l^garet  axd  sweet  WILUAM. 

-i:5  ir  feil  3ut  upon  a  cay. 

T'Jfo  lovers  chev  sat  on  a  bin ; 
"Fjiev  sac  toncether  i  long  samarers  dix, 

Aad  could  not  talk  their  dIL 

I  see  30  hann  by  vou*  Margar&t^ 

itnd  vott  see  none  by  me : 
Before  tXKncTTcw  at  eight  o  clock 

A  r:ch  :vt;'jcin:i  vcu  shall  see. 

y i:r  Margaret  sa:  in  her  bower-window, 

A  vrjuibia;^  cf  her  hair  : 
"Hiere  siie  espied  sweec  William  and  his  bride, 

.\^  ::iey  were  a  ridin:^  near. 

r'cwTi  siie  laid  her  ivory  comb* 

And  up  she  bound  her  hair ; 
She  went  away  'tasc  *  ircm  the  bower. 

Hue  never  more  came  there. 

'.Vhen  Jay  was  gone,  and  night  was  come, 

And  all  men  rast  asleeL\ 
Then  came  ti^e  spint  oi  ttir  Margaret, 

And  stood  a:  Williams  bed  feet.  * 


10 


:o 


[;:  76.  thev.]  ir.  15.  fasti  ^, 

•  To  this  sCuLsa  [as  introduced  by  Fletdicr  in  "The  Kirfp 
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"  God  give  you  joy,  you  true  lovfers, 

In  bride-bed  fast  asleep ; 
Lo  !  I  am  going  to  my  grass-green  grave, 

And  I  am  in  my  winding  sheet." 

When  day  was  come,  and  night  was  gone, 

And  all  men  wak'd  from  sleep, 
Sweet  William  to  his  lady  said, 

My  dear,  IVe  cause  to  weep. 

I  dream'd  a  dream,  my  dear  lady. 

Such  dreams  are  never  good  ;  30 

I  dream'd  my  bower  was  full  of  red  '  wine,' 

And  my  bride-bed  full  of  blood. 

"  Such  dreams,  such  dreams,  my  honoured  sir. 

They  never  do  prove  good  ; 
To  dream  thy  bower  was  full  of  *  wine ' 

And  thy  bride-bed  full  of  blood." 

He  called  [up]  his  merry  men  all, 

By  one,  by  two,  and  by  three. 
Saying,  I'll  away  to  fair  Margarets  bower, 

By  the  leave  of  my  lad^.  40 

And  when  he  came  to  fair  Margarets  bower, 

He  knocked  at  the  ring ; 
So  ready  were  her  seven  brethren. 

To  let  sweet  William  in. 


Then  he  tum'd  up  the  covering-sheet : 

"  Pray  let  me  see  the  dead ; 
Methinks  she  looks  both  pale  and  wan. 

She  has  lost  her  cherry  red. 

le  burning  pestle  '*]  the  public,  is  indebted  for  the  beautiful 
pathetic  ballad  of  Margarets  ghost,  by  Mallet. 
''.31.  35.  swine.] 
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V\\  do  more  for  thee,  MargarM, 
Than  any  of  thy  kin  ;  S° 

For  I  will  kiss  thy  pale  wan  lips, 
Though  a  smile  I  cannot  win." 

With  that  bespoke  the  seven  brethrh, 

Making  most  piteous  moan, 
You  may  go  kiss  your  jolly  brown  dame, 

And  let  our  sister  alone. 

"  If  I  do  kiss  my  jolly  brown  dame, 

I  do  but  what  is  right ; 
For  I  made  no  vow  to  your  sister  dear, 

By  day,  nor  yet  by  night.  ^ 

Pray  tell  me  then,  how  much  you'll  deal, 
Of  white  bread  and  *  of  wine  : 

So  much  as  is  dealt  at  her  funeral  to-day, 
To-morrow  shall  be  dealt  at  mine." 

Fair  Margaret  died  to-day,  to-day. 
Sweet  William  he  died  the  morrow; 

Fair  Margaret  died  for  pure  true  love, 
Sweet  William  he  died  for  sorrow. 

Margaret  was  buried  in  the  lower  chancel, 
And  William  in  the  higher;  7 

Out  of  her  breast  there  sprang  a  rose. 
And  out  of  his  a  briar. 

They  grew  as  high  as  the  church- top. 
Till  they  could  grow  no  higher ; 

And  there  they  grew  in  a  true  lovers  knot, 
Which  made  all  the  people  admire. 

[F.  62.  your.] 
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Then  came  the  clerk  of  the  parish, 

As  you  *  the  '  truth  shall  hear, 
And  by  misfortune  cut  them  down, 

Or  they  had  now  been  there.  80 


XXIV. 
BATEMANS  TRAGEDY. 

ull  title  of  the  old  copy  is,  "A  Godly  Warning  for  all 
idens,  by  the  example  of  Gods  Judgement  shewed  upon 
Jermans  Wife  of  Clifton,  in  the  County  of  Nottingham, 
),  lying  in  child-bed,  was  born  away,  and  never  heard  of 
r."  A  tragedy  entitled  The  Vow  breaker^  ^riKXtXi  by  one 
lliam  Sampson,  and  printed  in  1636,  is  founded  on  this 
lad,  and  quotes  two  or  three  verses  from  it  as  **  a  lament- 
B  new  ditty." 

You  dainty  dames,  so  finely  fram'd 

Of  beautys  chiefest  mold, 
And  you  that  trip  it  up  and  down, 

Like  lambs  in  Cupids  fold, 
Here  is  a  lesson  to  be  learn'd ; 

A  lesson,  in  my  mind, 
For  such  as  will  prove  false  in  love. 

And  bear  a  faithless  mind. 

Not  far  from  Nottingham,  of  late. 

In  Clifton,  as  I  hear,  10 

There  dwelt  a  fair  and  comely  dame. 

For  beauty  without  peer  ; 
Her  cheeks  were  like  the  crimson-rose  ; 

Yet,  as  you  may  perceive. 
The  fairest  face,  the  falsest  heart. 

And  soonest  will  deceive. 

\y.  78.  the.] 
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This  gallant  dame  she  was  belov*d 

Of  many  in  that  place ; 
And  many  sought,  in  marriage-bed, 

Her  body  to  embrace :  2c 

At  last  a  proper  handsome  youth, 

Young  Bateman  call'd  by  name. 
In  hopes  to  make  a  married  wife, 

Unto  this  maiden  came. 

Such  love  and  liking  there  was  found, 

That  he,  from  all  the  rest, 
Had  stol'n  away  the  maidens  heart 

And  she  did  love  him  best : 
Then  plighted  promise  secretly 

Did  pass  between  them  two, 
That  nothing  could,  but  death  itself. 

This  true  loves  knot  undo. 

He  brake  a  piece  of  gold  in  twain, 

One  half  to  her  he  gave ; 
The  other,  as  a  pledge,  quoth  he. 

Dear  heart,  myself  will  have. 
If  I  do  break  my  vow,  quoth  she. 

While  I  remain  alive, 
May  never  thing  I  take  in  hand 

Be  seen  at  all  to  thrive. 

This  passed  on  for  two  months  space, 

And  then  this  maid  began 
To  settle  love  and  liking  too 

Upon  another  man : 
One  Jerman  who  a  widower  was, 

Her  husband  needs  must  be, 
Because  he  was  of  greater  wealth. 

And  better  in  degree. 
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Her  vows  and  promise  lately  made 

To  Bateman  she  denied ;  50 

And  in  despite  of  him  and  his 

She  utterly  defied. 
Well  then,  quoth  he,  if  it  be  so, 

That  you  will  me  forsake, 
And,  like  a  false  and  forsworn  wretch, 

Another  husband  take. 

Thou  shalt  not  live  one  quiet  hour. 

For  surely  I  will  have 
Thee,  either  now  .alive,  or  dead, 

When  I  am  laid  in  grave :  60 

Thy  faithless  mind  thou  shalt  repent ; 

Therefor  be  well  assur'd. 
When,  for  thy  sake,  thou  hear'st  report 

What  torments  I  endur'd. 

But  mark  how  Bateman  died  for  love. 

And  finished  up  his  life. 
That  very  day  she  married  was, 

And  made  old  Jermans  wife ; 
For  with  a  strangling-cord,  god  wot. 

Great  moan  was  made  therefor,  70 

He  hang'd  himself  in  desperate  sort. 

Before  the  brides  own  door. 

Whereat  such  sorrow  pierc'd  her  heart. 

And  troubled  sore  her  mind. 
That  she  could  never,  after  that, 

One  day  of  comfort  find ; 
And  wheresoever  she  did  go, 

Her  fancy  did  surmise. 
Young  Batemans  pale  and  ghastly  ghost 

Appeared  before  her  eyes.  80 
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When  she  in  bed  at  night  did  lie, 

Betwixt  her  husbands  arms, 
In  hope  thereby  to  sleep  and  rest 

In  safety  without  harms ; 
Great  cries  and  grievous  groans  she  heard, 

A  voice  that  sometimes  *  cried* 
O  thou  art  she  that  I  must  have, 

And  will  not  be  denied. 

But  she  [then]  being  big  with  child. 

Was,  for  the  infants  sake. 
Preserved  from  the  spirits  power, 

No  vengeance  could  it  take  : 
The  babe  unborn  did  safely  keep. 

As  god  appointed  so, 
His  mothers  body  from  the  fiend 

That  sought  her  overthrow. 

But  being  of  her  burden  eas'd, 

And  safely  brought  to  bed. 
Her  care  and  grief  began  anew 

And  farther  sorrow  bred  : 
And  of  her  friends  she  did  entreat, 

Desiring  them  to  stay ; 
Out  of  the  bed,  quoth  she,  this  night, 

I  shall  be  born  away. 

Here  comes  the  spirit  of  my  love, 

With  pale  and  ghastly  face. 
Who  till  he  bear  me  hence  away. 

Will  not  depart  this  place  ; 
Alive  or  dead  I*m  his  by  right, 

And  he  will  surely  have. 
In  spite  of  me  and  all  the  world. 

What  I  by  promise  gave. 


[F.  86.  said.] 
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O  watch  with  me  this  night,  I  pray ; 

And  see  you  do  not  sleep : 
No  longer  than  you  be  awake 

My  body  can  you  keep. 
All  promised  to  do  their  best ; 

Yet  nothing  could  suffice 
In  middle  of  the  night  to  keep 

Sad  slumber  from  their  eyes.  1 20 

So  being  all  full  fast  asleep, 

To  them  unknown  which  way, 
The  child-bed-woman  that  woeful  night 

From  thence  was  born  away ; 
And  to  what  place  no  creature  knew, 

Nor  to  this  day  can  tell : 
As  strange  a  thing  as  ever  yet 

In  any  age  befell. 

You  maidens  that  desire  to  love, 

And  would  good  husbands  choose,  130 

To  him  that  you  do  vow  to  love, 

By  no  means  do  refuse : 
For  god,  that  hears  all  secret  oaths, 

Will  dreadful  vengeance  take 
On  such  that  of  a  wilful  vow 

Do  slender  reckoning  make. 
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XXV. 

THE  WANDERING  PRINCE  OF  TROY. 

The  old  printed  copies,  being  palpably  corrapt,  have  been  jiA- 
ciously  corrected  by  the  ingenious  dr.  Percy,  whose  emcndi' 
tions  are  here  adopted,  though  not  without  proper  marks « 
distinction. 


When  Troy  town,  [had]  for  ten  years  *past'     1 
Withstood  the  Greeks,  in  manful  wise, 

Then  did  their  foes  encrease  so  fast. 
That  to  resist  *  nought '  could  suffice : 

Waste  lie  those  walls  that  were  so  good, 

And  com  now  grows  where  Troy  town  stood. 

^neas,  wandering  prince  of  Troy, 

When  he  for  land  long  time  had  sought, 

At  length,  *  arriving '  with  great  joy, 

To  mighty  Carthage  walls  was  brought ;     1° 

Where  Dido  queen,  with  sumptuous  feast, 

Did  entertain  this  wandering  guest. 

And,  as  in  hall  at  meat  they  sate, 
The  queen,  desirous  news  to  hear, 

'  Says,  of  thy  Troys  unhappy  fate ' 
Declare  to  me  thou  Trojan  dear : 

The  heavy  hap,  and  chance  so  bad. 

Which  thou,  poor  wandering  prince,  hast  had. 

And  then,  anon,  this  comely  knight. 

With  words  demure,  as  he  could  well,       ^° 

Of  *  their '  unhappy  ten  years  *  fight ' 
So  true  a  tale  began  to  tell. 

With  words  so  sweet,  and  sighs  so  deep, 

That  oft  he  made  them  all  to  weep. 
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And  then  a  thousand  sighs  he  *  fet/ 
And  every  sigh  brought  tears  amain ; 

That  where  he  sate  the  place  was  wet, 
As  he  had  seen  those  wars  again  : 

So  that  the  queen,  with  ruth  therefore. 

Said,  worthy  prince,  enough,  no  more.  30 

The  darksome  night  apace  grew  on, 

And  twinkling  stars  in  skies  were  spread, 

And  he  his  doleful  tale  had  *  done,' 
And  every  one  was  laid  in  bed  \ 

Where  they  full  sweetly  took  their  rest, 

Save  only  Didos  boiling  breast. 

This  silly  woman  never  slept, 

But  in  her  chamber,  all  alone 
As  one  unhappy,  always  wept. 

And  to  the  walls  she  made  her  moan  ;  40 

That  she  should  still  desire  in  vain 
The  thing  that  she  could  not  obtain. 

And  thus  in  grief  she  spent  the  night, 
Till  twinkling  stars  from  sky  were  fled. 

And  Phoebus,  with  his  glittering  '  light ' 
Through  misty  clouds  appeared  red  ; 

Then  tidings  came  to  her  anon. 

That  all  the  Trojan  ships  were  gone. 

And  then  the  queen,  with  bloody  knife. 

Did  arm  her  heart  as  hard  as  stone,  50 

Yet,  somewhat  loth  to  lose  her  life, 
In  woeful  wise  she  made  her  moan ; 

And,  rolling  on  her  careful  bed. 

With  sighs  and  sobs,  these  words  she  said ; 

0  wretched  Dido  queen,  quoth  she, 
I  see  thy  end  approaching  near ; 
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For  he  is  gone  away  from  thee, 

^^^lom  ihou  did'st  love,  and  'hold'  so  dear: 
Is  he  then  gone,  and  passed  by  ? 
O  heart,  prepare  thyself  to  die.  60 

Though  Reason  would  thou  should'st  forbear, 
And  stay  thy  hand  from  bloody  stroke ; 

Yet  Fancy  says  thou  should'st  not  fear, 
WTio  fettereth  thee  in  Cupids  yoke. 

Come  Death,  quoth  she,  resolve  my  smart:— 

And,  with  these  words,  she  pierc'd  her  heart. 

AMien  Death  had  pierc'd  the  tender  heart 

Of  Dido,  Carthaginian  queen. 
And  bloody  knife  did  end  the  smart, 

Which  she  sustained  in  woeful  teen,—       70 
-^neas  being  shipp'd  and  gone, 
AVhose  flattery  caused  all  her  moan. — 

Her  funeral  most  costly  made. 

And  all  things  furnish'd  mournfully ; 

Her  body  fine  in  mold  was  laid, 
Where  it  consumed  speedily : 

Her  sisters  tears  her  tomb  bestrew'd; 

Her  subjects  grief  their  kindness  shew'd. 


Then  was  ^neas  in  an  isle. 

In  Grecia,  where  he  liv'd  long  space, 
Whereas  her  sister,  in  short  while. 

Writ  to  him  to  his  vile  disgrace ; 
In  phrase  of  letters  to  her  mind. 
She  told  him  plain  he  was  unkind. 

False-hearted  wretch,  quoth  she,  thou  art ; 

And  treacherously  thou  hast  betray *d 
Unto  thy  lure  a  gentle  heart. 

Which  unto  thee  such  welcome  made ; 


80 
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My  sister  dear,  and  Carthage  joy, 

Whose  folly  wrought  her  dire  annoy.  90 

Yet,  on  her  death-bed  when  she  lay, 

She  pray'd  for  thy  prosperity, 
Beseeching  heaven,  that  every  day 

Might  breed  thy  great  felicity : 
Thus,  by  thy  means,  I  lost  a  friend ; 
Heaven  send  thee  such  untimely  end ! 

When  he  these  lines,  full  fraught  with  gall, 
Perused  had,  and  weigh'd  them  right, 

His  lofty  courage  then  did  fall, 
And  straight  appeared  in  his  sight  100 

Queen  Didos  ghost,  both  grim  and  pale ; 

Which  made  this  gallant  soldier  quail. 

^neas,  quoth  this  grisly  ghost. 

My  whole  delight  while  I  did  live, 
Thee  of  all  men  I  loved  most ; 

My  fancy  and  my  will  did  give  : 
For  entertainment  I  thee  gave, 
Unthankfully  thou  *  dug*st '  my  grave. 

Therefore,  prepare  thy  fleeting  soul 

To  wander  with  me  in  the  air ;  no 

Where  deadly  grief  shall  make  it  howl, 

Because  of  me  thou  took*st  no  care : 
Delay  no  time,  thy  glass  is  run. 
Thy  day  is  pass'd,  thy  death  is  come. 

"  0  stay  a  while,  thou  lovely  sprite ; 

Be  not  so  hasty  to  convey 
My  soul  into  eternal  night. 

Where  it  shall  ne'er  behold  bright  day. 
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O  do  not  frown, — thy  angry  look 
Hath  *  all  my  soul  with  horror  shook.' 

But,  woe  to  me !  it  is  in  vain, 
And  bootless  is  my  dismal  cry ; 

Time  will  not  be  recalled  again, 
Nor  thou  surcease  before  I  die. 

0  let  me  live,  to  make  amends 
Unto  some  of  thy  dearest  friends. 

But,  seeing  thou  obdurate  art, 
And  wilt  no  pity  to  me  show. 

Because  from  thee  I  did  depart. 
And  left  unpaid  what  I  did  owe, 

1  must  content  myself  to  take 
What  lot  thou  wilt  with  me  partake." 

And,  like  one  being  in  a  trance, 
A  multitude  of  ugly  fiends 

About  this  woeful  prince  did  dance 
No  help  he  had  of  any  friends ; 

His  body  then  they  took  away, 

And  no  man  knew  his  dying  day. 


I 


XXVI. 
THE  SPANISH  LADYS  LOVE. 

BY  THOMAS  DELONEY. 

It  is  printed  in  "The  Garland  of  Good  Will,"  a  collect 
songs  and  ballads  which  he  published  before  159^* 

Will  you  hear  a  Spanish  lady, 
How  she  woo'd  an  English  man  ? 

\y.  1 20.  Hath  made  viy  breath  my  life  for 50ok,\ 
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Garments  gay  as  rich  as  may  be, 

Deck'd  with  jewels,  had  she  on  : 
comely  countenance  and  grace  was  she, 
by  birth  and  parentage  of  high  degree. 

As  his  prisoner  there  he  kept  her, 

In  his  hands  her  life  did  lie ; 
Cupids  bands  did  tie  them  faster, 

By  the  Hking  of  an  eye.  lo 

is  courteous  company  was  all  her  joy, 
ivour  him  in  any  thing  she  was  not  coy. 

But  at  last  there  came  commandment 

For  to  set  all  ladies  free, 
With  their  jewels  still  adorned. 

None  to  do  them  injury, 
len  said  this  lady  gay,  fiiU  woe  is  me  ! 
t  me  still  sustain  this  kind  captivity ! 

Gallant  captain,  show  some  pity 

To  a  lady  in  distress;  20 

Leave  me  not  within  this  city, 

For  to  die  in  heaviness  : 
J  hast  set,  this  present  day,  my  body  free, 
my  heart  in  prison  still  remains  with  thee. 

**  How  should'st  thou,  fair  lady,  love  me, 
Whom  thou  know'st  thy  countrys  foe  ? 

Tliy  fair  words  make  me  suspect  thee ; 
Serpents  lie  where  flowers  grow." 

I  the  harm  I  wish  on  thee,  most  courteous  knight, 

grant  upon  my  head  the  samcrmay  fully  light.  30 

Blessed  be  the  time  and  season 

That  thou  came  on  Spanish  ground ; 

If  you  may  our  foes  be  termed, 
Gentle  foes  we  have  you  found : 

Q 
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With  our  city,  you  have  won  our  hearts  each  one, 
Then  to  your  country  bear  away  that  is  your  own." 

"  Rest  you  still,  most  gallant  lady ; 

Rest  you  still  and  weep  no  more  j 
Of  fair  flowers  you  have  plenty, 

Spain  doth  jdeld  you  wonderous  store."—  4° 
"  Spaniards  fraught  with  jealousy  we  oft  do  find, 
But  Englishmen  throughout  the  world  are  counted 
kind.  A 

Leave  me  not  unto  a  Spaniard, 

Thou  alone  enjoy'st  my  heart ; 
I  am  lovely,  young,  and  tender. 
Love  is  Ukewise  my  desert : 
Still  to  serve  thee  day  and  night  my  mind  is  prest ; 
The  wife  of  every  Englishman  is  counted  bless'd." 

"  It  would  be  a  shame,  fair  lady, 

For  to  bear  a  woman  hence ;  5°   I 

English  soldiers  never  carry  I 

Any  such  without  oflfence.'* 
"  I  will  quickly  change  myself,  if  it  be  so, 
And  like  a  page  will  follow  thee,  where'er  thon  go. 

**  I  have  neither  gold  nor  silver 
To  maintain  thee  in  this  case, 
And  to  travel  is  great  charges. 
As  you  know,  in  every  place." 
"  My  chains  and  jewels  every  one  shall  be  thy  own. 
And   eke   ten   thousand   pounds   in   gold  that  lies 
unknown."  ^^ 

"  On  the  seas  are  many  dangers, 

Many  storms  do  there  arise. 
Which  will  be  to  ladies  dreadful, 

And  force  tears  from  watery  eyes." 
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^ell  in  troth  I  shall  endure  extremity, 

r  I  could  find  in  heart  to  lose  my  life  for  thee/ 

"  Courteous  lady,  leave  this  *  fancy,' 

Here  comes  all  that  breeds  the  strife  ; 
I,  in  England,  have  already 

A  sweet  woman  to  my  wife ;  70 

rill  not  falsify  nay  vow  for  gold  nor  gain, 
n  yet  for  all  the  fairest  dames  that  live  in  Spain/' 

'*  O  how  happy  is  that  woman 
That  enjoys  so  true  a  friend  ! 
Many  happy  days  god  send  her ; 
Of  my  suit  I'll  make  an  end  : 
I  my  knees  I  pardon  crave  for  my  offence, 
hich  love  and  true  affection  did  first  commence. 

Commend  me  to  that  gallant  lady, 

Bear  to  her  this  chain  of  gold,  80 

With  these  bracelets,  for  a  token ; 
Grieving  that  I  was  so  bold  : 
1  my  jewels,  in  like  sort,  take  thou  with  thee ; 
n  they  are  fitting  for  thy  wife,  but  not  for  me. 

I  will  spend  my  days  in  prayer, 
Love  and  all  her  laws  defy ; 
In  a  nunnery  I  will  shroud  me, 
Far  from  any  company  : 
It,  ere  my  prayers  have  an  end,  be  sure  of  this, 
)  pray  for  thee  and  for  thy  love  I  will  not  miss.    90 

Thus  farewell,  most  gallant  captain  ! 
Farewell  *  too '  my  hearts  content ! 
Count  not  Spanish  ladies  wanton, 
Though  to  thee  my  mind  was  bent ! 
y  and  prosperity  go  still  with  thee  ! " 
rhe  like  fall  *  ever  to '  thy  thare,  most  fair  lady/' 

[V.  67.  folly.]  {V,  92.  to.]  \y.  96.  unto.] 
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XXVII. 


A  LAMENTABLE  BALLAD  OF  THE 
LADYS  FALL* 

Mark  well  my  heavy  doleful  tale, 

You  loyal  lovers  all, 
And  heedfully  bear  in  your  breast 

A  gallant  ladys  fall 
Long  was  she  woo'd,  ere  she  was  won 

To  taste  a  wedded  life, 
But  folly  wrought  her  overthrow, 

Before  she  was  a  wife. 

Too  soon,  alas  !  she  gave  consent 

To  yield  unto  his  will, 
Though  he  protested  to  be  true, 

And  faithful  to  her  still. 
She  felt  her  body  alter'd  quite, 

Her  bright  hue  waxed  pale. 
Her  fair  red  cheeks  tum'd  colour  white, 

Her  strength  began  to  fail. 

So  that,  with  many  a  sorrowful  sigh. 

This  beauteous  maiden  mild. 
With  grievous  heart,  perceiv'd  herself 

To  have  conceiv'd  with  child. 
She  kept  it  from  her  fathers  sight. 

As  close  as  close  might  be. 
And  so  put  on  her  silken  gown, 

None  might  her  swelling  see. 

Unto  her  lover,  secretly. 
Her  grief  she  did  bewray, 

[*  The  earliest  edition,  at  present  known,  of  this  perf 
is  that  described  in  Hazlitts  CoUections  and  Notes^  1876, 
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And,  walking  with  him  hand  in  hand, 

These  words  to  him  did  say : 
Behold  said  she,  a  maids  distress, 

By  love  reduced  to  woe,  30 

Behold  I  go  with  child  by  thee, 

But  none  thereof  doth  know. 

The  little  babe  springs  in  my  womb. 

To  hear  the  fathers  voice, 
Let  it  not  be  a  bastard  call'd, 

Sith  I  made  thee  my  choice  : 
Come,  come,  my  love,  perform  thy  vow, 

And  wed  me  out  of  hand  ; 
O  leave  me  not  in  this  extreme. 

In  grief  always  to  stand !  40 

Think  on  thy  former  *  promises,' 

Thy  vows  and  oaths  each  one ; 
Remember  with  what  bitter  tears 

To  me  thou  mad*st  thy  moan. 
Convey  me  to  some  secret  place. 

And  marry  me  with  speed  ; 
Or  with  thy  rapier  end  my  life, 

Ere  further  shame  proceed. 

Alas  !  my  dearest  love,  quoth  he. 

My  greatest  joy  on  earth,  50 

Which  way  can  I  convey  thee  hence, 

Without  a  sudden  death  ? 
Thy  friends  they  be  of  high  degree,  / 

And  I  of  mean  estate ; 
Full  hard  it  is  to  get  thee  forth 

Out  of  thy  fathers  gate. 

"  Oh  !  do  not  fear  to  save  my  fame, 
For  if  thou  taken  be, 

[K  41.  promise  made.] 
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Myself  will  step  between  *  their'  swords, 
And  take  the  harm  on  me :  ^ 

So  shall  I  scape  dishonour  quite ; 
And  if  I  should  be  slain, 

What  could  they  say,  but  that  true  love 
Had  wrought  a  ladys  bane  ? 

And  fear  not  any  further  harm  ; 

Myself  will  so  devise, 
That  I  wil  ride  away  with  thee, 

Unseen  of  mortal  eyes : 
Disguised  like  some  pretty  page, 

ril  meet  thee  in  the  dark,  1^ 

And  all  alone  1*11  come  to  thee, 

Hard  by  my  fathers  park." 

And  there,  quoth  he,  I'll  meet  [with]  thee, 

If  god  so  lend  me  life, 
And  this  day  month,  without  all  fail, 

I  will  make  thee  my  wife. 
Then,  with  a  sweet  and  loving  kiss, 

They  parted  presently, 
And  at  their  parting  brinish  tears 

Stood  in  each  others  eye.  ' 

At  length  the  wishM-for  day  was  come, 

On  which  this  beauteous  maid, 
With  *  longing  eyes,  and  strange  attire, 

For  her  true  lover  stayed : 
When  any  person  she  espied 

Come  riding  o'er  the  plain, 
She  thought  it  was  her  own  true  love, 

But  all  her  hopes  were  vain. 

Then  did  she  weep,  and  sore  bewail 
Her  most  unhappy  state  ; 

[  K  59.  the]  [  F.  83.  lovely] 
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Then  did  she  speak  these  woeful  words, 

When  succourless  she  sate  : 
0  false,  forsworn,  and  faithless  wretch. 

Disloyal  to  thy  love, 
Hast  thou  forgot  thy  promise  made, 

And  wilt  thou  perjured  prove  ? 

And  hast  thou  now  forsaken  me, 

In  this  my  great  distress, 
To  end  my  days  in  open  shame. 

Which  thou  might'st  well  redress  ?  loo 

Woe  worth  the  time  I  did  believe 

That  flattering  tongue  of  thine  ! 
Would  god  that  I  had  never  seen 

The  tears  of  thy  false  eyne ! 

And  thus,  with  many  a  sorrowful  sigh, 

Homewards  she  went  again ; 
No  rest  came  in  her  watery  eyes, 

She  felt  such  bitter  pain. 
In  travail  strong  she  feU  that  night, 

With  many  a  bitter  throe ;  no 

What  woeful  pangs  she  then  did  feel. 

Doth  each  good  woman  know. 

She  called  up  her  waiting-maid. 

That  kgr  »t  her  beds  feet. 
Who,  musing  at  her  mistress'  woe, 

Did  straight  begin  to  weep. 
Weep  not,  said  she,  but  shut  the  door, 

And  windows  round  about. 
Let  none  bewail  my  wretched  state, 

But  keep  all  persons  out  120 

"  O  mistress,  call  your  mother  dear, 
Of  women  you  have  need, 


[  V,  105.  a  sorrowful  sigh.] 
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XXVIII. 

TLE    MUSGRAVE   AND    LADY   BARNARD. 

nly  genuine  copy  of  this  old  ballad,  known  to  be  extant,  is 
served  in  Dryden's  "  collection  of  miscellaneous  poems." 
Percy,  indeed,  by  some  mistake,  gives  it  as  from  an  old 
Ued  copy  in  the  British  museum  ;  observing  that  "  In  the 
>ys  collection,  is  an  imitation  of  this  old  song,  in  a  different 
&sare,  by  a  more  modem  pen,  with  many«alterations,  but 
lently  for  the  worse."  It  is  very  true,  and  not  less  so, 
t  the  gRly  copies  in  the  Museum  (for  there  are  two)  are 
re  recent  impressions  of  this  identical  imitation.  [This 
ce,  however,  occurs  with  certain  variations,  some  fur  the 
ter,  but  more  for  the  worse,  in  Wit  Restot'd^  1658,  which 
t  has  now  been  collated.] 

As  it  fell  one  holy  day,  hay  downe, 

As  many  be  in  the  year, 
When  young  men  and  maids  together  did  go 

Their  masses  and  matins  to  hear. 

Little  Musgrave  came  to  the  church-door. 

The  priest  he  was  at  mass ; 
But  he  had  more  mind  of  two  fair  women, 

Than  he  had  of  our  ladys  grace. 

The  one  of  them  was  clad  in  green. 

The  other  was  clad  in  pall ;  lo 

And  then  came  in  my  lord  Bamards  wife. 

The  fairest  among  them  all. 

She  cast  an  eye  on  little  Musgrave, 

As  bright  as  the  summer  sun  ; 
O,  then  bethought  this  little  Musgrave, 

The  ladys  heart  I  have  won. 

[F.  7  the.] 
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Quoth  she,  I  have  lov'd  thee,  little  Musgrave, 

Full  long  and  many  a  day. 
"  So  have  I  loved  you,  lady  fair. 

Yet  word  I  never  durst  say."  ^ 

*'  I  have  a  bower  at  Bucklesford-Bury, 

Full  daintily  bedight, 
If  thou  wilt  wend  thither,  my  little  Musgrave, 

Thoust  lig  in  mine  arms  all  night" 

Quoth  he,  I  thank  ye,  lady  fair. 
This  kindness  you  show  to  me ; 

And  whether  it  be  to  ray  weal  or  woe, 
This  night  will  I  lig  with  thee. 

All  this  was  heard  by  a  little  tiny  page, 
By  his  ladys  coach  as  he  ran : 

Quoth  he,  though  I  am  my  ladys  page, 
Yet  I  am  lord  Barnards  man. 

Mv  lord  Bamkrd  shall  know  of  this, 

Although  I  lose  a  limb, 
And  ever  whereas  the  bridges  were  broke, 

He  laid  him  down  to  swim. 

**'  Asleep  or  awake,  thou  lord  Barnard, 

As  thou  art  a  man  of  life. 
For  little  Musgrave  is  at  Bucklesford-Bun*, 

A-bed  with  thine  own  wedded  wife." 

"  If  this  be  true,  thou  little  tiny  page, 
This  thing  thou  tell'st  to  me. 

Then  all  the  land  in  Bucklesford-Burv, 
I  freely  will  give  to  thee  ; 

But  ift  be  a  lye,  thou  little  tiny  page. 
This  thing  thou  tell'st  to  me, 
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iighest  tree  in  Bucklesford-Bury, 
hanged  shalt  thou  be." 

d  up  his  merry  men  all : 

le  saddle  me  my  steed ;  50 

ht  must  I  to  Bucklesford-Bury ; 

never  had  greater  need." 

le  of  them  whistled,  and  some  of  them  sung, 
ome  these  words  did  say, 
r  when  as  the  lord  Bamards  horn  blew, 
thou  little  Musgrave,  away. 

iks  I  hear  the  throstle-cock, 

nks  I  hear  the  jay, 

s  I  hear  my  lord  Bamards  horn  ; 

!  would  I  were  away."  60 

11,  lie  still,  thou  little  Musgrave, 
luggle  me  from  the  cold ; 
ling  but  a  shepherds  boy, 
ing  his  sheep  to  fold. 

ly  hawk  upon  the  perch  ? 
teed  eats  oats  and  hay ; 
fair  lady  in  thine  arms  ; 
vould'st  thou  be  away  ?  " 

It  my  lord  Barnard  came  to  the  door, 
ighted  upon  a  stone ;  70 

ked  out  three  silver  keys, 
)pened  the  doors  each  one. 

i  up  the  coverlet, 

'ted  up  the  sheet : 

low,  how  now,  thou  little  Musgrave, 

6ud  my  lady  sweet  ?  " 
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I  find  her  sweet,  quoth  little  Musgrave, 

The  more  'tis  to  my  pain ; 
I  would  gladly  give  three  hundred  pounds 

That  I  were  on  yonder  plain.  ^ 

"  Arise,  arise,  thou  little  Musgrave, 

And  put  thy  clothes  on ; 
It  shall  ne'er  be  said  in  my  countr}', 

That  I  kiird  a  naked  man. 

I  have  two  swords  in  one  scabbard, 

Full  dear  they  cost  my  purse, 
And  thou  shalt  have  the  best  of  them, 

And  I  will  have  the  worse." 

The  first  stroke  that  little  Musgrave  struck, 

He  hurt  lord  Barnard  sore ; 
The  next  stroke  that  lord  Barnard  struck 

Little  MusCTave  ne'er  struck  more. 


'o' 


With  that  bespake  the  lady  fair, 

In  bed  whereas  she  lay : 
Although  th'  art  dead,  thou  little  Musgrave, 

Yet  I  for  thee  will  pray : 

And  wish  well  to  thy  soul  will  I, 

So  long  as  I  have  life ; 
So  will  not  I  do  for  thee,  Barnard, 

Thous'h  I  am  thv  wedded  wife. 

He  cut  her  paps  from  off  her  breasts — 

Great  pity  it  was  to  see — 
That  some  drops  of  this  ladys  heart's-blooJ 

Ran  trickling  down  her  knee. 

'•  Woe  worth  you,  woe  worth,  my  merry  men  « 
You  were  ne'er  bom  for  my  good ; 
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^^y  did  you  not  offer  to  stay  my  hand, 
When  you  *  saw '  me  wax  so  wood  ? 

I'or  I  have  slain  the  bravest  sir  knight, 

That  ever  rode  on  a  steed ;  no 

So  have  I  done  the  fairest  lady. 
That  ever  did  womans  deed." 

A  grave,  a  grave,  lord  Barnard  cried, 

To  put  these  lovers  in  ; 
But  lay  my  lady  o'  th'  upper  hand, 

For  she  came  o'  the  better  kin. 


XXIX. 
FAIR    ROSAMOND. 

■ 

BY  THOMAS  DELONEY.* 

When  as  king  Henry  rul'd  this  land. 

The  second  of  that  name. 
Besides  the  queen,  he  dearly  lov'd 

A  fair  and  comely  dame  : 
Most  peerless  was  her  beauty  found. 

Her  favour,  and  her  face  ; 
A  sweeter  creature  in  this  world 

Did  never  prince  embrace. 

Her  crisped  locks  like  threads  of  gold 

Appeared  to  each  mans  sight ;  lo 

Her  sparkling  eyes,  like  orient  pearls. 
Did  cast  a  hearenly  light ; 

Sec  Percjrs  Reliques  &c.  (edition  1794)  III.  405.     It  is, 
irise,  in  the  Garland  of  good  will. 
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The  blood  within  her  crystal  cheeks 
Did  such  a  colour  drive, 

As  if  the  lily  and  the  rose 
For  mastership  did  strive. 

Yea  Rosamond,  fair  Rosamond, 

Her  name  was  called  so, 
To  whom  dame  Eleanor,  our  queen, 

Was  known  a  deadly  foe. 
The  king  therefore,  for  her  defence 

Against  the  furious  queen. 
At  Woodstock  builded  such  a  bower, 

The  like  was  never  seen. 

Most  curiously  that  bower  was  built, 

Of  stone  and  timber  strong, 
One  hundred  and  fifty  doors 

Did  to  this  bower  belong  3 
And  they  so  cunningly  contrived, 

With  turnings  round  about, 
That  none,  but  with  a  clew  of  thread. 

Could  enter  in  or  out 

And,  for  his  love  and  ladys  sake, 

That  was  so  fair  and  bright. 
The  keeping  of  this  bower  he  gave 

Unto  a  valiant  knight. 
But  Fortune,  that  doth  often  frown 

Where  she  before  did  smile. 
The  kings  delight,  the  ladys  joy, 

Full  soon  she  did  beguile. 

For  why,  the  kings  ungracious  son, 
Whom  he  did  high  advance, 

Against  his  father  raised  wars, 
Within  the  realm  of  France. 
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But  yet  before  our  comely  king 

The  English  land  forsook, 
Of  Rosamond,  his  lady  fair, 

His  farewel  thus  he  took  : 

**  My  Rosamond,  my  only  Rose, 

That  pleasest  best  mine  eye,  50 

The  fairest  flower  in  all  the  world 

To  feed  my  fantasy  : 
The  flower  of  my  afiected  heart. 

Whose  sweetness  doth  excell  : 
My  royal  Rose,  a  thousand  times 

I  bid  thee  now  farewell. 

For  I  must  leave  my  fairest  flower, 

My  sweetest  Rose,  a  space. 
And  cross  the  seas  to  famous  France,  60 

Proud  rebels  to  abase. 
But  yet,  my  Rose,  be  sure  thou  shalt 

My  coming  shortly  see, 
And  in  my  heart,  when* hence  I  am, 

1*11  bear  my  Rose  with  me." 

When  Rosamond  that  lady  bright, 

Did  hear  the  king  say  so. 
The  sorrow  of  her  grieved  heart 

Her  outward  looks  did  show ; 
And  from  her  clear  and  crystal  eyes 

Tears  gushed  out  apace,  70 

Which,  Uke  the  silver-pearled  dew. 

Ran  down  her  comely  face. 

Her  lips,  erst  like  the  coral  red, 

Did  wax  both  wan  and  pale. 
And,  for  the  sorrow  she  conceiv'd. 

Her  vital  spirits  did  fail ; 
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Fair  ladies  brook  not  bloody  wars ; 

Sweet  peace  their  pleasures  breed  j  no 

The  nourisher  of  hearts  content, 

Which  fancy  first  did  feed. 

My  Rose  shall  rest  in  Woodstock  bower, 

With  musics  sweet  delight ; 
Whilst  I,  among  the  piercing  pikes,    • 

Against  my  foes  do  fight. 
My  Rose  in  robes  of  pearl  and  gold. 

With  diamonds  richly  dight. 
Shall  dance  the  galliards  of  my  love, 

While  I  my  foes  do  smite.  120 

And  you,  sir  Thomas,  whom  I  trust 

To  be  my  loves  defence, 
Be  careful  of  my  gallant  Rose, 

When  I  am  parted  hence." 
And,  therewithall,  he  fetched  a  sigh. 

As  though  his  heart  would  break ; 
And  Rosamond,  for  very  grief. 

Not  one  plain  word  could  speak. 

And  at  their  parting  well  they  might 

In  heart  be  grieved  sore,  130 

After  that  day  fair  Rosamond 

The  king  did  see  no  more  : 
For  when  his  grace  had  pass'd  the  seas, 

And  into  France  was  gone. 
Queen  Eleanor,  with  envious  heart. 

To  Woodstock  came  anon  : 

And  forth  she  calls  this  trusty  knight. 

Who  kept  this  curious  bower. 
Who,  with  his  clevy  of  twined  thread. 

Came  from  this  famous  flower :  140 

R 
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And  when  that  they  had  wounded  him, 
The  queen  this  thread  did  get, 

And  went  where  lady  Rosamond 
Was  like  an  angel  set. 

But  when  the  queen,  with  stedfast  eye, 

Beheld  her  heavenly  face, 
She  was  amazed  in  her  mind 

At  her  exceeding  grace. 
Cast  off  from  thee  these  robes,  she  said, 

That  rich  and  costly  be ;  '5^ 

And  drink  thou  up  this  deadly  draught, 

Which  I  have  brought  to  thee. 

Then  presently  upon  her  knee 

Sweet  Rosamond  did  fall ; 
And  pardon  of  the  queen  she  crav'd 

For  her  offences  all. 
Take  pity  on  my  youthful  years, 

Fair  Rosamond  did  cry ; 
And  let  me  not  with  poison  strong 

Enforced  be  to  die.  16 

I  will  renounce  my  sinful  life. 

And  in  some  cloister  bide; 
Or  else  be  banish'd,  if  you  please, 

To  range  the  world  so  wide. 
And,  for  the  fault  which  I  have  done, 

Though  I  was  forc'd  thereto, 
Preserve  my  life,  and  punish  me 

As  you  think  good  to  do. 

And,  with  these  words,  her  lily  hands 
She  wrung  full  often  there ;  1 

And  down  along  her  lovely  face 
Proceeded  many  a  tear. 


AND  BALLADS,  259 

But  nothing  could  this  furious  queen 

There>vith  appeased  be ; 
The  cup  of  deadly  poison  strong, 

As  she  sate  on  her  knee, 

She  gave  this  comely  dame  to  drink. 

Who  took  it  in  her  hand, 
And  from  her  bended  knee  arose, 

And  on  her  feet  did  stand  :  1 80 

And,  casting  up  her  eyes  to  heaven. 

She  did  for  mercy  call ; 
And,  drinking  up  the  poison  strong, 

Her  life  she  lost  withall. 

And,  when  that  death  through  every  limb 

Had  show'd  its  greatest  spite, 
Her  chiefest  foes  did  plain  confess 

She  was  a  glorious  wight. 
Her  body  then  they  did  entom'b, 

When  life  was  fled  away,  190 

At  '  Godstow,'  near  to  Oxford  town. 

As  may  be  seen  this  day. 


XXX. 

HE    LAMENTATION    OF   JANE    SHORE.* 

If  Rosamond,  that  was  so  fair. 
Had  cause  her  sorrows  to  declare, 
Then  let  Jane  Shore  with  sorrow  sing. 
That  was  beloved  of  a  king. 

191.  Woodstock.] 
There  is  a  different  ballad  upon  this  subject  in  **  The  gar- 
of  good-will." 
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By  her  persuasions  I  was  led 

For  to  defile  my  marriage-bed, 

And  wrong  my  wedded  husband  Shore, 

"WTiora  I  had  lov'd  ten  years  before. 

In  heart  and  mind  I  did  rejoice, 

That  I  had  made  so  sweet  a  choice ;  40 

And  therefore  did  my  state  resign. 

To  be  king  Edwards  concubine. 

From  city  then  to  court  I  went, 
To  reap  the  pleasures  of  content ; 
And  had  the  joys  that  love  could  bring. 
And  knew  the  secrets  of  a  king. 

AMien  I  was  thus  advanc'd  on  high. 
Commanding  Edward  with  mine  eye. 
For  mistress  Blague  I,  in  short  space, 
Obtained  a  living  fi-om  his  grace.  50 

No  friend  I  had,  but,  in  short  time, 
I  made  unto  promotion  climb ; 
But  yet,  for  all  this  costly  pride. 
My  husband  could  not  me  abide. 

His  bed,  though  wronged  by  a  king. 
His  heart  with  grief  did  deadly  sting ; 
From  England  then  he  goes  away, 
To  end  his  life  beyond  die  sea. 

He  could  not  live  to  see  his  name 
Impaired  by  my  wanton  shame ;  60 

Although  a  prince  of  peerless  might 
Did  reap  the  pleasure  of  his  right. 

Long  time  I  lived  in  the  court. 
With  lords  and  ladies  of  great  sort ; 
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And  when  I  smil'd  all  men  were  glad, 
But  when  I  moum'd  my  prinCe  grew  sad. 

But  yet  an  honest  mind  I  bore 

To  helpless  people  that  were  poor ; 

I  still  redressed  the  orphans  cry, 

And  sav'd  their  lives  condemned  to  die.      70 

I  still  had  ruth  on  widows  tears, 
I  succoured  babes  of  tender  years ; 
And  never  look'd  for  other  gain 
But  love  and  thanks  for  all  my  pain. 

At  last  my  royal  king  did  die, 
And  then  my  days  of  woe  grew  nigh ; 
When  crook-back  Richard  got  the  crown, 
King  Edwards  friends  were  soon  put  down. 

I  then  was  punish'd  for  my  sin, 

That  I  so  long  had  lived  in ;  80 

Yea,  every  one  that  was  his  friend, 

This  tyrant  brought  to  shameful  end. 

Then,  for  my  lewd  and  wanton  life, 
That  made  a  strumpet  of  a  wife, 
I  penance  did  in  Lombard-street, 
In  shameful  manner  in  a  sheet : 

Where  many  thousands  did  me  view. 
Who  late  in  court  my  credit  knew ; 
Which  made  the  tears  run  down  my  face, 
To  think  upon  my  foul  disgrace.  5 

Not  thus  content,  they  took  from  me 
My  goods,  my  livings,  and  my  fee ; 
And  charg'd  that  none  should  me  relieve 
Nor  any  succour  to  me  give. 
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Then  unto  mistress  Blague  I  went, 
To  whom  my  jewels  I  had  sent, 
In  hope  thereby  to  ease  my  want, 
When  riches  faiPd,  and  love  grew  scant. 

But  she  denied  to  me  the  same, 

When  in  my  need  for  them  I  came ;  loo 

To  recompence  my  former  love, 

Out  of  her  doors  she  did  me  shove. 

So  love  did  vanish  with  my  state,  a 
Which  now  my  soul  repents  too  late ; 
Therefore  example  take  by  me. 
For  friendship  parts  in  poverty. 

But  yet  one  friend,  among  the  rest. 

Whom  I  before  had  seen  distressed. 

And  saVd  his  life,  condemned  to  die. 

Did  give  me  food  to  succour  me  :  no 

For  which,  by  law,  it  was  decreed. 
That  he  was  hanged  for  that  deed ; 
His  death  did  grieve  me  so  much  more, 
Than  had  I  died  myself  therefore. 

Then  those  to  whom  I  had  done  good, 
Durst  not  *  afford '  me  any  food ; 
Whereby  in  vain  I  begg*d  all  day. 
And  still  in  streets  by  night  I  lay. 

My  gowns,  beset  with  pearl  and  gold. 
Were  tum'd  to  simple  garments  old  ;  i2o 

My  chains  and  gems,  and  golden  rings. 
To  filthy  rags  and  loathsome  things. 

Thus  was  I  scorn *d  of  maid  and  wife, 
For  leading  such  a  wicked  life ; 

[V.  116.  restore.] 
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Both  sucking  babes,  and  children  small, 
Did  make  their  pastime  at  my  fall. 

I  could  not  get  one  bit  of  bread, 
Whereby  my  hunger  might  be  fed : 
Nor  drink,  but  such  as  channels  yield, 
Or  stinking  ditches  in  the  field.  ij 

Thus,  wear)-  of  my  life,  at  length, 
I  yielded  up  my  vital  strength, 
Within  a  ditch  of  loathsome  scent, 
Where  carrion  dogs  do  much  frequent. 

The  which  now  since  my  dying  day. 
Is  Shoreditch  call'd,  as  writers  say;* 
Which  is  a  witness  of  my  sin. 
For  being  concubine  to  a  king. 

You  wanton  wives,  that  fall  to  lust. 
Be  you  assur'd  that  god  is  just ; 
Whoredom  shall  not  escape  his  hand. 
Nor  pride  unpunished  in  this  land. 

If  god  to  me  such  shame  did  bring. 
That  yielded  only  to  a  king. 
How  shall  they  escape  that  daily  run 
To  practise  sin  with  every  *  one  ?  * 

You  husbands,  match  not  but  for  love, 
Lest  some  disliking  after  prove  ; 
Women,  be  wam'd,  when  you  are  wives. 
What  plagues  are  due  to  sinful  lives  : 
Then,  maids  and  wives,  in  time  amenc 
For  love  and  beauty  will  have  end. 

*  In  this  particular  the  fair  penitent  was  egregiously  i 
Shoreditch  having  existed,  by  that  very  name,  for  some  hi 
of  years  before  she  was  born. 
[l\  146.  man.] 
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XXXI. 

TRUE  LOVE  REQUITED: 

OR, 

HE  BAILIFFS  DAUGHTER  OF  ISLINGTON.* 

There  was  a  youth  and  a  well-beloved  youth, 

And  he  was  a  squires  son : 
He  loved  the  bailiffs  daughter  dear, 

That  lived  in  Islington. 

She  was  coy,  and  she  would  not  believe 

That  he  did  love  her  so, 
No  nor  at  any  time  she  would 

Any  countenance  to  him  show. 

But  when  his  friends  did  understand 

His  fond  and  foolish  mind,  lo 

They  sent  him  up  to  fair  London, 
An  apprentice  for  to  bind. 

And  when  he  had  been  seven  long  years, 

*  And  never  his  love  could  see  : ' 
"  Many  a  tear  have  I  shed  for  her  sake, 

When  she  little  thought  of  me." 

All  the  maids  of  Islington, 

Went  forth  to  sport  and  play, 
All  but  the  bailiffs  daughter  dear. 

She  secretly  stole  away.  20 

She  put  off  her  gown  of  grey, 
And  put  on  her  puggish  attire, 

*  Dr.   Percy  thinks  that  Islington  [a  village]  in  Norfolk  is 
obably]  the  place  here  meant. 
\  V,  14.  His  love  he  had  not  seen-.] 
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Slot's  zr  tc  fiir  Lcncon  gone,* 
Her  r^e  love  to  revjiiire. 

As  >^  'KTsr.i  ilcn^  the  road, 
Tre  weirrier  cei-z  hot  and  dn*, 

TT'fre  Tns  she  aware  of  her  true  love 
Ai  leii^^h  came  riding  by. 

She  steTr'd  to  hh:::  as  red  as  any  rose, 

Citrhh:^  hole  c:  his  bridle-ring :  ^ 

-  Pny  yctiL  kind  sir.  give  me  one  penny, 
T,:  ease  my  weary  limb/' 

"  I  rn:hee.  sweet-heart,  canst  thou  tell  me, 
Where  that  thoa  wast  bom  ?  " 

*■  At  Isl:t:r:or^  kind  sir,  said  she, 
Where  I  have  had  many  a  scorn." 

- 1  rrithee,  sweet-heart,  canst  thou  tell  me, 

W"hether  thoa  cost  know 
The  hii'.iffs  daughter  of  Islington  ?  " 

"  She's  dead,  sir.  Ion 2:  aco." 

"Then  will  I  sell  mv  cocci v  steed. 

My  saiile  and  my  bow  : 
I  will  into  scn:e  far  country, 

Where  no  n:j.n  do:h  me  know." 

**  O  s:av,  o  st.vv,  thou  coodiv  vouth, 
Here  she  stance th  bv  thv  side, 

She  is  alive,  she  is  not  dead, 
And  is  readv  to  be  thv  bride.** 

*•  O  rlirewell  grief,  and  welcome  joy, 
Ten  thousand  times  *  therefore  ;' 

For  now  I  have  seen  mine  o\\ti  true  love, 
Thai  I  tiiouirht  I  should  nave  seen  no  mo 


iThi^   passage   seems  to  corroborare  Percy's  notion 
Islington  in  Norfolk  being  intended.]  [  Jl  '50.  and  m* 
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XXXII. 

THE  KING  OF  FRANCE'S  DAUGHTER. 

BY  THOMAS   DELONEY. 

ill  titjg  in  the  old  copies,  is  ''  An  excellent  ballad  of  a 
ce  of  Knglands  courtship  to  the  king  of  Frances  daughter, 
how  the  prince  was  disasterously  slain,  and  how  the  afore- 

princess  was  afterwards  married  to  a  Forrester."  »i 
toryof  this  ballad,  dr.  Percy  thinks,  is  taken  from  an 
dent  in  the  domestic  history  of  Charles  the  bald,  king  of 
nee,  "His  daughter  Judith  was  betrothed  to  Ethel  wulph, 
J  of  England  ;  but  before  the  marriage  was  consummated, 
elwulph  died,  and  she  returned  to  France  ;    whence  she 

carried  off  by  Baldwyn,  forester  of  Flanders ;  who  after 
ly  crosses  and  difficulties,  at  length  obtained  the  kings 
sent  to  their  marriage,  and  was  made  earl  of  Flanders. 
5  happened  about  A,D,  863."  The  anecdote  is  recorded 
Fabian,  and,  perhaps,  by  Holinshed. 
allad  is  in  Deloneys  Garland  of  good  will. 

In  the  days  of  old, 

When  fair  France  did  flourish, 
Stories  plainly  told, 

Lovers  felt  annoy : 
The  king  a  daughter  had, 

Beauteous,  fair,  and  lovely, 
Which  made  her  father  glad, 

She  was  his  only  joy  j 
A  prince  from  England  came, 
Whose  deeds  did  merit  fame,  lo' 

He  woo'd  her  long,  and  lo,  at  last. 
Look,  what  he  did  require. 
She  granted  his  desire ; 

Their  hearts  in  one  were  linked  fast  : 
Which  when  her  father  proved, 
Lord,  how  he  was  moved, 
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Harbouring  my  hearts  delight : 
Which  doth  encompass  here, 
My  joy  and  only  dear, 

My  trusty  friend  and  comely  knight. 
Sweet,  I  come  unto  thee, 
Sweet,  I  come  to  woo  thee. 

That  thou  may'st  not  angry  be. 
For  my  long  delaying. 
And  thy  courteous  staying. 

Amends  for  all  1*11  make  to  thee.  60 

Passing  thus  alone. 

Through  the  silent  forest, 
Many  a  grievous  groan, 

Sounded  in  her  ear; 
Where  she  heard  a  man 

To  lament  the  sorest 
Chance  that  ever  came ; 

Forc'd  by  deadly  strife, 
Farewell,  my  dear,  quoth  he. 
Whom  I  shall  never  see,  70 

For  why  my  life  is  at  an  end ; 
For  thy  sweet  sake  I  die, 
Through  villains  cruelty. 

To  show  I  am  a  faithful  friend : 
Here  lie  I  a  bleeding. 
While  my  thoughts  are  feeding. 

On  the  rarest  beauty  found ; 
O  hard  hap  that  may  be, 
Little  knows  my  lady. 

My  heart  blood  lies  on  the  ground.        80 

With  that  he  gave  a  groan, 

That  did  break  asunder 
All  the  tender  strings 

Of  his  gentle  heart ; 


270  Axc/Eyr  soxgs 

She  who  knew  his  voice. 

At  his  tale  did  wonder, 
Ail  her  former  joys 

Did  to  erief  convert : 
Straight  she  ran  to  see. 
Who  this  man  should  be,  9° 

That  so  like  her  love  did  speak; 
And  found,  when  as  she  came, 
Her  lovely  lord  lay  slain, 

Smeai'd  in  blood,  which  life  did  break: 
AMiich  when  she  espied, 
Lord,  how  sore  she  cried  I 

Her  sorrows  could  not  counted  be ; 
Her  eyes  like  fountains  running, 
'While  she  cried  out,  Mv  darling, 

Would  god  that  I  had  died  for  thee'.  io= 


His  pale  lips,  alas ! 

Tweiin-  times  she  kissed, 
And  his  face  did  wash 

Wi:>  her  brinish  tears ; 
Even-  b'.eedini:  wound. 

Her  fair  face  bedewed, 
Wiping  on  the  blood 

Wi:h  her  j^olden  hair : 
Speak,  my  iove,  quoth  she, 
S'jeak.  dear  orince,  to  me. 

One  sweet  word  of  comfort  give  ; 
Lift  up  thy  fair  eyes, 
Listen  to  my  cries. 

Think  in  what  great  grief  I  live. 
All  in  vain  she  sued 
All  in  vain  she  wooed, 

The  Drince's  life  was  fled  and  gone. 
There  stood  she  still  mourning, 
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Till  the  suns  returning, 

And  bright  day  was  coming  on.  120 

In  this  great  distress, 

Quoth  this  royal  lady, 
Who  can  now  express, 

What  will  become  of  me  ? 
To  my  fathers  court 

Never  will  I  wander, 
But  some  service  seek 

Where  I  may  placed  be. 
Whilst  she  thus  made  her  moan, 
Weeping  all  alone,  1 30 

In  this  deep  and  deadly  fear, 
A  forester,  all  in  green. 
Most  comely  to  be  seen. 

Ranging  the  wood,  did  find  her  there, 
Round  beset  with  sorrow ; 
Maid,  quoth  he,  good  morrow, 

What  hard  hap  hath  brought  you  here  ? 
Harder  hap  did  never 
Chance  to  a  maiden  ever 

Here  lies  slain  my  brother  dear.  140 

Where  might  I  be  plac'd  ? 

Gentle  forester,  tell  me ; 
Where  might  1  procure 

A  service  in  my  need  ? 
Pains  I  will  not  spare, 

But  will  do  my  duty ; 
Ease  me  of  my  care. 

Help  my  extreme  need." 
The  forester,  all  amazed. 
On  her  beauty  gazed,  150 

Till  his  heart  was  set  on  fire  ; 
If,  fair  maid,  quoth  he. 
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You  will  go  with  me, 

You  shall  have  your  hearts  desire. 
He  brought  her  to  his  mother, 
And,  above  all  other, 

He  set  forth  this  maidens  praise ; 
Long  was  his  heart  inflamed. 
At  length  her  love  he  gained. 

So  fortune  did  his  glory  raise.  ^^ 

Thus  unknown  he  match'd 

With  the  kings  fair  daughter, 
Children  seven  he  had 

Ere  she  to  him  was  known ; 
But  when  he  understood 

She  was  a  royal  princess. 
By  this  means  at  last 

He  shewed  forth  her  fame ; 
He  cloth'd  his  children  then, 
(Not  like  to  other  men,)  i 

In  party-colours  strange  to  see, 
The  right  side  cloth  of  gold, 
The  left  side  to  behold 

Of  woollen  cloth  still  framed  he  : 
Men  thereat  did  wonder, 
Golden  fame  did  thunder 

This  strange  deed  in  every  place  : 
The  king  of  France  came  thither. 
Being  pleasant  weather. 

In  the  woods  the  hart  to  chase. 

The  children  there  did  stand, 

As  their  mother  willed. 
Where  the  royal  king 

Must  of  force  come  by ; 
Their  mother  richly  clad 

In  fair  crimson  velvet ; 
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Their  father  all  in  grey, 

Most  comely  to  the  eye. 
When  this  famous  king, 
Noting  every  thing,  190 

Did  ask,  how  he  durst  be  so  bold 
To  let  his  wife  to  wear, 
And  deck  his  children  there, 

In  costly  robes  of  pearl  and  gold. 
The  forester  bold  replied, 
And  the  cause  discried. 

And  to  the  king  he  thus  did  say, 
Well  may  they,  by  their  mother, 
Wear  rich  clothes  with  other. 

Being  by  birth  a  princess  gay.  200 


The  king  upon  these  words. 

Most  heedfully  beheld  them, 
Till  a  crimson  blush 

His  conceit  did  cross  : 
The  more  I  look,  quoth  he. 

Upon  thy  wife  and  children, 
The  more  I  call  to  mind 

TUf  daughter  whom  I  lost. 
I  am  that  child,  quoth  she. 
Falling  on  her  knee,  210 

Pardon  me,  my  sovereign  liege. 
The  king  perceiving  this, 
His  daughter  dear  did  kiss. 

Till  joyful  tears  did  stop  his  speech  : 
With  his  train  he  turned. 
And  with  her  sojourned ; 

Straight  he  dubb'd  her  husband  knight; 
He  made  him  earl  of  Flanders, 
One  of  his  chief  commanders. 

Thus  was  sorrow  put  to  flight.  220 
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XXXIIL 

THE  FAMOUS  FLOWER  OF  SERVING-MEN; 

OR, 

THE  LADY  TURNED  SERVING-MAN. 

You  beauteous  ladies,  great  and  small, 
I  write  unto  you  one  and  all, 
Whereby  that  you  may  understand 
What  I  have  suffered  in  this  land. 

I  was  by  birth  a  lady  fair, 
My  fathers  chief  and  only  heir, 
But  when  my  good  old  father  died, 
Then  I  was  made  a  young  knights  bride. 

And  then  my  love  built  me  a  bower, 
.    Bedecked  with  many  a  fragrant  flower ; 
A  braver  bower  you  ne*er  did  see, 
Than  my  true  love  did  build  for  me. 

But  there  came  thieves  late  in  the  night, 
They  robb'd  my  bower,  and  slew  my  knight. 
And  after  that  my  knight  was  slain, 
I  could  no  longer  there  remain. 

My  servant  [s]  all  from  me  did  fly, 

In  th'  midst  of  my  extremity. 

And  left  me  by  myself  alone. 

With  a  heart  more  cold  than  any  stone.       -^ 

Yet,  though  my  heart  was  full  of  care, 
Heaven  would  not  suffer  me  to  despair, 
Wherefore  in  haste  I  chang'd  my  name 
From  fair  Elise  to  Sweet-Willikm. 


13 
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And  therewithal!  I  cut  my  hair, 
And  dress'd  myself  in  mans  attire, 
My  doublet,  hose,  and  beaver  hat. 
And  a  golden  band  about  my  neck. 

With  a  silver  rapier  by  my  side. 

So  like  a  gallant  I  did  ride ;  30 

The  thing  that  I  delighted  on, 

It  was  to  be  a  serving-man. 

Thus  in  my  sumptuous  mans  array, 
I  bravely  rode  along  the  way ; 
And  at  the  last  it  chanced  so, 
That  I  to  the  kings  court  did  go. 

Then  to  the  king  I  bow'd  full  low, 

My  love  and  .duty  for  to  show ; 

And  so  much  favour  I  did  crave. 

That  I  a  serving-mans  place  might  have.*     40 

Stand  up,  brave  youth,  the  king  replied,  - 
Thy  service  shall  not  be  denied ; 
But  tell  me  first  what  thou  canst  do. 
Thou  shalt  be  fitted  thereunto. 

Wilt  thou  be  usher  of  my  hall. 
To  wait  upon  my  nobles  all  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  be  tapster  of  my  wine. 
To  wait  on  me  when  I  do  dine  ? 

Or  wilt  thou  be  my  chamberlkin, 

To  make  my  bed  both  soft  and  fine  ?  50 

Or  wilt  thou  be  one  of  my  guard  ? 

And  I  will  give  thee  thy  reward. 

[n  the  subsequent  stanzas,  as  in  the  old  Second  part  of  George 
twel,  the  narrative  changes  from  the  first  person  to  the 
;  although,  in  the  present  instance,  the  transition  seems  to 
ade  by  the  original  author. 


i-TCS-XTgam.  -ricft  x  sr^fTrz  face, 
fii-i  Z2  rx  ■TTnr  If't  please  tout  grace, 

T  r^r-  izisnhGzsni  I  iizi  would  be. 

"■"r^  rrr:  rtea  £c  fie  nobles  call, 
r '  2m.  ~e  rjmseL  «  riesi  all : 

T::i  ^••*^"*^  i^ra  :3aa:rcerlizi  should  be. 


>  »r"r  3xurx  Vmr  scrx:^  liiizg  came  to  pass 
ri-  IIS  i::::^  me  zsir  x  z^irfr^  was, 
'Vtz  L.I  :is  lens  X2»i  •ocZe  irain, 
>irggc-"V^;.T:im  iid  ii  brcie  remain. 

:f'T;?2r~"^~IIiaai  i^ii.  :rc  c^cranT  then 
'V'lin  r.ni  ir  jctne.  rir:  in  Oui  man ; 
.\n,i  Vtisi  ie  soL-v  fre  hocse  was  clear, 
Hi  orciL  i  ncR  f^icr:  *e  bid  there : 


>i[  -  :ii?l:::j:c  iris  ±  nlLiz:  knuht. 

l^^iick  i  with  ^rrzerus  rich  arrav  : 

Hii  zee  nrcr?  jlejLSurs  a:  command. 

I  '.:j.i  12 V  nnsic  everv  dav, 
Hamcc.rcs  lessons  for  to  play : 
I  ha.:  r^T  virzizs  fair  and  free, 
Crc::n.;illv  :^  wiit  on  me. 
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But  now,  alas  !  my  husband's  dead, 
And  all  my  friends  are  from  me  fled ; 
My  former  joys  are  pass'd  and  gone, 
For  I  am  now  a  serving-man." 

At  last  the  king  from  hunting  came. 

And  presently,  upon  the  same,  90 

He  called  for  this  good  old  man. 

And  thus  to  speak  the  king  began  : 

What  news,  what  news,  old  man  ?  quoth  he  ; 
What  news  hast  thou  to  tell  to  me  ? 
Brave  news,  the  old  man  he  did  say, 
Sweet-William  is  a  lady  gay. 

"  If  this  be  true  thou  tell'st  to  me, 

I'll  make  thee  a  lord  of  high  degree ; 

But  if  thy  words  do  prove  a  lie, 

Thou  shall  be  hang'd  up  presently."  100 

But  when  the  king  the  truth  had  found, 
His  joys  did  more  and  more  abound : 
According  as  the  old  man  did  say, 
Sweet-William  was  a  lady  gay. 

Therefore  the  king,  without  delay, 
Put  on  her  glorious  rich  array. 
And  upon  her  head  a  crown  of  gold. 
Which  was  most  fkmous  to  behold. 

And  then,  for  fear  of  further  strife, 

He  took  Sweet-William  for  his  wife  ;  110 

The  like  before  was  never  seen 

A  serving-man  to  be  a  queen. 
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The  father  left  his  little  son, 

As  plainly  doth  appear, 
When  he  to  perfect  age  should  come, 

Three  hundred  pounds  a  year ; 

And  to  his  little  daughter  Jane 

Five  hundred  pounds  in  gold, 
To  be  paid  down  on  marriage-day. 

Which  might  not  be  controlFd  : 
Bat  if  the  children  chance  to  die 

Ere  they  to  age  should  come,  30 

Their  uncle  should  possess  their  wealth, 

For  so  the  will  did  run. 

Now,  brother,  said  the  dying  man. 

Look  to  my  children  dear ; 
Be  good  unto  my  boy  and  girl, 

No  friends  else  I  have  here : 
To  god  and  you  I  do  commend 

My  children,  night  and  day  j 
But  fittle  while,  be  sure,  we  have. 

Within  this  world  to  stay.  40 

You  must  be  father  and  mother  both. 

And  uncle,  all  in  one ; 
God  knows  what  will  become  of  them, 

When  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
With  that  bespake  iheir  mother  dear, 

O  brother  kind,  quoth  she. 
You  are  the  man  must  bring  our  babes 

To  wealth  or  misery. 

And  if  you  keep  them  carefully. 

Then  god  will  you  reward  3  50 

If  otherwise  you  seem  to  deal, 

God  will  your  deeds  regard. 
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They  prate  and  prattle  pleasantly, 

As  they  rode  on  the  way,  * ; 

"To  those  that  should  their  butchers  be, 
And  work  their  lives  decay. 

So  that  the  pretty  speech  they  had, 

Made  *  murders '  hearts  relent ;  90 

And  they  that  undertook  the  deed 

Full  sore  they  did  repent. 
Yet  one  of  them,  more  hard  of  heart, 

Did  vow  to  do  his  charge. 
Because  the  wretch  that  hired  him 

Had  paid  him  very  large. 

The  other  would  not  agree  thereto, 

So  htfte  they  fell  at  strife ; 
With  one  another  they  did  fight. 

About  the  childrens  life  :  100 

And  he  that  was  of  mildest  mood. 

Did  ifary  the  other  there. 
Within  an  unfrequented  wood ; 

While  fanbes  did  quake  for  fear. 

He  took  tte  children  by  the  hand, 

When  tears  stood  in  their  eye. 
And  bade  them  come  and  go  with  him. 

And  look  they  did  not  cry : 
And  two  long  miles  he  led  them  on. 

While  they  for  food  complain :  no 

Stay  here,  quoth  he,  I'll  bring  you  bread, 

When  I  do  come  again. 

These  pretty  babes,  with  hand  in  hand, 

Went  wandering  up  and  down ; 
But  never  more  they  saw  the  man, 

Approaching  from  the  town : 

••  \y,  90.  murderers.] 
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Their  pretty  lips,  with  black-berries, 
Were  all  besmear'd  and  died, 

And,  when  they  saw  the  darksome  night, 
They  sate  them  down  and  cried.         i-'o 

Thus  wander'd  these  two  pretty  babes, 

Till  death  did  end  their  grief; 
In  one  anothers  arms  they  died, 

As  babes  wanting  relief. 
No  burial  these  pretty  babes 

Of  any  man  receives, 
Till  Robin-red-breast,  painfully, 

Did  cover  them  with  leaves. 

And  now  the  heavy  wrath  of  god 

Upon  their  uncle  fell ;  U° 

Yea,  fearful  fiends  did  haunt  his  house, 

His  conscience  felt  an  helL 
His  bams  were  fired,  his  goods  consuro'd, 

His  lands  were  barren  made, 
His  cattle  died  within  the  field, 

And  nothing  with  him  sta/d. 

And,  in  the  voyage  of  Portugal,* 

Two  of  his  sons  did  die ; 
And,  to  conclude,  himself  was  brought 

To  extreme  misery.  1 

He  pawned  and  mortgaged  all  his  land 

Ere  seven  years  came  about : 
And  now,  at  length,  this  wicked  act 

Did  by  this  means  come  out : 

The  fellow  that  did  take  in  hand 
These  children  for  to  kill, 

*  A.D.  1588.  See  the  catalogue  of  the  Harleian  MSS. 
167,  (15.)  Dr.  Percy,  not  knowing  that  the  text  alludes 
l)articular  event,  has  altered  it  to  **  a  voyage  to  Portugal." 
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Was  for  a  robbery  judg'd  to  die, 

As  was  gods  blessed  will ; 
Who  did  confess  the  very  truth, 

The  which  is  here  expressed  :  150 

Their  uncle  died  while  he,  for  debt, 

In  prison  long  did  rest. 

*  You  that  executors  be  made,' 

And  overseers  eke, 
Of  children  that  be  fatherless. 

And  infants  mild  and  meek, 
Take  you  example  by  this  thing. 

And  yield  to  each  his  right. 
Lest  god,  with  such  like  misery. 

Your  wicked  minds  requite.  1 60 


XXXV. 

GEORGE  BARNWEL. 

[the  first  part.] 

All  youths  of  fair  Englknd, 

That  dwell  both  far  and  near. 
Regard  my  story  that  I  tell, 

And  to  my  song  give  ear. 

A  London  lad  I  was, 

A  merchants  prentice  bound. 
My  name  George  Bamwel,  that  did  spend 

My  master  many  a  pound. 

Take  heed  of  harlots  then. 

And  their  enticing  trains  \  10 

[^  153.  All  you  that  be  executors  made.] 
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For  by  *  their'  means  I  have  been  brought 
To  hang  alive  in  chains. 

As  I,  upon  a  day, 

Was  walking  through  the  street, 
About  my  masters  business, 

I  did  a  wanton  meet. 

A  gallant  dainty  dame. 

And  sumptuous  in  attire, 
With  smiling  looks  she  greeted  me, 

And  did  my  name  require. 

Which  when  I  had  declar*d. 

She  gave  me  then  a  kiss, 
And  said,  if  I  would  come  to  her, 

I  should  have  more  than  this. 

In  faith,  my  boy,  quoth  she, 

Such  news  I  can  you  tell. 
As  shall  rejoice  your  very  heart. 

Then  come  where  I  do  dwell. 

Fair  mistress,  then  said  I, 

If  I  the  place  may  know. 
This  evening  I  will  be  with  you, 

For  I  abroad  must  go. 

To  gather  *  money '  in, 

That  is  my  masters  due  : 
And,  ere  that  I  do  home  return, 

I'll  come  and  visit  you. 

Good  Barnwel,  then  quoth  she. 
Do  thou  to  Shoreditch  come. 

And  ask  for  mistress  Milwood  there, 
Next  door  unto  The  gun, 

[K  II.  that.]  [y.  33.  moneys.] 


AND  BALLADS.  285 

And  trust  me  on  my  truth, 

If  thou  keep  touch  with  we, 
For  thy  friends  sake,  as  my  own  heart, 

Thou  shalt  right  welcome  be. 

Thus  parted  we  in  peace, 

And  home  I  passed  right ; 
Then  went  abroad  and  gathered  in, 

By  six  o'clock  at  night. 

An  hundred  pound  and  one : 

With  bag  under  my  arm  50 

I  went  to  mistress  Milwoods  house, 

And  thought  on  little  harm ; 

And  knocking  at  the  door  \ 

Straightway  herself  came  down  \ 
Rustling  in  most  brave  attire, 

Her  hood  and  silken  gown. 

Who,  through  her  beauty  bright, 

So  gloriously  did  shine. 
That  she  amaz'd  my  '  dazzled '  eyes. 

She  seemed  so  divine.  60 

She  took  me  by  the  hand, 

And  with  a  modest  grace, 
Welcome,  sweet  Barnwel,  then  quoth  she, 

Unto  this  homely  place. 

Welcome  ten  thousand  times, 

More  welcome  than  my  brother. 
And  better  welcome,  I  protest. 

Than  any  one  or  other. 

And  seeing  I  have  thee  found 

As  good  as  thy  word  to  be,  70 

\y,  59.  dazzling.] 
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A  homely  supper,  ere  thou  part, 
Thou  shalt  take  here  with  me. 

0  pardon  me,  quoth  I, 
Fair  mistress  I  you  pray ; 

For  why,  out  of  my  masters  house 
So  long  I  dare  not  stay : 

Alas,  good  sir,  she  said. 

Are  you  so  strictly  tied. 
You  may  not  with  your  dearest  friend 

One  hour  or  two  abide  ?  So 

Faith,  then  the  case  is  hard ; 
If  it  be  so,  quoth  she, 

1  would  I  were  a  prentice  bound. 
To  live  in  house  with  thee. 

Therefore  my  sweetest  George, 

List  well  what  I  do  say. 
And  do  not  blame  a  woman  much 

Her  fancy  to  bewray : 

Let  not  affections  force 

Be  counted  lewd  desire  ;  9^ 

Nor  think  it  not  immodesty, 

I  should  thy  love  require. 

With  that  she  turn'd  aside. 

And  with  a  blushing  red, 
A  mournful  motion  she  bewrayed, 

By  holding  down  her  head. 

A  handkerchief  she  had, 

All  wrought  with  silk  and  gold  : 

Which  she,  to  stay  her  trickling  tears, 

Against  her  eyes  did  hold.  loo 
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This  thing  unto  my  sight 

Was  wond'rous  rare  and  strange  ; 
And  in  my  mind  and  inward  thought 

It  wrought  a  sudden  change : 

That  I  so  hardy  was, 

To  take  her  by  the  hand  ; 
Sa)dng,  Sweet  mistress,  why  do  you 

So  sad  and  heavy  stand  ? 

Call  me  no  mistress  now, 

But  Sarah,  thy  true  friend,  i  lo 

Thy  servant  Sarah,  honouring  thee 

Until  her  life  doth  end. 

If  thou  would'st  here  alledge, 

Thou  art  in  years  a  boy  \ 
So  was  Adonis,  yet  was  he 

Fair  Venus'  love  and  joy. 

Thus  I,  that  ne'er  before 

Of  woman  found  such  grace. 
And  seeing  now  so  fair  a  dame 

Give  me  a  kind  embrace,  120 

I  supp'd  with  her  that  night, 

With  joys  that  did  abound ; 
And  for  the  same  paid  presently 

In  money  twice  three  pound. 

An  hundred  kisses  then, 

For  my  farewell  she  gave ; 
Sapng,  Sweet  Bamwel,  when  shall  I 

Again  thy  company  have  ? 

*  Stay '  not  too  long,  my  dear ; 

Sweet  George,  have  me  in  mind.  130 

\y,  129.  O  stay.] 
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Her  words  bewitch'd  my  childishness, 
She  uttered  them  so  kind  : 

So  that  I  made  a  vow, 

Next  Sunday  without  fail, 
With  my  sweet  Sarah  once  again 

To  tell  some  pleasant  tale. 

When  she  heard  me  say  so, 
The  tears  fell  from  her  *  eye  ;* 

O  George,  quoth  she,  if  thou  dost  fail, 
Thy  Sarah  sure  will  die.  U^ 

Though  long,  yet  lo  !  at-last, 
*  Th'  appointed '  day  was  come. 

That  I  must  with  my  Sarah  meet ; 
Having  a  mighty  sum 

Of  money  in  my  hand, 

Unto  her  house  went  I, 
Whereas  my  love  upon  her  bed 

In  saddest  sort  did  lie. 

What  ails  my  hearts  delight. 

My  Sarah  dear?  quoth  I ;  i: 

Let  not  my  love  lament  and  grieve. 

Nor  sighing,  pine,  and  die. 

*  But  tell  me,  dearest  friend,' 

What  may  thy  woes  amend. 
And  thou  shalt  seek  no  means  of  help, 

Though  forty  pound  I  spend. 

With  that  she  turned  her  head. 
And  sickly  thus  did  say, 

[K  142.  The 'pointed.] 

[F.  153.  But  tell  to  me  my  dearest  friend.] 
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Oh,  my  sweet  George,  my  grief  is  great, 
Ten  pounds  I  have  to  pay  i6o 

Unto  a  cruel  wretch  \ 

And  god  he  knows,  quoth  she, 
I  have  it  not     Tush,  rise,  quoth  *  I,' 

And  take  it  here  of  me. 

Ten  pounds,  nor  ten  times  ten, 

Shall  make  my  love  decay. 
Then  from  *  my '  bag  into  her  lap, 

*  I '  cast  ten  pounds  straightway. 

All  blithe  and  pleasant  then, 

To  banqueting  *  we '  go ;  170 

She  proflfered  '  me '  to  lie  with  her. 

And  said  it  should  be  so. 

And  after  that  same  time, 

I  gave  her  store  of  coin, 
Yea,  sometimes  fifty  pound  at  once. 

All  which  I  did  purloin. 

And  thus  I  did  pass  on  : 

Until  my  master  then 
Did  call  to  have  his  reckoning  in, 

Cast  up  among  his  men.  1 80 

The  which  when  as  I  heard, 

I  knew  not  what  to  say : 
For  well  I  knew  that  I  was  out 

Two  hundred  pounds  that  day. 

Then  from  my  master  straight 
I  ran  in  secret  sort ; 


:  163.  he.]  \V.  167.  his.]  \V.  168.  He.] 

170.  they.]  [F.  171.  him.] 
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And  unto  Sarah  Mil  wood  then 
My  state  I  did  report 

But  how  she  us'd  this  youth, 

In  this  his  extreme  need,  190 

The  which  did  her  necessity 

So  oft  with  money  feed ; 

The  Second  Part,  behold, 

Shall  tell  it  forth  at  large  ; 
And  shall  a  strumpets  wily  ways, 

With  all  her  tricks  discharge. 


THE  SECOND   PART.* 

Young  Bamwel  comes  to  thee, 

Sweet  Sarah,  my  delight ; 
I  am  undone,  except  thou  stand 

My  faithful  friend  this  night.  200 

Our  master  to  command  accounts, 

Hath  just  occasion  found ; 
And  I  am  found  behind  the  hand 

Almost  two  hundred  pound  : 


*  Throughout  this  *' Second   part"  (except  in  a  single  in- 
stance) the  metre  of  the  first  line  of  each  stanza  is,  in  the  old 
editions,  lengthened  by  a  couple  of  syllables  ;  which  are,  oc- 
casionally at  least,  a  manifest  interpolation.     The  person,  al>o, 
is,  for  the  most  part,  changed  from  the  first  to  the  third,  wiih 
evident  impropriety.     Dr.  Percy  has,  very  ingeniously,  and  with 
the  least  possible  violence,  restored  the  measure,  by  ejecting 
the  superfluous  syllables ;  and  given  consistency  to  the  whole, 
by  a  restoration  of  the-  proper  person  :  And,  as  it  is  now  highly 
improbable  that  any  further  ancient  copy  will   be  found,  and 
those  which  exist  are  manifestly  corrupt,  it  seemed   perfectly 
justifiable  to  adopt  the  judicious  emendations  of  this  ingenious 
editor. 
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And  therefore  knowing  not 

What  answer  for  to  make, 
And  his  displeasure  to  escape, 

My  way  to  thee  I  take  ; 

Hoping  in  this  '  extreme ' 

Thou  wilt  my  succour  be,  210 

That  for  a  time  I  may  remain 

In  safety  here  with  thee. 

With  that  she  knit  her  brows. 

And  looking  all  aquoy, 
Quoth  she,  what  should  I  have  to  do 

With  any  'prentice  boy  ? 

Seeing  you  have  purloined 

Your  masters  goods  away, 
The  case  is  bad,  and  therefore  here 

I  mean  thou  shalt  not  stay.  220 

Sweetheart,  I  said,  thou  know'st 

That  all  which  I  did  get, 
I  gave  it,  and  did  spend  it  all. 

Upon  thee  every  whit 

I  loved  thee  so  well, 

Thou  could'st  not  ask  the  thing, 
But  that  I  did,  incontinent. 

The  same  unto  thee  bring, 

Thou  art  a  paltry  jack. 

To  charge  me  in  this  sort,  230 

Being  a  woman  of  credit  good. 

And  known  of  good  report : 

Therefore  I  tell  thee  flat. 

Be  packing  with  good  speed ; 
I  do  defy  thee  from  my  heart, 

And  scorn  thy  filthy  deed. 
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Is  this  the  friendship,  which 
Thou  did'st  to  me  *  profess  ?  * 

Is  this  the  great  affection  which 

You  seemed  to  express  ?  24 

Fie  on  deceitful  '  shrews ! ' 

The  best  is,  I  may  speed 
To  get  a  lodging  any  where 

For  money  in  my  need. 

False  woman,  now  farewell. 
While  twenty  pound  doth  last, 

My  anchor  in  some  other  haven 
I  will  with  wisdom  cast 

*  Perceiving  by  my  words ' 
That  *  I '  had  money  store, 

That  she  had  gall'd  *  me '  in  such  sort, 
It  griev'd  her  heart  full  sore : 

To  call  *  me '  back  again 

She  did  suppose  it  best ; 
Stay,  George,  quoth  she,  thou  art  too  quic 

Why,  man,  I  do  but  jest. 

Think'st  thou  for  all  my  speech, 

That  I  would  let  thee  go  ? 
Faith  no,  quoth  she,  my  love  to  thee, 

I  wis,  is  more  than  so. 

You  will  not  deal  with  boys, 
I  heard  you  even  now  swear. 

Therefore  I  will  not  trouble  you, 
*  Nay,'  George,  hark  in  thine  ear  : 


[F.  238.  protest.  O.  CC]  [K  241.  shows.] 

[K  264.  My.] 
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Thou  shalt  not  go  to-night, 

What  chance  soe'er  befall :  I 

But,  man,  we'll  have  a  bed  for  thee,  t 

Or  else  the  devil  take  all.  < 


Thus  I,  that  was  bewitch'd, 

And  snared  with  fancy  still,  270 

Had  not  the  power  to  '  get '  away, 

Or  to  withstand  her  will. 

Then  wine  '  on '  wine  I  call'd. 

And  cheer  upon  good  cheer  ; 
And  nothing  in  the  world  I  thought. 

For  Sarahs  love  too  dear. 

Whilst  in  her  company, 

In  joy  and  merriment ; 
'  All '  aU  too  little  I  did  think, 

That  I  upon  her  spent.  280 

A  fig  for  careful  thoughts  ! 

When  all  my  gold  is  gone. 
In  faith,  my  girl,  we  will  have  more. 

Whoever  it  light  upon. 

My  father's  rich,  why  then, 

Should  I  want  any  gold  ? 
With  a  father,  indeed,  quoth  she, 

A  son  may  well  be  bold. 

I  have  a  sister  wed, 

I'll  rob  her  ere  I'll  want.  290 

Why  then,  quoth  Sarah,  they  may  well 

Consider  of  your  scant. 

Nay,  I  an  uncle  have, 
At  Ludlow  he  doth  dwell : 

[F.  271.  put.]  IV.  279.  and.] 
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Which  done,  to  Ludlow  then 

He  did  provide  to  go, 
To  rob  his  wealthy  uncle  *  there,' 

His  minion  would  it  so. 

And  once  he  thought  to  take 

His  father  by  the  way  \ 
But  that  he  thought  his  master  had 

Took  order  for  his  stay. 

*  Unto '  his  uncle  then 

He  rode  with  might  and  main,  330 

Where  with  welcome  and  good  cheer 

He  did  him  entertain. 

A  se'nnights  space  he  stayed, 

Until  it  chanced  so. 
His  uncle  with  his  cattle  did 

Unto  a  market  go. 

His  kinsman  rode  with  him  \ 

And  when  he  saw  right  plairi. 
Great  store  of  money  he  had  took, 

In  coming  home  again,  340 

Sudden,  within  a  wood, 

He  struck  his  uncle  down, 
And  beat  his  brains  out  of  his  head ; 

So  sore  he  crack'd  his  crown ; 

And  fourscore  pound,  in  coin. 

Out  of  his  purse  he  took  \ 
And  coming  in  to  London  town. 

The  country  quite  forsook. 

To  Sarah  then  he  came. 

Shewing  his  store  of  gold ;  350 

And  how  he  had  his  uncle  slain. 

To  her  he  plainly  told. 


^  -^BTli    'CTiZC  ■£.  "VnuIC^ 
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She  apprehended  was. 

And  then  to  Ludlow  sent : 
Where  she  was  judged,  condemn'd,  and  hang'd, 

For  ranrder,  incontinent. 

And  there  this  quean  did  die, 

This  was  her  greatest  gains  : 
For  murder,  in  Polonia,  • 

Was  Bamwel  hang'd  in  chains. 

Lo !  here's  the  end  of  youth. 

That  after  harlots  haunt ;  390 

Who,  in  the  spoil  of  other  men. 

About  the  streets  do  flaunt 


XXXVI. 


G  HENRY  THE  SECOND  AND  THE  MILLER 
OF  MANSFIELD. 

[the  first  part.] 

RY  our  royal  king,  would  ride  a  hunting, 

>  the  green  forest,  so  pleasant  and  fair ; 

lave  the  hart  chased,  and  dainty  does  tripping ; 

atb  merry  Sherwood  his  nobles  repair : 

k  and  hound  was  unbound,  all  things  prepar'd 

:he  same,  to  the  game,  with  good  regard. 

long  summers  day  rode  the  king  pleasantly, 
ith  all  his  princes  and  nobles  each  one ; 
ing  the  hart  and  hind,  and  the  buck  gallantly, 
U  ihe  dark  evening  enforced  them  turn  home.   10 
I  at  last,  riding  fast,  he  had  lost  quite 
is  lords  in  the  wood,  late  in  dark  night. 
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Wandering  thus  wearily,  all  alone,  up  and  down, 
With  a  rude  miller  he  met  at  the  last ; 

Asking  the  ready  way  unto  fair  Nottingham, 
Sir,  quoth  the  miller,  your  way  you  have  lost : 

Yet  I  think  what  I  think,  truth  for  to  say, 

You  do  not  likely  ride  out  of  your  way. 

Why,  what  dost  thou  think  of  me  ?  quoth  our  king 
merrily, 

Passing  thy  judgement  upon  me  so  brief.  20 

Good  faith,  quoth  the  miller,  I  mean  not  to  flatter  thee ; 

I  guess  thee  to  be  but  some  gentleman  thief: 
Stand  thee  back,  in  the  dark ;  light  thee  not  down, 
Lest  that  I  presently  crack  thy  -knaves  crown. 

Thou  dost  abuse  me  much,  quoth  our  king,  saying  thus' 

I  am  a  gentleman  ;  lodging  I  lack. 
Thou  hast  not,  quoth  the  miller,  one  groat  in  thy  purse: 

All  thy  inheritance  hangs  on  thy  back. 
"  I  have  gold  to  discharge  all  that  I  call ; 
If  it  be  forty  pence,  I  will  pay  all."  3c 

If  thou  beest  a  true  man,  then  said  the  miller, 
I  swear  by  my  toll-dish,  I'll  lodge  thee  all  night 

Here's  my  hand,  quoth  the  king,  that  was  I  ever. 
Nay,  soft,  quoth  the  miller,  thou  may*st  be  a  sprite: 

Better  I'll  know  thee,  ere  hands  I  do  take  ; 

With  none  but  honest  men  hands  will  I  shake. 

Thus  they  went  all  along  unto  the  millers  house, 
Where  they  were  seething  of  puddings  and  souse : 

The  miller  first  enter'd  in,  then  after  him  the  king ; 
Never  came  he  in  so  smoky  a  house.  40 

Now,  quoth  he,  let  me  see  here  what  you  are. 

Quoth  our  king,  Look  your  fill,  and  do  not  spare. 
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11  thy  countenance,  thou  hast  an  honest  face; 
jr  son  Richard  this  night  thou  shalt  lie." 
wife,  By  my  troth,  it  is  a  handsome  youth  ; 
s  best,  husband,  for  to  deal  warily : 
lot  a  run-away,  I  pray  thee,  youth,  tell  ? 
thy  passport,  and  all  shall  be  well. 

king  presently,  making  low  courtesy, 
s  hat  in  his  hand,  thus  he  did  say  :  50 

passport,  nor  never  was  servitor ; 
•oor  courtier,  rode  out  of  ray  way  : 
our  kindness  here  offered  to  me, 
lite  in  every  degree. 

he  miller  his  wife  whisper'd  secretly, 
It  seems,  this  youth's  of  good  kin, 
lis  apparel,  and  eke  by  his  manners ; 
I  him  out,  certainly  'twere  a  great  sin. 
h  he,  you  may  see,  he  hath  some  grace, 
doth  speak  to  his  betters  in  place.  60 

th  the  millers  wife,  young  man,  welcome 

•e, 

ough  I  say  it,  well  lodged  thou  shalt  be  : 
w  I  will  have  laid  on  thy  bed  so  brave, 
rown  hempen  sheets  likewise,  quoth  she, 
the  good  man  ;  and  when  that  is  done, 
lie  with  no  worse  than  our  own  son. 

quoth  Richard,  good  fellow,  tell  me  true; 
ly  creepers  within  thy  gay  hose  ? 
)u  not  troubled  with  the  scabado  ? 
^ou,  quoth  the  king,  what  things  are  those  ?  70 
not.  lousy,  nor  scabby  ?  quoth  he  ; 
^*st,  surely  thou  IvMt  not  with  me. 
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Doubt  not,  then  said  our  king,  my  prorais'd  secrecy ; 

The  king  shall  never  know  more  on't  for  me. 
A  cup  of  lambswool  they  drank  unto  him  then, 

And  to  their  beds  they  pass'd  presently. 
The  nobles  next  morning  went  all  up  and  down, 
Por  to  seek  out  the  king  in  every  town. 

At  last,  at  the  millers  house,  soon  they  espied  him 
plain, 
As  he  was  mounting  upon  his  fiiir  steed  ;  no 

To  whom  they  came  presently,  falling  down  on  their 
knees ; 
Which  made  the  millers  heart  woefully  bleed  : 
Shaking  and  quaking  before  him  he  stood. 
Thinking  he  should  have  been  hang'd,  by  the  rood. 

The  king  perceiving  him  fearful  and  trembling. 
Drew  forth  his  sword,  but  nothing  he  said : 

The  miller  down  did  fall,  crying  before  them  all, 
Doubting  the  king  would  have  cut  off  his  head  : 

But  his  kind  courtesy  there  to  requite. 

Gave  him  a  living  and  made  him  a  knight.  120 

THE   SECOND   PART. 

When  as  our  royal  king  came  home  from  Nottingham, 
And  with  his  nobles  at  Westminster  lay ; 

Recounting  the  sports  and  pastimes  they  had  ta'en, 
In  this  late  progress  along  by  the  way ; 

Of  them  all,  great  and  small,  he  did  protest, 

The  miller  of  Mansfields  sport  liked  him  best. 

And  now,  my  lords,  quoth  the  king,  I  am  determined. 
Against  Saint  Georges  next  sumptuous  feast. 

That  this  old  miller,  our  last  confirmed  knight, 
With  his  son  Richard,  shall  both  be  my  guest  '.130 

For,  in  this  merriment,  'tis  my  desire. 

To  talk  with  the  jolly  knight,  and  the  brave  squire. 
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len  as  he  was  gone  away,  thus  did  the  miller  say  : 

Here  comes  expences  and  charges  indeed ; 

)w  we  must  needs  be  brave,  though  we  spend  all 

we  have ; 
For  of  new  garments  we  have  great  need : 
'  horses  and  serving-men  we  must  have  store, 
ith  bridles  and  saddles,  and  twenty  things  more. 

ish,  sir  John,  quoth  his  wife,  neither  do  fret  nor 

frown ; 
You  shall  be  at  no  more  charges  for  me,  170 

)r  I  will  turn  and  trim  up  my  old  russet  gown, 
With  every  thing  as  fine  as  may  be ; 
id  on  our  mill-horses  full  swift  we  will  ride, 
ith  pillows  and  pannels,  as  we  shall  provide. 

this  most  stately  sort,  rode  they  unto  the  court, 
Their  jolly  son  Richard  foremost  of  all ; 
ho  set  up,  by  good  hap,  a  cocks  feather  in  his  cap ; 
And  so  they  jetted  down  towards  the  kings  hall : 
le  merry  old  miller,  with  his  hand  on  his  side ; 
is  wife,  like  maid  Marian,  did  mince  at  that  tide.  180 

[le  king  and  his  nobles,  that  heard  of  their  coming. 
Meeting  this  gallant  knight,  with  his  brave  train  ; 
elcome,  sir  knight,  quoth  he,  with  this  your  gay  lady; 
Good  sir  John  Cockle,  once  welcome  again  : 
nd  so  is  the  squire,  of  courage  so  free, 
uoth  Dick,  A  bots  on  you,  do  you  know  me  ? 

uoth  our  king  gently,  How  should  I  forget  thee  ? 
Thou  wast  mine  own  bed  fellow,  well  that  I  wot. 
But  I  do  think  on  a  trick." — "  Tell  me  that,  prithee 

Dick.'' 
"  How  we  with  farting  did  make  the  bed  hot."  190 
hou  whoreson,  happy  knave,  then  quoth  the  knight, 
3eak  cleanly  to  our  king,  or  else  go  s . 
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The  millers  wife  did  so  orderlv  stand  : 
A  niilk-maiis  curtesv  at  evenr  word  : 
Ar.i  viown  the  folks  were  set  at  the  side-board: 

Where  the  kinz  rovallv.  in  urincelv  majestv, 

Sate  a:  his  dinner  with  joy  and  delight :  200 

Wlien  he  had  eaten  well,  to  jesting  then  *  he  *  fell, 
Taking  a  bowl  of  wine,  drank  to  the  knight: 

Here's  to  you  both,  he  said,  in  wine,  ale  and  beer: 

Thanking  you  all  for  your  country  cheer. 

Quoth  sir  John  Cockle,  I'll  pledge  you  a  pottle, 
Were  it  the  best  ale  in  Nottinghamshire : 

But,  then  said  our  king,  I  do  think  of  a  thing ; 
Some  of  your  lightfoot  I  would  we  had  here. 

Ho.  ho.  quoth  Richard,  full  well  I  may  say  it, 

'Tis  knaverv-  to  eat  it,  and  then  to  bewTav  it.        -i- 

Why  art  thou  angr\-?  quoth  our  king  merrily  ; 

In  faith,  I  take  it  ver\'  unkind  : 
I  thought  thou  would'st  pledge  me  in  ale  and  wine 
heartilv. 

Y'are  like  to  stay,  quoth  Dick,  till  I  have  din'd : 
You  feed  us  with  twattling  dishes  so  small ; 
Zounds,  a  black-pudding  is  better  than  alL 

Ay,  man-}-,  quoth  our  king,  that  were  a  dainty  thing. 

If  a  man  could  get  one  here  for  to  eat, 
With  that  Dick  straight  arose,  and  pluck'd  one  out  0: 
his  hose. 

Which  with  heat  of  his  breach  began  to  sweat.  2:0 
The  king  made  a  proffer  to  snatch  it  away : 
"  'Tis  meat  for  your  master  :  good  sir,  you  must  stay.' 
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s  with  great  merriment,  was  the  time  wholly  spent ; 
nd  then  the  ladies  prepared  to  dance : 
sir  John  Cockle,  and  Richard,  incontinent, 
nto  '  their  places '  the  king  did  advance : 
e  with  the  ladies  such  sport  they  did  make, 
nobles  with  laughing  did  make  their  *  sides '  ake. 

ly  thanks  for  their  pains  did  the  king  give  them  then, 
sking  young  Richard,  if  he  would  wed  :  230 

nong  those  ladies  free,  tell  me  which  liketh  thee." 
uoth  he.  Jug  Grumball,  with  the  red  head  : 
s  my  love,  she's  my  life,  she  will  I  wed ; 
hath  sworn  I  shall  have  her  maidenhead. 

n  sir  John  Cockle  the  king  called  unto  him, 
nd  of  merry  Sherwood  made  him  o'erseer ; 
gave  him  out  of  hand  three  hundred  pound  yearly 
But  now  take  heed  you  steal  no  more  of  my  deer  : 

once  a  quarter  lef  s  here  have  your  view ; 

thus,  sir  John  Cockle,  I  bid  you  adieu." 


XXXVII. 

KING  JOHN  AND  THE  ABBOT  OF 
CANTERBURY. 

he  old  impressions  of  this  ballad,  hitherto  met  with,  are 
serably  corrupt ;  but  dr.  Percy,  having  found  a  copy  of  it 
his  folio  MS.,  some  palpable  omissions  are  now  supplied 
on  the  authority  of  the  Reliques, 

same  story  is  related  of  a  king  and  an  abbot  in  El 
traHuelo  de  Juan  Timoneda  (a  collection  of  Spanish  novels) 
cala,  1576,  being  there  taken,  it  is  probable,  from  some 
ler  authority  :  possibly.  Novella  IV,  di  Sacchetti,  which 
moneda  might  have  met  with  in  MS. 

[F.  226.  this  practice. ]  [V,  228.  hearts.] 
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I'll  tell  you  a  story,  a  story  anon, 
Of  a  noble  prince,  and  his  name  was  king"  John ; 
For  he  was  a  prince,  and  a  prince  of  great  might, 
He  held  up  great  wrongs,  and  he  put  down  great  right. 

Deny  down,  down,  hey  deny  down. 

I'll  tell  you  a  story,  a  story  so  merry, 
Concerning  the  abbot  of  Canterbury, 
And  of  his  house  keeping  and  high  renown. 
Which  made  him  repair  to  fair  London  town. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  How  now,  brother  abbot !  'tis  told  unto  me, 
That  thou  keepest  a  far  better  house  than  I ;         lo 
And  for  thy  house  keeping  and  high  renown, 
I  fear  thou  hast  treason  against  my  crown." 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  I  hope,  my  liege,  that  you  owe  me  no  grudge. 
For  spending  of  my  true  gotten  goods." 
"  If  thou  dost  not  answer  me  questions  three, 
Thy  head  shall  be  taken  from  thy  body. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  When  I  am  set  *  so  high  on  my  steed,' 
With  my  crown  of  gold  upon  my  head. 
Amongst  all  my  nobility,  with  joy  and  much  mirth, 
Thou  must  tell  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  worth.  20 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*•  And  the  next  question  *  thou'  must  not  flout, 
How  long  I  shall  be  riding  the  world  about ; 
And  [at]  the  third  question  thou  must  not  shrink, 
But  tell  to  me  truly  what  I  do  think." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

"  O  these  are  hard  questions  for  my  shallow  wit. 
For  I  cannot  answer  your  grace  as  yet, 
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But  if  you  will  give  me  but  three  days  space, 
111  do  my  endeavour  to  answer  your  grace." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

"  O  three  days  space  I  will  thee  give, 
For  that  is  the  longest  day  thou  hast  to  live ;  30 

And  if  thou  dost  not  answer  these  questions  right, 
Thy  head  shall  be  taken  from  thy  body  quite." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

And  as  the  old  shepherd  was  going  to  his  fold, 
He  spied  the  old  abbot  come  riding  along, 
"  How  now,  master  abbot !  you're  welcome  home  : 
What  news  have  you  brought  us  from  good  king  John  ?  " 

Deny  down,  &c. 

"  Sad  news,  sad  news,  I  have  thee  to  give. 
For  I  have  but  three  days  space  to  live ; 
If  I  do  not  answer  him  questions  three. 
My  head  will  be  taken  from  my  body.  40 

Derry  down,  &c. 

When  he  is  set '  so  high  on  his  steed/ 
With  his  crown  of  gold  upon  his  head, 
\mongst  all  his  nobility,  with  joy  and  much  mirth, 
[  must  tell  him  to  one  penny  what  he  is  worth. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

\nd  the  next  question  I  must  not  flout, 
EIow  long  he  shall  be  riding  the  world  about ; 
\nd  [at]  the  third  question  I  must  not  shrink. 
But  tell  him  truly  what  he  does  think." 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*  O  master,  did  you  never  hear  it  yet, 

rhat  a  fool  may  learn  a  wise  man  wit ;  50 
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LfTii  me  br:  rcor  harst  and  tout  spparel 
I'^  riis  ID  iair  LoDdoD  aad  answo-  the  qnaireL'" 

Denv  down,  &c 

••  Now  I  ani  se:  *  so  hi^i  on  my  steed.' 
Wirh  mr  crcwn  of  iroid  nzion  mr  head- 
Amongsi  aH  mj  nobDitT.  viih  joy  and  much  miith, 
Now  ieI2  me.  lo  one  penny,  what  I  am  worth.'' 

Deny  down,  &c. 

•■  For  thirty  pence  om-  saviour  was  sold, 
AiDonrs:  the  false  Tews,  as  I  hare  been  told, 
Aad  nine  and  twenty  s  the  worth  of  thee. 
For  I  think  thou  an  one  penny  wozser  than  he.**    60 

Deny  down,  ice. 

'The  king  he  langh'd  and  swore  by  Saint  Bittei 
I  did  not  think  I  had  been  worth  so  little.] 
••  •  At '  the  next  question  thou  mayest  not  flout, 

Kow  lo::i:  I  shall  be  riding  the  world  about" 

[Deny  down,  ^c . 

••  You  in-s:  rise  with  the  sun  and  ride  with  the  same 
Vr-til  the  Dext  momini:  he  rises  aiiain  : 
And  then  I  am  sure,  you  wiii  make  no  doubt, 
Pc:  in  rwem*-fc>ur  hours  vou'Il  ride  it  about." 

Derrv  down.  6:c. 

'  The  kir-c  he  lauirh'd.  and  swore  bv  Saint  John, 
I  did  no:  ±ink  i:  could  be  gone  so  soon.]  P 

•'And  "*:"  the  third  cuesrion  thou  must  not  shrink, 
ri:::  teli  me  truly  what  I  do  thinL" 

[Derry  down,  \cl 

•■  All  that  I  can  do,  and  'twill  make  your  grace  men}'. 
For  vou  think  Tm  the  abbot  of  Canterbury  : 
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I'm  his  poor  shepherd,  as  [here]  you  may  see, 
I  am  come  to  beg  pardon  for  *  him '  and  for  me/' 

Derry  down,  &c. 

king  he  tum'd  him  about  and  did  smile, 
ing,  thou  shalt  be  the  abbot  the  other  while. 
no,  my  '  liege/  there  is  no  such  need, 

I  can  neither  write  nor  read."  80 

Derry  down,  &c. 

len  four  pounds  a  week  will  I  give  unto  thee, 
this  merry  true  jest  thou  hast  told  unto  me  ; 
I  tell  the  old  abbot  when  thou  comest  home, 
•u  hast  brought  him  a  pardon  from  good  king  John." 

Derry  down,  &c. 


XXXVIII. 
SIR  LANCELOT  DU  LAKE. 

BY  THOMAS  DELONEY. 

title  of  the  old  copies  is,  but  very  improperly,  "  The  noble 
:hievements  of  king  Arthur,  and  his  knights  of  the  round 
ble.  To  the  tune  of  Fljring  Fame. "  The  two  first  lines  of 
is  ballad  are  sung  by  Falstaff  in  the  second  part  of  K.  Henry 
^     It  is  inserted  in  '*  The  garland  of  good  will." 

When  Arthur  first  in  court  began. 

And  was  approved  king ; 
By  force  of  arms  great  victories  won. 

And  conquest  home  did  bring ; 

Then  into  Britain  straight  he  came, 

Where  fifty  good  and  able 
Knights  then  repaired  unto  him. 

Which  were  of  the  Round  Table. 
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Acd  many  justs  snd  tcNunaments 

Beibre  hun  there  were  prest, 
Wheren  dxese  knights  did  then  excell, 

And  5ir  sannooni  ihe  rest. 

Bat  Due  sir  T  anceloc  da  Lake, 

'A'ja  Tss  ipprove-i  well. 
Hi.  -Ji  his  nghis  and  deeds  of  arms, 

All  Jtaeis  did  exceH 

'^"len  he  haii  rsscad  him  a  while, 

T  J  ^iav-  and  ^ame:  and  sport ; 
Ke  ±cu2ac  he  wculd  approve  himself 

1:1  scme  advene  rons  sort : 

Ke  STTze-i.  r:de  ht  fbresc  wide. 

And  nsH  i  iamseL  air. 
\\">o  told  ' — "  re  aidvei::i:res  great ; 

Uhereio  bs  ^ts  good  ear. 

W'j'tV  should  no:  I  ?  r:i'Dth  Lancelot  tho, 

Vor  I  ha:  cause  r.iz:e  I  hither. 
riu>u  scem'st.  qu:>th  she,  i  knight  right  good. 
And  I  will  bring  the^  thither. 

Whereas  the  mightiest  knight  doth  dwell, 
That  now  is  of  great  nine :  3 

Wheref6re  tell  me  what  knight  thou  art ; 
And  then  what  is  thv  name. 

"  My  name  is  Lancelot  du  Lake." 

Quoth  she,  It  likes  me,  then ; 
Here  dwells  a  knight  that  never  was 

O'ermatch'd  of  any  man ; 

Who  hath  in  prison  threescore  knights 

And  four,  that  he  hath  bound  ; 
Knights  of  king  Arthurs  court  they  be, 

And  of  the  Table  Round.  40 
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She  brought  him  to  a  river  then, 

And  also  to  a  tree, 
*  Whereon '  a  copper  bason  hung, 

'  And  many '  shields  to  see. 

He  struck  so  hard,  the  bason  broke : 

When  Tarquin  heard  the  sound, 
He  drove  a  horse  before  him  straight. 

Whereon  a  knight  was  bound. 

Sir  knight,  then  said  sir  Lancelot, 
^    Bring  me  that  horse-load  hither,  50 

And  lay  him  down,  and  let  him  rest ; 
We'll  try  our  force  together : 

For,  as  I  understand,  thou  hast. 

As  far  as  thou  art  able. 
Done  great  despite  and  shame  unto 

The  knights  of  the  Round  Table. 

If  thou  art  of  the  Table  Round, 

Quoth  Tarquin  speedily, 
Both  thee  and  all  thy  fellowship, 

I  utterly  defy.  60 

That's  over  much,  quoth  Lancelot  tho ; 

Defend  thee  by  and  by. 
They  put  their  spurs  unto  their  steeds. 

And  each  at  other  fly. 

They  couch'd  their  spears,  and  horses  run, 
As  though  there  had  been  thunder ; 

And  each  struck  then  upon  the  shield. 
Wherewith  they  brake  asunder. 

Their  horses  backs  brake  under  them ; 

The  knights  they  were  astound  :  70 

[  V,  43.  Whereas.  ]  [  ^'  44-  His  fellows.  ] 
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And  I  defy  thee,  do  thy  worst" 

Ha,  ha,  quoth  Tarquin  tho, 
One  of  us  two  shall  end  our  lives, 

Before  that  we  do  go. 

If  thou  be  Lancelot  du  Lake, 

Then  welcome  shalt  thou  be ; 
Wherefore  see  thou  thyself  defend, 

For  now  I  d^fy  thee. 

They  hurled  then  together  fast, 

Like  two  wild  boars  so  rashing,  no 

And  with  their  swords  and  shields  they  ran 

At  one  another,  slashing. 

The  ground  besprinkled  was  with  blood, 

Tarquin  began  to  faint ; 
For  he  had  back'd,  and  bore  his  shield 

So  low,  he  did  repent. 

Which  soon  espied  Lancelot  tho ; 

He  leap'd  upon  him  then. 
He  pull'd  him  down  upon  bis  knee. 

And  rushed  off  his  helm ;  120 

And  then  [he]  struck  his  neck  in  two : 

And,  when  he  had  done  so, 
From  prison  threescore  knights  and  four 

Lancelot  delivered  tho. 
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A  ladjrs  love  did  me  constrain 

To  seek  strange  ventures  in  my  youth  : 

To  try  my  fame  by  feats  of  arms, 

In  strange  and  sundry  heathen  lands ; 
Where  I  atchieved,  for  her  sake, 

Eight  dangerous  conquests  with  my  hands. 
For  first  I  sail'd  to  Normandy, 

And  there  I  stoutly  won  in  fight,  30 

The  emperours  daughter  of  Almain, 

From  many  a  valiant  worthy  knight. 

Then  passed  I  the  seas  of  Greece, 

To  help  the  emperour  to  his  right. 
Against  the  mighty  soldans  host 

Of  puissant  Persians  for  to  fight : 
Where  I  did  slay  of  Saracens, 

And  heathen  pagans,  many  a  man, 
And  slew  the  soldans  cousin  dear, 

Who  had  to  name,  doughty  Colbrbn.  40 

Ezkeldered,  that  famous  knight, 

To  death  likewise  I  did  pursue. 
And  Almain,  king  of  Tyre,  also, 

Most  terrible  in  fight  to  view  : 
I  went  into  the  soldans  host. 

Being  thither  on  ambassage  sent, 
And  brought  away  his  head  with  me, 

I  having  slain  him  in  his  tent. 

There  was  a  dragon  in  the  land. 

Most  fiercely  met  me  by  the  way,  50 

As  he  a  lion  did  ptursue. 

Which  I  also  myself  did  slay. 
From  thence  I  passed  the  seas  of  Greece, 

And  came  to  Pavy  land  aright, 
Where  I  the  duke  of  Pavy  kilPd, 

His  heinous  treason  to  requite. 
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And  after  came  into  this  land, 

Towards  fair  Phillis,  lady  bright ; 
For  love  of  whom  I  travel'd  far, 

To  try  my  manhood  and  my  might  60 

But  when  I  had  espoused  her, 

I  stay'd  with  her  but  forty  days, 
But  there  I  left  tliis  lady  fair. 

And  then  I  went  beyond  the  seas. 

All  clad  in  gray,  in  pilgrim  sort. 

My  voyage  from  her  I  did  take. 
Unto  '  the '  blessed  holy  land, 

For  Jesus  Christ  my  saviours  sake  : 
Where  I  earl  Jonas  did  redeem. 

And  all  his  sons,  which  were  fifteen,  70 

Who,  with  the  cruel  Saracen, 

In  prison,  for  long  time,  had  been. 

I  slew  the  giant  Amarant, 

In  battle  fiercely  hand  to  hand  : 
And  doughty  Barknard  killed  I, 

The  mighty  duke  of  that  same  land. 
Then  I  to  England  came  again, 

And  here  with  Colbron  fell  I  fought, 
An  ugly  giant,  which  the  Danes 

Had  for  their  champion  hither  brought       '^^ 

I  overcame  him  in  the  field, 

And  slew  him  dead  right  valiantly ; 
Where  I  the  land  did  then  redeem 

From  Danish  tribute  utterly ; 
And  afterwards  I  offered  up 

The  use  of  weapons  solemnly, 
At  Winchester,  whereas  I  fought. 

In  sight  of  many  far  and  nigh. 

[K  67.  that] 
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In  Windsor-forest  I  did  slay 

A  boar  of  passing  might  and  strength ;  90 

The  like  in  England  never  was, 

For  hugeness,  both  in  breadth  and  length. 
Some  of  his  bones  in  Warwick,  yet. 

Within  the  castle  there,  do  lie ; 
One  of  his  shield-bones,  to  this  day, 

Hangs  in  the  city  of  Coventry. 

On  Dunsmore-heath  I  also  slew 

A  monstrous,  wild,  and  cruel  beast, 
Call'd  the  dun-cow  of  Dunsmore-heath ; 

Which  many  people  had  oppressed :  100 

Some  of  her  bones  in  Warwick,  yet, 

Still  for  a  monument '  do '  lie ; 
Which,  unto  every  lookers  view. 

As  wond'rous  strange,  they  may  espy. 

Another  dragon  in  the  land, 

I  also  did  in  fight  destroy. 
Which  did  both  men  and  beasts  oppress, 

And  all  the  country  sore  annoy. 
And  then  to  Warwick  came  again. 

Like  pilgrim  poor,  and  was  not  known,       no 
And  there  I  liv'd  a  hermits  life, 

A  mile  and  more  out  of  the  town. 

Where,  with  my  hand,  I  hew'd  a  house, 

Out  of  a  craggy  rock  of  stone ; 
And  lived  like  a  palmer  poor. 

Within  that  cave,  myself  alone ; 
And  dayly  came  to  beg  my  food 

Of  Phillis,  at  my  castle-gate. 
Not  known  unto  my  loving  wife. 

Who  dayly  mourned  for  her  mate.  120 

\V,  102.  doth] 
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From  thence  brought  up  to  London, 

A  prentice  for  to  be. 
A  merchant  on  the  bridge 

Did  like  his  service  so, 
That,  for  three  years,  his  factor 

To  Turkey  he  should  go. 

And  in  that  famous  country 

One  year  he  had  not  been. 
Ere  he  by  tilt  maintained 

The  honour  of  his  queen  ;  20 

Elizabeth  his  princess 

He  nobly  did  make  known, 
To  be  the  phoenix  of  the  world, 

And  none  but  she  alone. 

In  armour  richly  gilded, 

Well  mounted  on  a  steed. 
One  soore  of  knights  most  hardy 

One  day  he  made  to  bleed ; 
And  brought  them  all  to  ground, 

Who  proudly  did  deny  30 

Elizabeth  to  be  the  pearl 

Of  princely  majesty. 


I 


The  king  of  that  same  country 

Thereat  began  to  frown. 
And  wiird  his  son,  there  present. 

To  pull  this  youngster  down ;  •"f 

Who,  at  his  fathers  words. 

These  boasting  speeches  said. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  EngHsh  boy, 

And  hast  the  traitor  played.  40 

"  I  am  no  boy,  nor  traitor, 
Thy  speeches  I  defy, 
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Where  all  the  noble  ladies 

And  barons  of  the  land 
Attended  on  the  king, 

To  see  this  prentice  slain, 
And  buried  in  the  hungry  maws 

Of  those  fierce  lions  twain.  80 

Then  in  his  shirt  of  cambric, 

With  silk  most  richly  wrought. 
This  worthy  London  prentice 

Was  from  the  prison  brought, 
And  to  the  lions  given 

To  staunch  their  hunger  great, 
Which  had  not  eat  in  ten  days  space 

Not  one  small  bit  of  meat. 

But  god,  that  knows  all  secrets, 

The  matter  so  contrived,  90 

That  by  this  young  mans  valour 

They  were  of  life  deprived ; 
For,  being  faint  for  food. 

They  scarcely  could  withstand 
The  noble  force,  and  fortitude. 

And  courage  of  his  hand  : 

For  when  the  hungry  lions 

Had  cast  on  him  their  eyes. 
The  elements  did  thunder 

With  the  echo  of  their  cries  :  100 

And  running  all  amain 

His  body  to  devour, 
Into  their  throats  he  thrust  his  arms, 

With  all  his  might  and  power  : 

From  thence,  by  manly  valour, 
Their  hearts  he  tore  in  sunder, 
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And  at  the  king  he  threw  them, 

To  all  the  peoples  wonder. 
This  have  I  done,  quodi  he, 

For  lovely  Englands  sake,  no 

And  for  my  comitrys  maiden  queen 

Much  more  will  undertake. 

But  when  the  king  perceived 

His  wrathful  lions  hearts, 
Afflicted  with  great  terror, 

His  rigour  soon  reverts  ; 
And  turned  all  his  hate 

Into  remorse  and  love, 
And  said,  It  is  some  angel. 

Sent  down  from  heaven  above.  120 

No,  no,  I  am  no  angel. 

The  courteous  young  man  said, 
But  bom  in  famous  England, 

Where  gods  word  is  obey'd ; 
Assisted  by  the  heavens, 

Who  did  me  thus  befriend, 
Or  else  they  had,  most  cruelly. 

Brought  here  my  life  to  end. 

The  king,  in  heart  amazed, 

Lift  up  his  eyes  to  heaven,  130 

And,  for  his  foul  offences. 

Did  crave  to  be  forgiven  ; 
Believing  that  no  land 

Like  England  may  be  seen. 
No  people  better  governed, 

By  virtue  of  a  queen. 

So  taking  up  this  young  man. 
He  pardoned  him  his  life, 
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And  gave  his  daughter  to  him, 

To  be  his  wedded  wife.  ,  -.     140 

Where  then  they  did  remain, 

And  live  in  quiet  peace, 
In  spending  of  their  happy  days 

In  joy  and  loves  increase. 


A      "i 


XLI. 
SIR  ANDREW  BARTON. 

The  story  of  this  ballad  is  to  be  found  in  most  of  the  English 
chronicles,  under  the  year  151 1.  But  the  ballad,  in  all  proba- 
bility, is  aewiy  a  century  more  modem. 

Wh  en  Flora,  with  har  fragrant  flowers, 

Bedeck'd  the  earth  so  trim  and  gay, 
And  Neptune,  with  his  dainty  showers, 

Came  to  present  the  month  of  May, 
King  Henry  would  a  progress  ridd^' 

Over  the  river  of  Thames  pass'd  he. 
Unto  a  mountain  top  also 

Did  walk  some  pleasure  for  to  see ; 

Where  forty  merchants  he  espied, 

With  fifty  sail  come  towards  him,  jo 

Who  then  no  sooner  were  arriv'd, 

But  on  their  knees  did  thus  compkin  : 
**  An't  please  your  grace,  w©  cannot  sail 

To  France  a  voyage  to  be  sure, 
But  sir  Andrew  Barton  makes  us  quail. 

And  robs  us  of  our  merchant-ware." 

Vex'd  was  the  king,  and  turning  him, 

Said  to  his  lords  of  high  degree. 
Have  I  ne'er  a  lord  within  my  realm, 

Dare  fetch  that  traitor  unto  nae  ?  ao 
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To  him  replied  lord  Charles  Howard, 
I  will,  my  liege  with  heart  and  hand, 

If  it  please  you  grant  me  leave,  he  said, 
I  will  perform  what  you  command. 

To  him  then  spake  king  Henry, 

I  fear,  my  lord,  you  are  too  young. 
No  whit  at  all,  my  liege,  quoth  he, 

I  hope  to  prove  in  vdour  strong. 
The  Scotish  knight  I  vow  to  seek, 

In  what  place  soe'er  he  be,  30 

And  bring  ashore  with  all  his  mighty 

Or  into  Scotland  he  shall  cany  me. 

A  hundred  men,  the  king  then  said, 

Out  of  my  realm  shall  chosen  be  \ 
Besides  sailors  and  ship-boys, 

To  guide  a  great  ship  on  the  sea  \ 
Bow-men  and  gunners  of  good  skill. 

Shall  for  this  service  chosen  be  \ 
And  they,  at  thy  command  and  will, 

In  all  aflfairs  shall  wait  on  thee.  40 

Lord  Howard  call'd  a  gunner  then, 

Who  was  the  best  in  all  the  realm, 
His  age  was  threescore  years  and  ten, 

And  Peter  Simon  was  his  name  : 
My  lord  call'd  then  a  bow-man  rare, 

Whose  active  hands  had  gained  fame, 
A  gentleman  bom  in  Yorkshire, 

And  William  Horsely  was  his  name. 

Horsely,  quoth  he,  I  must  to  sea, 

To  seek  a  traitor  with  good  speed,  50 

Of  a  hundred  bow-men  brave,  quoth  he, 

I  have  chosen  thee  to  be  the  head. 
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"  If  you,  my  lord,  have  chosen  me 

Of  a  hundred  men  to  be  the  head, 
Upon  the  main-mast  I'll  hanged  be, 

If  twelvescore  I  miss  one  shillings  breadth/ 

Lord  Howard  then,  of  courage  bold, 

Went  to  the  sea  with  pleasant  chear, 
Not  curb'd  with  winters  piercing  cold, 

Though  'twas  the  stormy  time  of  year.  60 

Not  long  he  had  been  on  the  sea, 

No  more  in  days  than  number  three,  i 

But  one  Henry  Hunt  there  he  espied, 

A  merchant  of  Newcastle  was  he. 

To  him  Lord  Howard  call'd  out  amain. 

And  strictly  charged  him  to  stand, 
Demanding  then  from  whence  he  came, 

Or  where  he  did  intend  to  land. 
The  merchant  then  made  answer  soon. 

With  heavy  heart,  and  careful  mind,  70 

My  lord,  my  ship  it  doth  belong 

Unto  Newcastle  upon  Tine. 

Can'st  thou  show  me,  the  lord  did  say, 

As  thou  did*st  sail  by  day  and  night, 
A  Scotish  rover  on  the  sea. 

His  name  is  Andrew  Barton,  knight  ? 
At  this  the  merchant  sigh'd  and  said. 

With  grieved  mind  and  well-away, 
But  over-well  I  know  that  knight, 

I  was  his  prisoner  yesterday.  80 

As  I,  my  lord,  did  sail  from  France, 
A  Bourdeaux  voyage  to  take  so  far, 

I  met  with  sir  Andrew  Barton  thence. 
Who  robb'd  me  of  my  merchant-ware ; 
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And  mickle  debts,  god  knows,  I  owe, 
And  every  man  doth  crave  his  own, 

And  I  am  bound  to  London  now ; 
Of  our  gracious  king  to  beg  a  boon. 

Show  me  him,  said  lord  Howard  then, 

Let  me  but  once  the  villain  see,  90 

And  every  penny  he  hath  from  thee  ta'en, 

1*11  double  the  same  with  shillings  three. 
Now  god  forbid,  the  merchant  said, 

I  fear  your  aim  that  you  will  miss ; 
God  bless  you  from  his  tyranny. 

For  little  you  think  what  man  he  is. 

He  is  brass  within,  and  steel  without, 

His  ship  most  huge,  and  mighty  strong, 
With  eighteen  pieces  of  ordnknce, 

He  carrieth  on  each  side  along :  100 

With  beams  for  his  top-castle. 

As  being  also  huge  and  high, 
That  neither  English  nor  Portugal 

Can  sir  Andrew  Bartbn  pass  by. 

Hard  news  thou  show'st,  then  said  the  lord. 

To  welcome  strangers  to  the  sea  ; 
But,  as  I  said,  I'll  bring  him  aboard, 

Or  into  Scotland  he  shall  carry  me, 
The  merchant  said.  If  you  will  do  so, 

Take  counsel  then  I  pray  withall,  i  ic 

Let  no  man  to  his  top-castle  go. 

Nor  strive  to  let  his  beams  down  fall. 

Lend  me  seven  pieces  of  ordnance  then. 
On  each  side  of  my  ship,  quoth  he. 

And  to-morrow,  my  lord,  'twixt  six  and  seven 
Again  I  will  your  honour  see  : 
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A  glass  I'll  set,  that  may  be  seen, 

Whether  you  sail  by  day  or  night, 
And  to-morrow,  be  sure,  before  seven. 

You  shall  see  sir  Andrew  Barton,  knight.   1 20 

The  merchant  set  my  lord  a  glass. 

So  well  apparent  in  his  sight, 
That  on  the  morrow,  as  his  promise  was, 

He  saw  sir  Andrew  Barton,  knight. 
The  lord  then  swore  a  mighty  oath, 

Now  by  the  heavens  that  be  of  might. 
By  faith,  believe  me,  and  by  troth, 

I  think  he  is  a  worthy  knight. 

Fetch  me  my  Lion  out  of  hand, 

Saith  the  lord,  with  rose  and  streamer  high,  130 
Set  up  withall  a  willow  wand, 

That  merchant-like  I  may  pass  by. 
Thus  bravely  did  lord  Howard  pass. 

And  did  on  anchor  rise  so  high ; 
No  top-skil  at  all  he  cast. 

But  as  a  foe  he  did  him  defy. 

Sir  Andrew  Barton  seeing  him 

Thus  scornfully  to  pass  bv, 
As  though  he  cared  not  a  pm 

For  him  and  all  his  company ;  140 

Then  call'd  he  for  his  men  amain. 

Fetch  back  yon  pedler  now,  quoth  he, 
And,  ere  this  way  he  come  again, 

I'll  teach  him  well  his  courtes^. 

A  piece  of  ordnance  soon  was  shot, 

By  this  proud  pirate  fiercely  then. 
Into  lord  Howards  middle  deck. 

Which  cruel  shot  killed  fourteen  men. 
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He  caird  then  Peter  Simon,  he, 

Look  *  now '  thy  word  do  stand  in  stead,   150 
P'or  thou  shalt  be  hanged  on  main  mkst, 

If  thou  miss  twelve-score  one  penny  breadth. 

Then  Peter  Simon  gave  a  shot, 

Which  did  sir  Andrew  mickle  scare, 
In  at  his  deck  it  came  so  hot, 

Kiird  fifteen  of  his  men  of  war  : 
Alas,  then  said  the  pirate  stout, 

I  am  in  danger  now  I  see  ; 
This  is  some  lord,  I  greatly  doubt, 

That  is  set  on  to  conquer  me.  160 

Then  Henry  Hunt,  with  rigour  hot, 

Came  bravely  on  the  other  side, 
Who  likewise  shot  in  at  his  deck. 

And  kiird  fifty  of  his  men  beside  : 
Then,  Out  alas  1  sir  Andrew  cried, 

What  may  a  man  now  think  or  say  ? 
Yon  merchant  thief  that  pierceth  me, 

He  was  my  prisoner  yesterday. 

Then  did  he  on  Gordion  call. 

Unto  the  top-castle  for  to  go,  i;^ 

And  bid  his  beams  he  should  let  fall. 

For  he  greatly  fear'd  an  overthrow. 
The  lord  calFd  Horsely  then  in  haste, 

Look  that  thy  word  now  stand  in  stead, 
For  thou  shall  be  hanged  on  main-m^st. 

If  thou  miss  twelve-score  a  shilling  breadth. 

Then  up  the  mast-tree  swerved  he, 
Tliis  stout  and  mighty  Gordion ; 

liut  Horsely  he,  most  happily, 
Shot  him  under  his  collar-bone.  \^^ 
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Then  calFd  he  on  his  nephew  then, 

Said,  Sisters  sons  I  have  no  mo  ; 
Three  hundred  pound  I  will  give  to  thee, 

If  thou  wilt  to  the  topK^astie  go. 

Then  stoutly  he  began  to  climb. 

From  off  the  mast  scorn'd  to  depart  \ 
But  Horsdy  soon  prevented  him. 

And  deadly  pierc'd  him  to  the  heart. 
His  men  being  slain,  then  up  amain 

Did  this  proud  pirate  climb  with  speed,      190 
For  armour  of  proof  he  had  put  on. 

And  did  not  dint  of  arrows  dread. 

Come  hither  Horsely,  said  the  lord. 

See  thou  thine  arrows  aim  aright : 
Great  means  to  thee  I  will  afford. 

And  if  thou  speed  I'll  make  thee  knight. 
Sir  Andrew  did  climb  up  the  tree, 

With  right  good  will,  and  all  his  main, 
Then  upon  the  breast  hit  Horsely  he, 

Till  the  arrow  did  return  again.  200 

Then  Horsely  'spied  a  private  place. 

With  a  perfect  eye,  in  a  secret  part ; 
His  arrow  swiftly  flew  apace. 

And  smote  sir  Andrew  to  the  heart. 
"  Fight  on,  fight  on,  my  merry  men  all, 

A  little  I  fSOL  hurt,  yet  not  slain. 
1*11  but  lie  dbwn,  and  bleed  a  while, 

And  come  and  fight  with  you  again." 

And  do  not,  said  he,  fear  English  rogues. 
And  of  our  foes  stand  not  in  awe,  210 

But  stand  fast  by  Saint  Andrew's  cross. 
Until  you  hear  my  whistle  blow. — 
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They  never  heard  his  whistle  blow, 
Which  made  them  all  full  sore  afraid, 

Then  Horsely  said.  My  lord,  aboard, 
For  now  sir  Andrew  Barton's  dead. 

Thus  boarded  they  this  gallant  ship. 

With  right  good  will,  and  all  their  main, 
Eighteen  score  Scots  alive  in  it. 

Besides  as  many  more  were  slain.  220 

The  lord  went  where  sir  Andrew  lay, 

And  quickly  then  cut  off  his  head : 
**  I  should  forsake  England  many  a  day, 

If  thou  wert  alive  as  thou  art  dead." 

Thus  from  the  wars  lord  Howard  came, 

With  mickle  joy  and  triumphing. 
The  pirates  head  he  brought  along. 

For  to  present  unto  the  king : 
Who  briefly  then  to  him  did  say, 

Before  he  knew  well  what  was  done,  23c 

Where  is  the  knight  and  pirate  gay? 

That  I  myself  may  give  the  doom. 

You  may  thank  god,  then  said  the  lord, 

And  four  men  in  the  ship,  quoth  he, 
That  we  are  safely  come  ashore, 

Sith  you  never  had  such  an  enemy ; 
That  is,  Henry  Hunt,  and  Peter  Simon, 

William  Horsley,  and  Peters  son ; 
Tlierefore  reward  them  for  their  pains. 

For  they  did  service  in  their  turn.  24c 

To  the  merchant  then  the  king  did  say. 
In  lieu  of  what  he  hath  from  thee  ta'en, 

ril  give  to  thee  a  noble  a  day, 
Sir  Andrews  whistle,  and  his  chain : 


AND  BALLADS,  33 1 

To  Peter  Simon  a  crown  a  day ; 

And  half  a  crown  to  Peters  son ; 
And  that  was  for  a  shot  so  gay, 

Which  bravely  brought  sir  Andrew  down. 

Horsley  I  will  make  thee  a  knight, 

And  in  Yorkshire  thou  shalt  dwell ;  250 

Lord  Howard  shall  [be]  earl  Bury  hight, 

For  this  title  he  deserveth  well : 
Seven  shillings  to  our  English  men, 

Who  in  this  fight  did  stoutly  stand  ; 
And  twelve  pence  a  day  to  the  Scots,  till  they 

Come  to  my  brother  kings  high  land. 


XLII. 
JOHN  ARMSTRONG'S  LAST  GOOD-NIGHT. 

Is  there  never  a  man  in  all  Scotland, 

From  the  highest  estate  to  the  lowest  degree, 

That  can  show  himself  now  before  the  king, 
Scotland  is  so  full  of  treachery  ? 

Yes,  there  is  a  man  in  Westmoreland, 
And  John  Armstrong  they  do  him  call, 

He  has  no  lands  nor  rents  coming  in. 
Yet  he  keeps  eight  score  men  within  his  halL 

He  has  horses  fiboid  harness  for  them  all, 
And  goodly  steeds  that  be  milk-white,  10 

With  their  goodly  belts  about  their  necks. 
With  bats  and  feathers  all  alike. 

The  king  he  writes  a,  loving  lettfer, 
And  with  his  ow^jhand  so  tenderly. 
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And  hath  sent  it  unto  John  Armstrong, 
To  come  and  speak  with  him  speedily. 

When  John  he  look'd  this  letter  upon, 

Good  lord,  he  *  was '  as  blithe  as  a  bird  in  a  tree : 

"  I  was  never  before  a  king  in  my  life, 

My  father,  my  grandfather,  nor  none  of  us  three.  20 

But  seeing  we  must  go  before  the  king, 

Lord  we  will  go  most  gallantly  3 
Ye  shall  every  one  have  a  velvet  coat. 

Laid  down  with  golden  laces  three : 

And  3rou  shall  every  one  have  a  scarlet  cloak, 

Laid  down  with  silver  laces  five  ; 
With  your  golden  belts  about  your  necks, 

With  hats  and  feathers  all  alike." 

But  when  John  he  went  from  Giltnock  hall. 

The  wind  it  blew  hard,  and  full  fast  it  did  rain :  30 

"  Now  fair  thee  well,  thou  Giltnock-hall, 
I  fear  I  shall  never  see  thee  again." 

Now  John  is  to  Edinburgh  gone. 
With  his  eight  score  men  so  gallantly. 

And  every  one  of  them  on  a  milk-white  steed, 
With  their  bucklers  and  swords  hanging  to  their 
knee. 

But  when  John  came  the  king  before. 

With  his  eight  score  men  so  gallant  to  see, 

The  king  he  mov'd  his  bonnet  to  him. 

He  thought  he  had  been  a  king  as  well  as  he.    4^ 

O  pardon,  pardon,  my  sovereign  liege. 
Pardon  for  my  eight  score  men  and  me ; 


[V.  18.  lookU] 
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For  my  name  it  is  John  Armstr6ng, 

And  a  subject  of  yours,  my  liege,  said  he. 

*'  Away  with  thee,  thou  false  traitbr, 

No  pardon  will  I  grant  to  thee, 
But,  to-morrow  '  morn '  by  eight  of  the  clock, 

I  will  hang  up  thy  eight  score  men  and  thee." 

Then  John  looked  over  his  left  shouldfer. 

And  to  his  merry  men  thus  said  he, 
I  have  asked  grace  of  a  graceless  face, 

No  pardon  there  is  for  you  or  me. 

Then  John  puU'd  out  his  nut-brown  sword, 

And  it  was  made  of  metal  so  free, 
Had  not  the  king  mov'd  his  foot  as  he  did, 

John  had  taken  his  head  from  his  fair  body. 

"  Come,  follow  me,  my  merry  men  all, 

We  will  scorn  one  foot  for  to  fly. 
It  shall  ne'er  be  said  we  were  hung  like  dogs. 

We  will  fight  it  out  most  manfully." 

Then  they  fought  on  like  champions  bold. 
For  their  hearts  were  sturdy,  stout  and  free. 

Till  they  had  kill'd  all  the  kings  good  guard, 
There  was  none  left  alive  but  two  or  three. 

But  then  rose  up  all  Edinburgh, 

They  rose  up  by  thousands  three. 
Then  a  cowardly  Scot  came  John  behind. 

And  run  him  through  the  fair  body. 

Said  John,  "  Fight  on  my  merry  men  all, 

I  am  a  little  wounded,  but  am  not  slain  ;  70 

\y,  47.  morning.] 
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I  will  lay  me  down  for  to  bleed  a  while, 
Then  I'll  rise  and  fight  with  yon  again." 

Then  they  fought  on  like  madmen  all. 
Till  many  a  man  lay  dead  on  the  plain, 

For  they  were  resolved,  before  they  would  yield, 
That  every  man  would  there  be  slain. 

So  there  they  fought  courageously, 

Till  most  of  them  lay  dead  there  and  slain ; 

But  little  Iklusgrave  that  was  his  foot-page, 

With  his  bonny  Grissel  got  away  unta'en.  ?o 

But  when  he  came  to  Giltnock-hall, 

The  lady  spied  him  presently  : 
f*  AVhat  news,  what  news,  thou  little  foot-page, 

What  news  from  thy  master,  and  his  company?" 

My  news  is  bad,  lad^,  he  said. 

Which  I  do  bring  as  you  may  see  ; 
My  master  John  Armstrong  he  is  slain. 

And  all  his  gallant  company. 

"  Yet  thou  art  welcome  home,  my  bonny  Grissel, 
Full  oft  thou  hast  been  fed  with  com  and  hay,   90 

But  now  thou  shalt  be  fed  with  bread  and  wine, 
And  thy  sides  shall  be  spurred  no  more,  I  say.*' 

O  then  bespake  his  little  son, 

As  he  sat  on  his  nurses  knee. 
If  ever  I  live  to  be  a  man. 

My  fathers  death  reveng'd  shall  be."* 


[K  74.  upon.] 
*  The  best  account  of  Armstrong,  his  conduct,  capture,  an^» 
execution, — for,  alas  I  instead  of  ending  his  life  so  gallantly  as  lie 
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XLIII. 
THE  HUNTING  IN  CHEVY-CHASE. 

Apparently  modernised  from  a  very  ancient  piece  upon  the  same 
suWect,  preserved  by  Heame  (G.  Neubri.  I.  Ixxxii.)  ;  and  now 
added  to  the  present  collection.  An  admirable  L>atin  version, 
written  at  the  command  of  Compton,  bishop  of  London,  by 
Henry  Bold,  is  inserted  among  his  Latin  songs,  and  in  Drydens 
"  Collection  of  miscellaneous  poems. ^' 


t> 


God  prosper  long  our  noble  king, 

Our  lives  and  safeties  all ; 
A  woeful  hunting  once  there  did 

In  Chevy-chase  befall : 

To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 

Earl  Percy  took  his  way  ; 
The  child  may  rue  that  is  unborn 

The  hunting  of  that  day. 

The  stout  earl  of  Northumberland 

A  vow  to  god  did  make,  lo 

His  pleasure  in  the  Scotish  woods 
Three  summer  days  to  take ; 

The  chiefest  harts  in  Chevy-chase 

To  kill  and  bear  away : 
These  tidings  to  earl  Douglas  came. 

In  Scotland  where  he  lay ;  . 

Who  sent  earl  Percy  present  word 
He  would  prevent  his  sport : 

is  here  made  to  do,  he  was  ignobly  hanged  upon  a  gallows, — is  to 
be  found,  in  Lindsay  of  Pitscotties  History  of  Scotland.  (Edin. 
1727,  fo.)  He  is  likewise  noticed  by  Buchanan. — See  both  and 
other  passages,  in  a  note  to  a  different  ballad  upon  the  same 
subject    Scotish  songs^  1794,  volume  ii.  p.  7. 


^ 


J 


20 
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The  English  earl,  not  fearing  this, 
Did  to  the  woods  resort, . 

With  fifteen  hundred  bowmen  bold ; 

All  chosen  men  of  might, 
Who  knew  full  well,  in  time  of  need, 

To  aim  their  shafts  aright 

The  gallant  greyhounds  swiftly  ran, 

To  chase  the  fallow  deer : 
On  Monday  they  began  to  hunt, 

When  daylight  did  appear ; 

And,  long  before  high  noon,  they  had 
A  hundred  fat  bucks  slain ;  3° 

Then,  having  din'd,  the  drovers  went 
To  rouse  them  up  again. 

The  bowmen  muster'd  on  the  hills, 

Well  able  to  endure ; 
Their  backsides  all,  with  special  care, 

That  day  were  guarded  sure. 

The  hounds  ran  swiftly  through  the  woods, 

The  nimble  deer  to  take, 
And  with  their  cries  the  hills  and  dales 

An  echo  shrill  did  make.  4^ 

Lord  Percy  to  the  quarry  went. 
To  view  the  slaughter'd  deer ; 

Quoth  he,  Earl  Douglas  promised 
This  day  to  meet  me  here  : 

If  that  I  thought  he  would  not  come, 

No  longer  would  I  stay. 
With  that  a  brave  young  gentleman 

Thus  to  the  earl  did  say  : 
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Lo  !  yonder  doth  earl  Douglas  come, 

His  men  in  armour  bright ;  50 

Full  twenty  hundred  Scotish  spears 
All  marching  in  our  sight ; 

All  men  of  pleasant  Tiv'idale, 

Fast  by  the  river  Tweed. 
Then  cease  your  sport,  earl  Percy  said, 

And  take  your  bows  with  speed : 

And  now  with  me,  my  countrymen. 

Your  courage  forth  advance ; 
For  never  was  there  champion  yet, 

In  Scotland  or  in  France,  60 

That  ever  did  on  horseback  come, 

But  if  my  hap  it  were, 
I  durst  encounter,  man  for  man. 

With  him  to  break  a  spear. 

Earl  Douglas,  on  a  milk-white  steed. 

Most  hke  a  baron  bold. 
Rode  foremost  of  the  company. 

Whose  armour  shone  like  gold  : 

Show  me,  said  he,  whose  men  you  be, 

That  hunt  so  boldly  here ;  70 

That,  without  my  consent,  dp  chase, 
And  kill  my  fallow-deer ! 

The  man  that  first  did  answer  make. 

Was  noble  Percy,  he  ; 
Who  said.  We  list  not  to  declare. 

Nor  show  whose  men  we  be  : 

Yet  we  will  spend  our  dearest  blood, 

Thy  chiefest  harts  to  slay. 
Then  Douglas  swore  a  solemn  oath. 

And  thus  in  rage  did  say :  80 
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Ere  thus  I  will  out-braved  be, 

One  of  us  two  shall  die : 
I  know  thee  well,  an  earl  thon  art, 

Lord  Percy,  so  am  I. 

But  trust  me,  Percy,  pity  it  were. 

And  great  offence,  to  kill 
Any  of  these  our  harmless  men, 

For  they  have  done  no  ill : 

Let  thou  and  I  the  battle  try. 

And  set  our  men  aside,  9^ 

Accurs'd  be  he,  lord  Percy  said. 

By  whom  this  is  denied. 

Then  stepp'd  a  gallant  squire  forth, 

Witherington  was  his  name, 
Who  said,  I  would  not  have  it  told 

To  Henry  our  king,  for  shame, 

That  e'er  my  captain  fought  on  foot, 

And  I  stood  looking  on : 
You  be  two  earls,  said  Witherington, 

And  I  a  squire  alone : 

I'll  do  the  best  that  do  I  may. 
While  I  have  strength  to  stand ; 

While  I  have  power  to  wield  my  sword, 
I'll  fight  with  heart  and  hand. 

Our  English  archers  bent  their  bows. 
Their  hearts  were  good  and  true ; 

At  the  first  flight  of  arrows  sent. 
Full  threescore  Scots  they  slew. 

To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 
Earl  Douglas  had  the  bent ;  nc 

A  captain  mov'd  with  mickle  pride. 
The  spears  to  shivers  sent. 


100 
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They  clos'd  full  fast  on  every  side, 

No  slackness  there  was  found ; 
And  many  a  gallant  gentleman 

Lay  gasping  on  the  ground. 

0  Christ !  it  was  a  grief  to  see, 
And  likewise  for  to  hear 

The  cries  of  men  l)dng  in  their  gore. 

And  scattered  here  and  there.  120 

At  last  these  two  stout  earls  did  meet, 

Like  captains  of  great  might ; 
Like  lions  moVd,  they  laid  on  load. 

And  made  a  cruel  fight 

They  fought  until  they  both  did  sweat, 

With  swords  of  tempered  steel ; 
Until  the  blood,  like  drops  of  rain. 

They  trickling  down  did  feel. 

Yield  thee,  lord  Percy,  Douglas  said. 

In  faith  I  will  thee  bring  130 

Where  thou  shalt  high  advanced  be 
By  James  our  Scotish  king : 

Thy  ransom  I  will  freely  give. 

And  thus  report  of  thee. 
Thou  art  the  most  courageous  knight. 

That  ever  I  did  see. 

No,  Douglas,  quoth  earl  Percy  then, 
Thy  proffer  I  do  scorn ; 

1  will  not  yield  to  any  Scot 

That  ever  yet  was  bom.  140 

With  that  there  came  an  arrow  keen. 

Out  of  an  English  bow. 
Which  struck  earl  Douglas  to  the  heart, 

A  deep  and  deadly  blow : 
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Who  never  spoke  more  words  than  these, 

Fight  on,  my  merry  men  all ; 
For  why,  my  life  is  at  an  end, 

Lord  Percy  sees  my  fall. 

Then  leaving  life,  earl  Percy  took 

The  dead  man  by  the  hand,  150 

And  said.  Earl  Douglas,  for  thy  life 
Would  I  had  lost  my  land. 

O  Christ !  my  very  heart  doth  bleed, 

With  sorrow  for  thy  sake ; 
For  sure,  a  more  renowned  knight 

Mischance  did  never  take. 

A  knight  amongst  the  Scots  there  was. 

Which  saw  earl  Douglas  die, 
Who  straight  in  wrath  did  vow  revenge 

Upon  the  earl  Percy :  160 

Sir  Hugh  Montgomery  was  he  call'd  ; 

Who,  with  a  spear  most  bright. 
Well  mounted  on  a  gallant  steed. 

Ran  fiercely  through  the  fight ; 

And  pass'd  the  English  archers  all, 

Without  all  dread  or  fear  ; 
And  through  earl  Percys  body  then 

He  thrust  his  hateful  spear  : 

With  such  a  vehement  force  and  might 

He  did  his  body  gore,  170 

The  spear  went  through  the  other  side 
A  large  cloth-yard,  and  more. 

So  thus  did  both  these  nobles  die, 
Whose  courage  none  could  stain  : 

An  English  archer  then  perceiv'd 
The  noble  earl  was  slain : 


^ 
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He  had  a  bow  bent  in  his  hand, 

Made  of  a  trusty  tree ; 
An  arrow  of  a  cloth-yard  long 

Up  to  the  head  drew  he  :  1 80 

Against  sir  Hugh  Montgomery 

So  right  the  shaft  he  set, 
The  grey-goose-wing  that  was  thereon 

In  his  heart-blood  was  wet. 

This  fight  did  last  from  break  of  day 

Till  setting  of  the  sun ; 
For  when  they  rung  the  evening-bell  * 

The  battle  scarce  was  done. 

With  the  earl  Percy  there  was  slain 
Sir  John  of  Ogerton,  1 90 

Sir  Robert  Ratcliffe,  and  sir  John, 
Sir  James  that  bold  barbn  : 

And,  with  sir  George,  and  good  sir  James, 
Both  knights  of  good  account, 


*  (( 


That  is,"  according  to  dr.  Percy,  "the  Curfew  bell, 
usually  rung  at  eight  o'clock."  But,  if  this  be  the  present 
authors  meaning,  he  has  deviated  very  widely  from  his  original, 
which  expressly  tells  us,  that 

"  When  BVBN-SONG  bell  w^s  rang  the  battell  was  nat  half  done." 

That  it  was  formerly  looked  upon  as  an  uncommon,  and,  per- 
haps, irreligious  circumstance,  for  a  Christian  army  to  continue 
engaged  after  the  ringing  of  this  bell,  appears  from  a  similar  pas- 
sage in  the  ancient  Catalan  romance  of  Tirant  lo  blanch 
(Barcelona,  1497,  folio)  >  where  it  is  said, "  E  continuant  toste'ps 
la  batailla  era  ia  quasi  hora  de  vespres,"  <Sr»^.  So,  likewise,  in 
the  "  Histoire  du  noble  preux  et  vaillant  Guerin  de  Montglave," 
(Lyon,  1585,  8vo.)  *^  &  maintint  la  guerre  jusques  ^  I'heure  de 
vespres.  The  reason  is  that  the  angelical  salutation  was  then 
sung,  whence  it  was  sometimes  called  The  Ave-Maria  bell. 
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Good  sir  Ralph  Raby  there  was  slain, 
Whose  prowess  did  surmount. 

For  Witherington  needs  must  I  wail, 

As  one  in  doleful  dumps ; 
For  when  his  legs  were  smitten  off, 

He  fought  upon  his  stumps.  200 

And  with  earl  Douglas  there  was  slain, 

Sir  Hugh  Montgomery ; 
Sir  Charles  Curr^l,  that  from  the  field 

One  foot  would  never  fly ; 

Sir  Charles  Murr^l  of  Ratcliffe  too. 

His  sisters  son  was  he  ; 
Sir  David  Lamb,  so  well  esteem'd, 

Yet  saved  could  not  be. 

And  the  lord  Maxwell,  in  like  wise. 

Did  with  earl  Douglas  die  :  210 

Of  twenty  hundred  Scotish  spears, 
Scarce  fifty  five  did  fly. 

Of  fifteen  hundred  Englishmen, 

Went  home  but  fifty  three  : 
The  rest  were  slain  in  Chevy- Chase, 

Und^r  the  green  wood  tree. 

Next  day  did  many  widows  come, 

Their  husbands  to  bewail ; 
They  washed  their  wounds  in  brinish  tears, 

But  all  would  not  prevail.  220 

Their  bodies,  bath'd  in  purple  blood, 

They  bore  with  them  away ; 
They  kiss'd  them  dead  a  thousand  times, 

When  they  were  clad  in  clay. 
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t 

This  news  was  brought  to  Edinburgh, 

Where  Scotlands  king  did  reign, 
That  brave  earl  Douglas  suddenly 

Was  with  an  arrow  slain. 

0  heavy  news,  king  James  did  say, 
Scotland  can  witness  be,  230 

1  have  not  any  captain  more 
Of  such  account  as  he. 

Like  tidings  to  king  Henry  came, 

Within  as  short  a  space, 
That  Percy  of  Northumberland 

Was  slain  in  Chevy-chase. 

Now  god  be  with  him,  said  our  king, 

Sith  'twill  no  better  be ; 
I  trust  I  have  within  my  realm. 

Five  hundred  as  good  as  he.  240 

Yet  shall  not  Scot  nor  Scotland  say, 

But  I  will  vengeance  take ; 
And  be  revenged  on  them  all, 

For  brave  lord  Percys  sake. 

This  vow  full  well  the  king  performed, 

After,  on  Humbledown ; 
In  one  day,  fifty  knights  were  slain, 

With  lords  of  great  renown ; 

And  of  the  rest,  of  small  account, 

Did  many  hundreds  die.  250 

Thus  ended  the  hunting  of  Chevy-chase, 

Made  by  the  earl  Percy. 

God  save  the  king,  and  bless  the  land 

In  plenty,  joy,  and  peace ; 
And  grant,  henceforth,  that  foul  debate 

'Twixt  noblemen  may  cease. 
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THE  REIGNS  OF  JAMES  I.,  CHARLES  I.,  CHARLES  IL, 
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I. 

A  LOVE  SONG. 

BY  MASTER  WITHER. 

— Is  given  from  a  small  miscellany  in  l2mo.  intitled,  **A 
description  of  love :  with  certaine  epigrams,  elegies,  and 
sonnets.  And  also  Johnsons  answere  to  master  Withers. 
The  second  edition,  with  the  crie  of  Ludgate,  and  the  song 
of  the  Begger."  Lond.  1620*.  — The  third  verse  is  quoted  by 
Heame  in  his  notes  and  spicilege  on  William  of  Newborough, 
(p.  756. )  and  by  him  attributed  to  the  above  writer.  In  some 
editions  of  that  humourous  trifle,  "The  Companion  to  the 
Guide,"  one  of  the  juvenile  productions  of  the  present 
laureat,  may  be  found  a  similar  song,  which  the  ingenious 
author  ascribes  to  Taylor  the  Water- Poet,  and  supposes  to  be 
older  than  this  of  Withers,  being  printed  in  1618;  a  cir- 
cumstance by  no  means  conclusive ;  and  whoever  examines 
and  compares  the  two  pieces  can  scarcely  hesitate  a 
moment  in  deciding  in  favour  of  the  following  ballad,  both 
as  to  antiquity  and  merit.  To  cut  the  matter  short,  how- 
ever, we  shall  attempt  to  ascertain  the  very  year  in  which 
it  was  written.  The  author  was  admitted  of  Magdalen, 
College,  Oxford,  in  1604,  and  having  pursued  his  studies  for 
three  years,  left  the  University  for  the  Inns  of  Chancery. 
Now  it  will  be  evident  that  this  song  was  written  at  college, 
as  well  from  its  being  clearly  a  youthful  composition,  as  from 
the  mention  he  makes  in  it  of  his  summer  excursions  to 
Medley,  **a  large  house  between  Godstow  and  Oxford,  very 

*  The  8th  edition  of  this  popular  little  book  appeared  in  1636,  and  the 
ninth  in  1638. 
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Zitsasancif  CTiaflrvS  jaisc  tsy  tbe  rircr,  and  a  funoos  place  for 
Tsssrssasm  m  ^iih  Hm  tamae.**  See  also  V.  6a  If  tbexefore 
my  jliffl^ryhcfagj^MrforhasfcLliii^m  k>Te,  the  second  for  tbe 
lEioaci&jtte  iKSazx  be  expeiienoed,  and  the  third  for  the  loss 
<e£  Irs  ncscrcBk.  t^iy  sci^  lEost  hare  been  written  in  1606, 
-m^itBL  iStt  ix±n3r  was  i&  yaas  of  age.  John  Taylor  was  on 
xJZ  ficc&aiazs  tbe  prcfessed  antagonist  of  Wither,  and  there 
u-xrm.T  itt;  a  dccbi  i^bai  tbe  song  printed  bj  Mr.  \Varton  is 
i.  ijrec:  psrocr  c£  ibe  foiiSowii^. 
H.<cri!c  W^nber  was  ben  in  15SS.  and  died  in  1667.  The  reader 
-vrZl  intSi  icazie  acacox:  of  him  in  Percys  HdiqueSt  Vd.  Ill- 
7.  icci.  azif  a  ^vstIob:^  one  in  Woods  Atketut  Oxomaues, 
VaL.  11.  j^  39I- 

I  LOT^D  a  lasse,  a  &ire  one. 
As  taire  as  ^ e'er'  was  seene ; 

Sbe  mas,  inceed,  a  rare  one, 
A3M>ther  Sheba  qaeene ; 

Bet.  fook,  as  then  I  was, 
I  thought  she  lov'd  me  too ; 

Bat,  now,  alas  !  sh'as  left  me. 


Her  haire.  like  gold,  did  glister, 
Each  eye  was  [like]  a  starre ; 

Shee  did  sarpasse  her  sister, 
Which  past  all  others  farre  : 

Shee  would  me  hony  call. 
She'd,  o  she'd  kisse  me  too  ! 

But,  now.  alasse  !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falcro  Itro  ioo. 

In  summer-time,  to  Medley 
My  love  and  I  would  goe, 

The  boat-men  there  stood  readie, 
My  love  and  I  to  rowe ; 


Hcamc  ubi  supra,  p.  755,  756. 
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For  creame  there  would  we  call, 
For  cakes,  and  for  prunes  too, 
But,  now,  alasse  !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Many  a  merry  meeting 

My  love  and  I  have  had ; 
She  was  my  onely  sweeting, 

She  made  my  heart  full  glad  : 
The  teares  stood  in  her  eyes. 

Like  to  the  morning-dew ;  30 

But,  now,  alasse  !  sh'as  left  me, 
Faiero,  lero^  loo. 

And,  as  abroad  we  walked, 

As  lovers  fashion  is. 
Oft,  as  we  sweetly  talked. 

The  sun  would  steale  a  kisse. 
The  winde  upon  her  lips 

Likewise  most  sweetly  blew  ; 
But,  now,  alasse !  sh'as  left  me, 

Falero,  lero,  loo,  40 

Her  cheekes  were  like  the  cherrie. 

Her  skin  as  white  as  snow ; 
When  she  was  blyth  and  merrie. 

She  angel-like  did  show : 
Her  wast  exceeding  small, 

The  fives  did  fit  her  shoo :  * 
But,  now,  alasse*!  sh*as  left  me, 
FalerOj  Itro^  loo. 

In  summer-time  or  winter. 

She  had  her  hearts  desire,  50 


*  This  is  understood  to  mean,  that  her  shoes  were  made  up- 
on the  last  No,  5,  being  one  of  the  smallest  size. 
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I  stil  did  scome  to  stint  her 

From  sugar,  sacke  or  fire  : 
The  world  went  round  about, 

No  cares  we  ever  knew ; 
But,  now,  alasse  !  sh'as  left  me, 
FalerOy  lero^  loo. 

As  we  walk'd  home  together. 
At  midnight,  through  the  towne. 

To  keepe  away  the  weather, 

O're  her  I'd  cast  my  gowne ;  60 

No  colde  my  love  should  feele, 
*  Whate'er '  the  heavens  could  doe ; 

But,  now,  alasse !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Like  doves  we  would  be  billing, 

And  clip  and  kisse  so  fast, 
Yet  she  would  be  unwilling, 

That  I  should  kisse  the  last ; 
They're  Judas  kisses  now. 

Since  that  they  proved  untrue,  70 

For,  now,  alasse !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero^  lero,  loo. 

To  maidens  vowes  and  swearing 

Henceforth  nocred  it  give  ; 
You  may  give  them  the  hearing, 

But  never  them  beleeve  : 
They  are  as  false  as  faire, 

Unconstant,  fraile,  untrue ; 
For  mine,  alasse  !  hath  left  me, 

Faleroy  lerOy  loo.  80 

'Twas  I  that  paid  for  all  things, 
'Twas  *  others '  dranke  the  wine ; 


AND  BALLADS.  35  I 

I  cannot  now  recall  things, 

Live  but  a  foole  to  pine  : 
*Twas  I  that  beat  the  bush. 

The  bird  to  others  flew ; 
For  she,  alasse !  hath  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

If  ever  that  dame  Nature, 

For  this  false  lovers  sake,  90 

Another  pleasing  creature. 

Like  unto  her  would  make, 
I^t  her  remember  this, 

To  make  the  other  true, 
For  this,  alasse !  hath  left  me, 
JFalerOy  lero,  loo. 

No  riches,  now,  can  raise  me, 

No  want  make  me  despaire. 
No  miserie  amaze  me. 

Nor  yet  for  want  I  care  :  100 

I  have  lost  a  world  it  selfe. 

My  earthly  heaven,  adue ! 
Since  she,  alasse  1  hath  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 


IL 

A  CAROL  FOR  PRESENTING  THE  WASSEL-BOVVL, 
TO  BE  SUNG  UPON  TWELFTH-DAY  AT  NIGHT. 

From  a  collection  intitled,  "New  Christmas  Carrels  :  Being  fit 
also  to  be  sung  at  Easter,  Whitsontide,  and  other  Festival 
days  in  the  year."  no  date.  lamo.  black  letter ;  in  the  curious 
study  of  that  ever  to  be  respected  antiquary  Anthony  k  Wood, 
in  the  Ashmoleian  Museum. 


i 


352  ANCIENT  SONGS 

"There  was  an  ancient  custom,"  says  Brand,  "(I  know  not 
whether  it  be  not  yet  retained  in  many  places):  Young  women 
went  about  with  a  Wassail-Bowl,  that  is,  a  bowl  of  spiced 
ale,  on  new  year's  eve,  with  some  sort  of  verses  that  were  sung 
by  them  in  going  about  from  door  to  door.  .  .  .  They  accepted 
little  presents  from  the  houses  they  stopped  at  Mr.  Selden 
thus  alludes  to  it  in  his  Table  Talk,  Art.  Pope.  *  The  Pope 
in  sending  relicks  to  princes  does  as  wenches  do  by  their 
WASSELS  at  New  years  tide.  They  present  you  with  a  cup, 
and  you  must  drink  of  a  slabby  stuff  ;  but  the  meaning 
is,  you  must  GIVE  them  money,  ten  times  more  than  it  is 
worth.'"  [Poptdar  Antiqmtia  of  Great  Britain,  i.  i.  et 
seqq.;  269,  iiL,  93,]  and  the  "Dissertation"  prefixed  to  this 
collection. 

Ben  Jonson,  in  "  Christmas  his  masque,"  presented  at  court  1616, 
introduces  "  Carol,  in  a  long  tawney  coat,  with  a  red  cap, 
and  a  flute  at  his  girdle  ;  his  torch-bearer  carrying  a  song-book 
open :  "  and  "  Wassel,  like  a  neat  sempster  and  songster ; 
her  page  bearing  a  brown  bowl,  drest  with  ribbands  and 
rosemary  before  her." 

A  JOLLY  wassel-bowl, 

A  wassel  of  good  ale, 
Well  fare  the  butlers  soul. 

That  setteth  this  to  sale  : 
Our  jolly  wassel ! 

Good  dame,  here,  at  your  door, 

Our  wassel  we  begin  ; 
We  are  all  maidens  poor, 

We  pray  now  let  us  in 
With  our  wassel. 

Our  wassel  we  do  fill 

With  apples  and  with  spice. 

Then  grant  us  your  good  will 
To  tast  here  once  or  twice 
Of  our  wassel. 

If  any  maidens  be 
Here  dwelling  in  this  house, 
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They  kindly  will  agree 
To  take  a  full  carouse 
Of  our  wassel. 

But  here  they  let  us  stand, 

All  freezing  in  the  cold : 
Good  master,  give  command 

To  enter  and  be  bold, 
With  our  wassel. 

Much  joy  into  this  hall 

With  us  is  entered  in ; 
Our  master,  first  of  all. 

We  hope  will  now  begin. 
Of  our  wassel : 

And  after  his  good  wife 

Our  spiced  bowl  will  try ; 
The  lord  prolong  your  life  ! 

Good  fortune  we  espy 
For  our  wassel. 

Some  bounty  from  your  hands, 

Our  wassel  to  maintain, 
We*l  buy  no  house  nor  lands 

With  that  which  we  do  gain 
With  our  wassel. 

This  is  our  merry  night 

Of  choosing  king  and  queen  ; 

Then,  be  it  your  delight, 

That  something  may  be  seen 
In  our  wassel. 

It  is  a  noble  part 

To  bear  a  liberal  mind, 
God  bless  our  masters  heart ! 

For  here  we  comfort  find. 
With  our  wassel : 


J 
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And  now  we  must  be  gone, 
To  seek  out  more  good  cheer ; 

Where  bounty  will  be  shown, 
As  we  have  found  it  here, 
With  our  wassel. 

Much  joy  betide  them  all, 
Our  prayers  shall  be  still. 

We  hope  and  ever  shall 
For  this  your  great  good  will 
To  our  wassel. 


III. 
A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

God  bless  the  master  of  this  house, 

The  mistress,  also. 
And  all  the  little  children, 

That  round  the  table  go  : 

And  all  your  kin  and  kinsfolk, 
That  dwell  both  far  and  near ; 

I  wish  you  a  merry  Christmas, 
And  a  happy  new  year. 


IV. 

THE  TAMING  OF  A  SHREW. 

From  one  of  the  Sloan  MSS.  in  the  Museum  (No.  1489).     Th< 
writing  of  Charles  the  Ists  time. 

Al  you  that  are  assembled  heere, 

Come  listen  to  my  song. 
But  first  a  pardon  I  must  crave. 

For  feare  of  further  wrong ; 
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I  must  entreat  thes  good  wyves  al 

They  wil  not  angry e  be, 
And  I  will  sing  a  merry e  song, 

If  they  thereto  agree. 

Because  the  song  I  mean  to  sing 

Doth  touch  them  most  of  all,  lo 

And  loth  I  were  that  any  one 

With  me  shold  chide  and  brawle ; 
I  have  anough  of  that  at  home, 

At  boarde,  and  eake  in  bed. 
And  once  for  singing  this  same  song 

My  wyfe  did  breaks  my  head. 

But  if  thes  good  wyves  all  be  pleasd, 

And  pleased  be  the  men. 
He  venture  one  more  broken  pate, 

To  sing  it  once  agayne ;  20 

But  first  He  tell  you  what  its  cald, 

For  feare  you  heare  no  more, 
Tis  calde  the  Taming  of  a  Shrew, 

Not  often  sung  before. 

And  if  I  then  shall  sing  the  rest, 

A  signe  I  needs  must  have. 
Hold  but  your  finger  up  to  me. 

Or  hem,  thats  al  I  crave  ; 
Then  wil  I  sing  it  with  a  harte, 

And  to  it  roundelye  goe,  30 

You  know  my  mynde,  now  let  me  see 

Whether  I  shal  singft  or  no.     Hem. 

Well  then  I  see  you  willing  are 

That  I  shall  sing  the  reste. 
To  pleasure  all  thes  good  wyves  heire 

I  meane  to  do  my  best. 
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For  I  doe  see  even  by  their  lookes 

No  hurte  to  me  they  thinke, 
And  thus  it  chancte  upon  a  tyme 

(But  first  give  me  a  drinke).  40 

Not  long  agoe  a  lustye  lad 

Did  woe  a  livelye  lasse, 
And  long  it  was  before  he  cold 

His  purpose  bring  to  passe  ; 
Yet  at  the  lenth  it  thus  fell  out 

She  granted  his  petition, 
That  she  wold  be  his  wedded  wyfe, 

But  yet  on  this  condicion, 

That  she  shold  weare  the  breeches  on 

For  one  yeare  and  a  day,  50 

And  not  to  be  controld  of  him 

Whatsoere  *  she'd  do,  or  say/ 
She  rulde,  shee  raignd,  she  had  hir  wil. 

Even  as  she  wold  require, 
But  marke  what  fell  out  afterwards, 

Good  wyves  I  you  desyre. 

She  made  him  weary  of  his  lyfe, 

He  wishte  that  death  wold  come, 
And  end  his  myserye  at  once, 

Ere  that  the  yeare  was  run ;  60 

He  thought  it  was  the  longest  yeare. 

That  was  since  he  was  borne. 
But  he  cold  not  the  matter  mend 

For  he  was  thereto  sworne. 

Yet  hath  the  longest  day  his  date. 

For  this  we  al  do  know. 
Although  the  day  be  neer  soe  long 

To  even  soone  wil  it  goe ; 


[  K  52.  she  did  or  said.] 
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So  fell  it  out  with  hir  at  lenth, 

The  yeare  was  now  come  out,  70 

The  sun,  and  moone,  and  all  the  starres. 

Their  race  had  run  about 

Then  he  began  to  rouse  himselfe, 

And  to  his  wyfe  he  saide. 
Since  that  your  raigne  is  at  an  end, 

Now  know  me  for  your  heade ; 
But  she  that  had  borne  swaye  so  long 

Wold  not  be  under  brought, 
But  stil  hir  tounge  on  pattens  ran 

Though  many  blowes  she  caught.  80 

He  bet  hir  backe,  he  bet  hir  syde. 

He  bet  hir  blacke  and  blew. 
But  for  all  this  she  wold  not  mend, 

But  worse  and  worse  she  grew ; 
When  that  he  saw  she  wolde  not  mend, 

Another  way  wrought  hee, 
He  mewde  hir  up  as  men  mew  hawkes 

Where  *  noe '  light  she  cold  see. 

And  kept  hir  without  meate  or  drinke 

For  four  dayes  space  and  more,  90 

Yet  for  all  this  she  was  as  ill 

As  ere  she  was  before ; 
When  that  he  saw  she  wold  not  mend, 

Nor  that  she  wold  be  quiet, 
Neither  for  stroakes,  nor  locking  up. 

Nor  yet  for  want  of  dyet. 

He  was  almost  at  his  wits  end, 

He  knew  not  what  to  doe. 
So  that  with  gentlenes  again  e 

He  gane  his  wyfe  to  woo ;  100 

[K88.  loe.  MS.] 
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But  she  soone  bad  him  holde  his  peace, 

And  sware  it  was  his  best, 
But  then  he  thought  him  of  a  wyle. 

Which  made  him  be  at  rest 

He  told  a  frend  or  two  of  his, 

What  he  had  in  his  mynde. 
Who  went  with  him  into  his  house 

And  when  they  all  had  dynde ; 
Good  wyfe  (quoth  he)  thes  frends  of  rayne, 

Come  hither  for  your  good,  1 10 

There  lyes  a  vayne  under  your  toung, 

Must  now  be  letten  blood. 

Then  she  began  to  use  hir  tearmes. 

And  rayled  at  them  fast, 
Yet  bounde  they  hir  for  al  hir  strenth 

Unto  a  poast  at  laste, 
And  let  hir  blood  under  the  toung. 

And  tho  she  bled  full  sore. 
Yet  did  she  rayle  at  them  as  fast, 

As  ere  she  raylde  before.  120 

AVel  then  (quoth  he)  the  faulte  I  see, 

She  hath  it  from  hir  mother, 
It  is  hir  teeth  infects  hir  toung, 

And  it  can  be  noe  other; 
And  since  I  now  doe  know  the  cause. 

Whatsoever  to  me  befall, 
He  plucke  hir  teeth  out  of  hir  toung. 

Perhaps  hir  toung  and  all. 

And  with  a  payre  of  pinsers  strong, 

He  pluckt  a  great  tooth  out,  130 

And  for  to  plucke  another  thence, 
He  quicklye  went  about, 


^ 
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But  then  she  held  up  both  her  hands, 

And  did  for  mercye  pray, 
Protesting  that  against  his  will 

She  wold  not  doe  nor  saye. 

Whereat  hir  husband  was  right  glad, 

That  she  had  changde  her  mynde. 
For  from  that  tyme  unto  hir  death 

She  proved  both  good  and  kynde ;  140 

Then  did  he  take  hir  from  the  poast. 

And  did  unbynde  hir  then ; 
I  wold  al  shrews  were  served  thus, 

All  good  wyves  say  Amen. 


V. 

TOM    OF   BEDLAM. 

It  has  been  already  observed,  **that  the  English  have  more 
songs  and  ballads  on  the  subject  of  madness  than  any  of  their 
neighbours."  Dr.  Percy,  whose  observation  this  is,  out  of 
a  much  larger  quantity,  has  selected  half  a  dozen.  (See 
Reliques,  vol.  ii.  p.  350.)  This  and  the  following  appear  to 
have  been  written  by  way  of  burlesque  on  such  sort  of  things. 
They  are  both  given  from  an  old  miscellany,  intitled  **Le 
Prince  d'amour,  or  the  prince  of  Love.  With  a  collection  of 
songs  by  the  wits  of  the  age."  London,  1660,  8vo.  The 
tune  of  these  songs  is  preserved  in  Durfey^s  **  Pills  to  purge 
melancholy,"  iv.  189. 

From  the  hag  and  hungry  goblin, 
That  into  rags  would  rend  you. 
And  the  spirits  that  stand 
By  the  naked  man. 
In  the  book  of  moons  defend  you  : 
That  of  your  five  sound  senses 
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You  never  be  forsaken. 
Nor  travel  firom 
Yoorselves  with  Tom 
Abroad  to  beg  your  bacon.  10 

WTiile  I  do  sing,  any  food,  any  feeding, 

Feeding,  drink  or  cloathing ; 
Come  dame  or  maid,  be  not  a^d, 
Poor  Tom  will  injure  nothing. 

•  Of'  thirty  bare  years,  have  I 
Twice  twenty  been  enraged, 
And  of  forty,  been 
Three  times  fifteen 
In  durance  soundly  caged. 
On  the  lordly  lofts  of  Bedlam,  20 

With  stubble  soft  and  dainty. 
Brave  bracelets  strong. 
And  whips  ding-dong, 
Ar.d  wholesome  hunger  plent)'. 
Vet  did  I  sinsT,  a^c. 


\Vi:h  a  thought  I  took  for  Maudlin, 
And  a  cruze  of  cockle-pottage. 
And  a  thing  they  call 
Skies,  bliss  you  all ! 
I  fell  into  this  dotage.  y- 

I  slept  no:  since  the  conquest. 
Till  then  I  never  waked. 
Till  the  rogueing  boy 
Of  love,  where  I  lay. 
Me  found  and  stript  stark-naked. 
Ve:  do  I  sine,  ^c 


[r.  15.0.] 
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When  I  short  have  shorn  my  sowce-face, 
And  swigged  my  homy  barrel, 
I  pawn'd  my  skin 

In  an  oaken  inn,  40 

As  a  suit  of  gilt  apparel : 
The  moon's  my  constant  mistris, 
The  *  lonely '  owl  my  marrow, 
The  flaming  drake 
And  night-crow  make 
Me  musick  to  my  sorrow. 
Yet  do  I  sing,  df*c. 

The  palsie  plagues  these  '  fingers ' 
When  I  plague  your  pigs  or  pullen. 

Your  *  culvers '  take,  50 

Or  matchless  make 
Your  chantyclear  or  sullen  : 
If  I  want  provant,  with  Humph[re]y* 
I  sup,  and  when  benighted 
I  walk  in  Pauls, 
With  wandring  souls, 
And  never  am  affrighted. 
Yet  do  I  sing,  6^r. 

I  know  more  than  Apollo, 

For  oft,  when  he  lies  sleeping,  60 

I  behold  the  stars 
At  mortal  wars, 
In  the  wounded  welkin  weeping  \ 


\V.  43.  lowly.]  \y.  48.  palsies.] 

*  i.e.  Duke  Humphriy,  falsely  supposed  to  have  had  a  monu- 
ment in  St.  Pauls  church.  That  vulgarly  called  his  belonging, 
in  fact,  to  a  sir  John  Beauchamp,  who  dyed  in  1358.  Vide 
Stows  Survay  of  London^  '598. 
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The  moon  embrace  her  shepherd, 
And  the  queen  of  love  her  *  warrior;* 
While  the  first  doth  horn 
The  star  in  the  mom, 
And  the  next  the  heavenly  farrior. 
Yet  do  I  sing,  &*c. 

The  Jeepsie,  Snap  and  Tedro,  70 

Are  none  of  Toms  comradoes 
The  baud  I  scorn, 
And  cut-purse  sworn, 
And  the  roaring-boyes  bravadoes. 
The  sober  knight  and  gentle 

Me  trace  and  touch  and  spare  not, 
But  those  that  cross 
Poor  Toms  *  rynoceros ' 
Do  what  the  panders  dare  not. 
Yet  do  I  sing,  &*c.  3o 

With  a  hoste  of  furious  fancies, 
Whereof  I  am  commander, 
With  a  burning  spear. 
And  a  horse  of  the  ayr, 
To  the  wilderness  I  wander : 
With  a  knight  of  ghosts  and  shadows 
I  summoned  am  to  Tumy, 
Ten  leagues  beynd, 
The  wide  worlds  end, 
Methinks  it  is  no  journy.  9° 

Yet  do  I  sing,  &*c, 

[  V.  65.  farrior.]  [  V.  78.  rynoross.] 


AND  BALLADS.  363 

VI. 

ANOTHER  TOM  OF  BEDLAM. 

From  the  top  of  high  Caucasus, 
To  Pauls-wharf  near  the  Tower, 

In  no  great  haste 

I  easily  past 
In  less  than  half  an  hour. 
The  gates  of  old  Bizantium, 
I  took  upon  my  shoulders, 

And  then  I  bore 

Twelve  leagues  and  more 
In  spight  of  Turks  and  soldiers.  lo 

Sigh,  sing  and  sob,  sing,  sigh  and  be  merry. 
Sighing,  singing  and  sobbing, 

Thus  naked  Tom 

Away  doth  run. 
And  fears  no  cold  nor  robbing. 

From  monsieur  Tillies  army 
I  took  two  hundred  bannors. 
And  brought  them  all 
To  *  Leaden  '-hall. 
In  sight  of  all  the  tannors.  20 

I  past  Parnassus-ferry, 
By  the  hill  call'd  *  Aganipp^,' 
From  thence,  on  foot, 
Without  shooe  or  boot, 
I  past  to  the  isle  of  *Shippey.' 
Sigh,  sing,  &*c. 

0*er  the  Pirfenean  valley 
'Twixt  Europe  and  Saint-Giles[es,] 
I  walkt  one  night. 
By  sun-shine  light,  30 

\y.  19.  London.]  \y,  22.  Aganip.]  [K  26.  Ship.] 
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Which  fifteen-thousand  miles  is  : 
I  landed  at  White-chappel, 
Near  to  Saint- Edmonds-berry, 
From  thence  I  stept, 
While  Charon  slept, 
And  stole  away  his  ferry. 
Sigh,  sing,  &^c. 

One  summers-day  at  Shrove-tide, 
I  met  old  Janukry, 

Being  malecontent,  40 

With  him  I  went 
To  weep  o'er  old  Canary, 
The  man  iW  moon,*  at  Pancrass 
Doth  yield  us  excellent  claret. 
Having  steePd  my  nose, 
I  sung,  Old  Rose ; 
Tush  !  greatness  cannot  carry't. 
Sigh,  sing,  d^^. 

I  met  the  Turkish  sulton 
At  Dover,  near  Saint-Georges,  50 

His  train  and  him 
Did  to  Callis  swim, 
Without  ships,  boats  or  barges. 
I  taught  the  king  of  Egypt 
A  trick  to  save  his  cattle ; 
rie  plough  with  dogs, 
And  harrow  with  hogs  : 
You'd  think  it  I  do  prattle. 
Sigh,  sing,  d^r. 

In  a  boat  I  went  on  dry  land,  60 

From  Carthage  to  Saint-Albons 

*  The  sign,  that  is,  of  **  The  man  in  the  moony 
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I  saird  to  Spain, 
And  back  again, 
In  a  vessel  made  of  whalebones. 
I  met  Diana  hunting, 
With  all  her  nymphs  attending. 
In  Turnball-street,* 
With  voices  sweet, 
That  honest  place  commending. 
Sigh,  sing,  &^c.  70 

Diogenes,  the  belman, 

Walkt  with  his  lanthorn  duely, 
I'th'  term  among 
The  lawyers  throng. 
To  find  one  that  *  spoke '  truly. 
The  Sun  and  Moon  eclipsed 
I,  very  friendly,  parted. 
And  made  the  Sun 
Away  to  run. 
For  fear  he  should  be  carted.  80 

Sigh,  sing,  6^r. 

Long  time  have  I  been  studying, 
My  brains  with  fancies  tearing 
How  I  might  get 
Old  Pauls  a  hat, 
And  a  cross-cloth  for  old  Charing.f 
Thus  to  give  men  and  women 

*  A  street  in  the  cityj  inhabited,  formerly,  by  thieves  and 
prostitutes.  See  Shakspeare,  2d  part  of  JC.  Hen.  IV.  act  in. 
scene  2.     Stevenses  Edition,  1790. 

[V.  75.  speaks.] 

t  Old  Charing,  i.e.  the  cross  erected  between  London  and 
Westminster,  by  K.  Edward  I.  in  memory  of  his  beloved 
Eleanor.  It  was  demolished  by  order  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons in  1647,  as  popish  and*  superstitious.  See  Percys  Reliques, 
ii.  325.  So  that  the  present  song  must  have  been  written  before 
that  time. 
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Id  cloaths  full  satisfiaction, 
These  fruitless  toyes, 
*  Rob '  me  of  joyes. 
And  '  keep '  my  brains  in  action. 
Sigh,  sing,  &*c. 


VII. 

NEWES. 
From  ihe  collection  at  the  end  of  Le  Prince  cT amour,  i66( 

Now,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  hear 

Strange  news  as  I  will  tell  to  you, 
Where  e'er  you  go,  both  far  and  near. 

You  may  boldly  say  that  this  is  true. 

When  Charing-cross  was  a  pretty  little  boy, 
He  was  sent  to  Romford  to  sel  swine; 

His  mot'ner  made  a  cheese,  and  he.drank  up  the  wh 
I'or  lie  never  lov'd  strong  beer,  ale,  nor  wine. 

^\  iuMi  all  the  thieves  in  England  died, 

riiat  very  year  fel  such  a  chance, 
Diat  Salisbury-])lain  would  on  horseback  ride, 

.\nd  Paris-garden  *  carry  the  news  to  France. 

WV.on  all  the  lawyers  they  did  plead 

All  for  love,  and  not  for  gain, 
D^on  'iwas  a  jovial  world  indeed, 

riu^  HliK^boar  of  Dover  fecht  apples  out  of  Spai 


1 J  ,  Oi\  ivM>*d.]  [K  91.  keeps.] 

*  r,^j-,>  j;,^Kion  WAS  a  celebrated  bear  garden  on  the  Ba 
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When  landlords  they  did  let  their  farms 
Cheap,  because  *  their '  tenants  paid  dear, 

The  weather-cock  of  Pauls  [turn'd]  his  tail  to  the 
wind, 
And  tinkers  they  left  strong  ale  and  beer.  20 

When  misers  all  were  griev'd  in  mind, 

Because  that  corn  was  grown  so  dear. 
The  man  in  the  moon  made  Christmas-pyes, 

And  bid  the  seven  stars  to  eat  good  chear. 

But,  without  a  broker  or  coney-catcher 

Pauls-church-yard  was  never  free, 
Then  was  my  lord  mayor  become  a  house-thatcher, 

Which  was  a  wonderous  sight  to  see, 

When  Bazing-stone  did  swim  upon  Thames, 

And  swore  all  thieves  to  be  just  and  true,  30 

The  sumnors  and  bailifs  were  honest  men, 
And  pease  and  bacon  that  year  it  snew. 

When  every  man  had  a  quiet  wife. 

That  never  would  once  scold  and  chide, 

Tom-tinker  of  Turvey,  to  end  all  strife, 
Roasted  a  pig  in  a  blew-cowes  hide. 


VIII. 
WHEN  THE  KING  ENJOYS  HIS  OWN  AGAIN. 

BY   MARTIN   PARKER. 

It  is  with  particular  pleasure  that  the  editor  is  enabled  to  restore 
to  the  public  the  original  words  of  the  most  famous  and 
popular  air  ever  heard  of  in  this  country.  Invented  to  sup- 
port the  declining  interest  of  the  royal  martyr,  it  served  after- 

\y.  18.  his.J 
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ward,  with  more  success,  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  the  cavaliers, 
and  promote  the  restoration  of  his  son  ;  an  event  it  was 
employed  to  celebrate  all  over  the  kingdom.*  At  the  revolu- 
tion it  of  course  became  an  adherent  of  the  exiled  family, 
whose  cause  it  never  deserted.  And  as  a  tune  is  said  to  have 
been  a  principal  mean  of  depriving  king  James  of  the  crown, 
this  very  air,  upon  two  memorable  occasions,  was  very  near 
being  equally  instrumental  in  replacing  it  on  the  head  of  his 
son.  It  is  believed  to  be  a  fact,  that  nothing  fed  the  enthu- 
siasm of  the  Jacobites,  down  almost  to  the  present  reign  [1792], 
in  every  comer  of  Great  Britain,  more  than  "  The  king  shall 
enjoy  his  own  again  ; "  and  even  the  great  orator  of  the  party, 
in  that  celebrated  harangue  which  furnished  the  present  laureat 
with  £he  subject  of  one  of  his  happiest  and  finest  poems,  was 
always  thought  to  have  alluded  to  it  in  his  remarkable  quota- 
tion from  Virgil  of 

Carmina  tum  melius  cum  venerit  ipse  canemus  ! 

The  following  song  is  given  from  a  collection,  intitled  "  The 
Loyal  Garland,  containing  choice  Songs  and  Sonnets  of  our 
late  unhappy  Revolutions."  Lond.  1671.  i2mo.  black  letter. 
Corrected  by  another  copy  in  **  A  Collection  of  Loyal  Songs." 
1750.  8vo.  The  original  title  is  "  Upon  defacing  of  White- 
hall." 

In  the  year  171 1  appeared  a  small  pamphlet,  intitled  "The 
Ballad  of  The  King  shall  enjoy  his  own  again :  with  a  learned 
Comment  thereupon,  at  the  Request  of  Capt.  Silk,  dedicated 
to  Jenny  Man.  By  the  Author  of  Tom  Thumb  "  (i.e.  Dr. 
Wagstaff ).  From  this  pamphlet  a  few  notes  have  been  ex- 
tracted, which  will  be  given  at  the  end  of  the  Song.  This 
Silk  appears  to  have  been  an  officer  of  the  City  Militia,  and 
to  have  given  great  offence  by  having  this  tune  played  as  a 
march  "before  his  heroic  company,  in  their  perambulation 
to  the  Artillery  Ground." 

What  Booker  doth  prognosticate 
Concerning  kings  or  kingdoms  *  fate,' 


*  There  was  a  new  set  of  words  written  on  this  occasion, 
which  it  has  not  been  the  editor's  fortune  to  meet  with  :  he  is 
only  able  to  recollect,  from  the  performance  of  an  old  blind 
North-country  crowder,  that  the  concluding  lines  of  each  stanza 
were — 

Away  with  this  curs'd  rebellion  I 

O  the  twenty-ninth  of  May,  it  was  a  happy  day, 
When  the  King  did  enjoy  his  own  again. 
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I  think  myself  to  be  as  wise 

As  *  he '  that  gazeth  on  the  skyes  : 

My  skill  goes  beyond 

The  depth  of  a  Pond, 
Or  Rivers  in  the  greatest  rain  : 

Whereby  I  can  tell 

All  things  will  be  well, 
When  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  lo 

There's  neither  Swallow,  Dove,  nor  Dade, 
Can  sore  more  high  or  deeper  wade ; 
Nor  *  show '  a  reason,  from  the  stars, 
What  causeth  peace  or  civil  wars. 

The  man  in  the  moon. 

May  wear  out  his  shoo'n, 
By  running  after  Charls  his  wain  : 

But  all's  to  no  end. 

For  the  times  will  not  mend 
Till  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  20 

Full  forty  years  this  royal  crown 
Hath  been  his  fathers  and  his  own  \  * 
And  is  there  any  one  but  he 
That  in  the  same  should  sharer  be  ? 

For  who  better  may 

The  scepter  sway 
Than  he  that  hath  such  right  to  reign  ? 

Then  let's  hope  for  a  peace. 

For  the  wars  will  not  cease 
Till  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  30 

*  This  fixes  the  date  of  the  song  to  the  year  1643.  The 
number  was  changed  from  time  to  time,  as  it  suited  the  circum- 
stances of  the  party.  In  the  **  Loyal  Songs  "  it  is  sixty.  And 
in  a  copy  printed,  perhaps  at  Edinburgh,  about  the  year  1715, 
which  contains  several  additional  verses,  though  of  inferior 
merit  to  the  rest,  it  is  two  thousand, 

2  A 
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Though  for  a  time  we  see  White-hall 
With  cobweb-hangings  on  the  wall, 
Instead  of  gold  and  silver  brave, 
Which,  formerly,  'twas  wont  to  have, 

With  rich  perfume 

In  every  room. 
Delightful  to  that  princely  train ; 

Which  again  shall  be, 

When  the  time  you  see 
That  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  40 

Did  Walker  no  predictions  lack, 
In  Hammonds  bloody  almanack  ? 
Foretelling  things  that  would  ensue. 
That  all  proves  right,  if  lies  be  true  ; 

But  why  should  not  he 

The  pillory  foresee 
Where  in  poor  Toby  once  was  ta'en  ? 

And,  also,  foreknow 

To  th'  gallows  he  must  go. 
When  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  50 

Then  [fears]  avaunt !  upon  *  the '  hill 
My  Hope  shall  cast  *  her '  anchor  still, 
Untill  I  see  some  peaceful  Dove 
Bring  home  the  Branch  I  dearly  love  ; 

Then  will  I  wait 

Till  the  waters  abate. 
Which  '  now  disturb  *  my  troubled  brain, 

Else  never  rejoyce 

Till  I  hear  the  voice 
That  the  king  enjoys  his  own  again.  60 

NOTES. 

V.  I.   "  This  Booker  was  a  great  Fishing-tackle  maker  in  king 
Charles  the  Firsts  time,  and  a  very  eminent  proficient  in  that 


AND  BALLADS,  37 1 

noble  art  and  mystery,  by  application  to  which  he  came  to  have 
skill  in  the  Depth  of  Ponds  and  Rivers^*  as  is  here  wisely 
observed.  ,  .  .  He  liVd  at  the  house  in  Tower-street,  that  is  now 
the  sign  of  the  Gun,  and  being  us'd  to  this  sedentary  diversion 
...  he  grew  mighty  cogitabund,  from  whence  a  frenzy  seiz'd 
on  him,  and  he  tum'd  enthusiast  like  one  of  our  French 
prophets,  and  went  about  prognosticating  the  downfall  of  the 
King  and  Popery,  which  were  terms  synonymous  at  that  time 
of  day.  'Tis  true,  Cornelius  a  Lapide,  Anglice  Com.  Stone,  has 
given  him  the  title  of  a  Star-gazer  ;  but  I  have  it  from  some  of 
his  contemporaries,  that  he  was  nothing  of  a  Conjuror,  only  one 
of  the  moderate  men  of  those  times,  who  were  tooth  and  nail 
for  the  destruction  of  the  King  and  Royal  Family,  which  put 
him  upon  that  sort  of  speculation." 

V,  II.  ^^  Swallow,  Dave,  and  Dade,  were  as  excellent  at  this 
time  of  day  in  the  knowledge  of  the  astronomical  science,  as 
either  Partridge,  Parker,  or  .  .  Dr.  Case  is  now,  and  bred  up  to 
handicraft  trades  as  all  these  were.  The  first  was  a  Corn-cutter 
in  Gutter-lane,  who,  from  making  a  cure  of  Alderman  Penning- 
ton^ s  wife's  great  toe,  was  cry'd  up  for  a  great  practitioner  in 
physick,  and  from  thence,  as  most  of  our  modem  quacks  do, 
arriv'd  at  tlie  name  of  a  Cunning  Man,  .  .  .  The  Second  was  a 
Cobler  in  White-cross-street,  who,  when  Sir  William  Waller 
passed  by  his  stall  in  his  way  to  attack  the  King's  party  in 
Cambridgeshire,  told  him.  The  Lord  would  fight  his  battles  for 
him  ;  and  upon  Sir  William's  success,  was  taken  into  the  rebels 
pay,  and  made  an  Almanack  maker  of.  The  last  was  a  good 
innocent  Fiddle-string  seller,  .  .  .  who  being  told  by  a  neigh 
bouring  teacher  that  their  musick  was  in  the  stars,  set  himself 
at  work  to  find  out  their  habitations,  that  he  might  be  instru- 
ment-maker to  them  ;  and  having  with  much  ado  got  knowledge 
of  their  place  of  abode,  was  judg'd  by  the  Round-heads  fit  foi 
their  purpose,  and  had  a  pension  assign' d  him  to  make  the 
Stars  speak  their  meaning,  and  justify  the  villainie  they  were 
putting  in  practice." 

V.  41.  **  Toby  Walker  (Note,  I  don't  affirm  that  he  wac 
grandfather  to  the  famous  Dr.  Walker,  governor  of  London- 
derry, who  was  kiird  at  the  battle  of  the  Boyn,  and  happen'd 
to  be  overseer  of  the  market  at  Ipswich  in  Suffolk,  on  account 
of  giving  false  evidence  at  an  assize  held  there)  was  a  creature 
of  Oliver  Cromwell's,  who,  from  a  basket-maker  on  Dowgate- 
hill,  on  account  of  his  sufferings,  as  was  pretended  in  the  cause 
of  truth,  was  made  colonel  in  the  rebels  army,  and  advanc'd 

*  Pond  and  Rivers  are  printed  as  proper  names  in  all  the  copies. 
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afterwards  to  be  one  of  the  committee  of  safety.  He  was  the 
person  that,  at  the  battle  of  Marston  Moor,  broke  into  the  King's 
nead  quarters,  and  seiz'd  upon  his  Majesty's  private  papers, 
which  afterwards  were  printc^d  in  order  to  render  him  odious  to 
his  subjects ;  and  not  without  some  reason,  judg'd  to  be  that 
abandon*d  Regicide  that  sever'd  the  head  of  that  Royal  Martyr 
from  his  shomders  on  a  public  stage  before  his  own  pallace 
gate." 

V.  42.  **  Hammond  ih^  Almanack  maker,  was  no  manner  of 
relation  to  colonel  Hammond  who  had  the  King  prisoner  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  but  one  of  that  name,  that  always  put  down  in  a 
Chronological  table  when  such  and  such  a  Royalist  was  executed, 
by  way  of  reproach  to  them  ;  by  doing  of  which  his  almanack 
was  said  to  be  bloody.  He  was  a  butcher  by  trade,  and  for  his 
zeal  to  the  then  prevailing  party,  made  one  of  the  inspectors  of 
the  victualling  office. 


IX. 
JOHN  AND  JOAN  ; 

OR, 

A  MAD  COUPLE  WELL  MET. 
To  the  tune  of  TAc  Paratour. 

From  an  old  black  letter  copy  in  Major  Pearsons  collection,  [now 
in  the-  British  Museum.  ]  To  this  copy  were  subjoined  the 
letters  M.  P.  the  initials,  without  doubt,  of  Martin  Parker, 
a  Grub-street  scribler  and  great  Ballad  monger  of  Charles  the 
Firsts  time. 

You  nine  Castalian  sisters 

That  keep  Parnassus  hill, 

Come  down  to  me, 

And  let  me  bee 

Inspired  with  your  skill ; 

That  well  I  may  demonstrate, 
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A  piece  of  household  stuflfe  : 

You  that  are  wed 

Mark  what  is  sedd, 
Beware  of  taking  snuffe.  lo 

A  mad  phantastic  couple, 
A  young  man  and  a  lasse, 
With  their  content, 
And  friends  consent, 
Resolv'd  their  times  to  passe 
As  man  and  wife  together, 
And  so  they  marry 'd  were  ; 
Of  this  mad  match 
I  made  this  catch. 
Which  you  may  please  *  to '  hear.  20 

They  both  had  imperfections. 
Which  might  have  caused  strife 
The  man  would  sweare 
And  domineere, 
So,  also,  would  his  wife. 
If  John  went  to  one  alehouse, 
Joan  ran  into  the  next : 
Betwixt  them  both 
They  made  an  oath, 
That  neither  would  be  vext.  30 

Whatever  did  the  goodman 
His  wife  would  doe  the  like, 
If  he  was  pleas'd, 
She  was  appeas'd, 
If  he  would  kick,  shee'd  strike. 
If  queane  or  slut  he  cal'd  her, 


\y,  20.  may.] 
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She  call'd  him  rogue  and  knave ; 
If  he  would  fight, 
Shee'd  scratch  and  bite. 

He  could  no  ^-ictory  have.  40 

It  John  his  dog  had  beaten, 
Then  Joan  would  beat  her  cat 

If  John,  in  scome. 

His  band  would  bum, 
Joan  would  have  burnt  her  hat 
If  John  would  break  a  pipkin. 
Then  Joan  would  break  a  pot ; 

Thus  he  and  she 

Did  both  agree 
To  waste  all  that  they  got  50 

If  John  would  eate  no  victuals. 
Then  Joan  would  be  as  crosse, 

They  would  not  eat. 

But  sav  d  their  meat, 
In  that  there  was  no  losse. 
If  John  were  bent  to  feasting. 
Then  Joan  was  of  his  mind ; 

In  right  or  wrong 

Both  simg  one  song, 
As  Fortune  them  assigned.  60 

In  taveme  or  in  alehouse 
If  John  and  Joane  did  meet, 

^Vho  *  e'er '  was  by 

In  company 
Might  tast  their  humors  sweet : 
Whatever  John  had  cal'd  for, 
Joan  would  not  be  out-dar*d, 

Those  that  lack'd  drink 

Through  want  of  chink, 
For  them  the  better  far'd.  7° 
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Thus  would  they  both  sit  drinking, 
As  long  as  coine  did  last ; 

Nay  more  than  this, 

Ere  they  would  misse. 
Good  liquor  for  their  taste, 
John  would  have  damm'd  his  doublet, 
His  cloak  or  any  thing. 

And  Joan  would  pawne 

Her  coife  of  lawne. 
Her  bodkin  or  her  ring.  80 

If  John  were  drunk  and  reeled. 
Then  Joan  would  fall  i'  th'  fire, 

If  John  fell  downe 

I'  th'  midst  o'  th'  towne, 
Beewraid  in  dirt  and  mire, 
Joan,  like  a  kind  copartner, 
Scom'd  to  stand  on  her  feet, 

But  down  shee'd  fall 

Before  them  all. 
And  role  about  the  street  90 

If  John  had  cal'd  his  host  knave, 
Joan  cal'd  her  hostess  wh — ; 

For  such-like  crimes 

They,  oftentimes, 
Were  both  thrust  out  of  dore. 
If  John  abus'd  the  constable, 
Joan  would  have  beat  the  watch ; 

Thus  man  and  wife. 

In  peace  or  strife. 
Each  other  sought  to  match.  100 

But,  mark,  now,  how  it  chanced: 
After  a  year  or  more. 
This  couple  mad 
All  wasted  had, 
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And  were  grown  very  poore :  P 

John  could  no  more  get  liquor,  ^ 

Nor  Joan  could  purchase  drink ;  x 

Then  both  the  man  \ 

And  wife  began  ^ 

Upon  their  states  to  thinke.  no 

« 

Thus  beat  with  their  own  wepons, 
John,  thus,  to  Joan  did  say, 

Sweet-heart,  I  see. 

We  two  agree. 
The  cleane  contrary  way ; 
Henceforth  lef  s  doe  in  goodnesse, 
As  we  have  done  in  ill, 

He  do  my  best. 

Doe  thou  the  rest : 
A  match,  quoth  Joan,  I  will  120 

So  leaving  those  mad  humors 
Which  them  before  possest. 

Both  man  and  wife 

Doe  lead  a  life 
In  plenty,  peace,  and  rest : 
Now,  John  and  Joan  both,  jointly, 
Doe  set  hands  to  the  plough : 

Let  all  do  soe. 

In  weale  or  woe. 
And  they'l  do  well  enough.  130 


X. 

PHILLIDA  FLOUTS  ME. 

From  **  The  Theatre  of  Compliments,  or  New  Academy.  Lend. 
1689."  i2mo.  It  is  mentioned  by  the  milkwoman  in  Waltons 
Cotnpleat  Angler,    Lend.  1653.   8vo. — **  What  Song  was  it,  I 
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pray  ?  was  it.  Come  Shepherds  deck  your  heads :  or,  As  at 
noon  Dulcina  rested  :  or,  Phillida  flouts  me?" — and  is 
probably  much  older.  The  answer  is  modem  ;  by  A.  Bradley. 
Dulcina  **  is  printed  both  by  D'urfey  and  Percy.  *  *  Come,  Shep- 
herds, &c,"  is  [in  the  Pepys  collection,  but  under  a  somewhat 
different  title.     It  has  been  printed  by  Chappell.] 

Oh  !  what  a  plague  is  love  ! 

I  cannot  bear  it ; 
She  will  unconstant  prove, 

I  greatly  fear  it  \ 
It  so  torments  my  mind, 

That  my  heart  faileth  ; 
She  wavers  with  the  wind, 

As  a  ship  saileth  : 
Please  her  the  best  I  may. 
She  loves  still  to  gainsay ;  lo 

Alack,  and  well-a-day ! 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

At  the  fair,  th'  other  day. 

As  she  pass'd  by  me. 
She  looked  another  way. 

And  would  not  spy  me. 
I  woo'd  her  for  to  dine 

But  could  not  get  her ; 
Dick  had  her  to  the  Vine, 

He  might  intreat  her.  20 

With  Daniel  she  did  dance. 
On  me  she  would  not  glance ; 
Oh  thrice  unhappy  chance ! 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

Fair  maid,  be  not  so  coy, 

Do  not  disdain  me ; 
I  am  my  mothers  joy. 

Sweet,  entertain  me. 
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I  shall  have,  when  she  dies, 

All  things,  that's  fitting ;  30 

Her  poultry  and  her  bees, 

And  her  goose  sitting ; 
A  pair  of  mattress-beds, 
A  barrel  full  of  shreds. 
And  yet,  for  all  these  goods, 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

I  often  hear'd  her  say. 

That  she  lov'd  posies ; 
In  the  last  month  of  May 

I  gave  her  roses ;  40 

Cowslips  and  gilly-flowers. 

And  the  sweet  lilly, 
I  got  to  deck  the  bowers 

Of  my  dear  Philly  : 
She  did  them  all  disdain. 
And  threw  them  back  again  ; 
Therefore,  'tis  flat  and  plain, 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

Thou  shalt  eat  curds  and  cream 

All  the  year  lasting,  50 

And  drink  the  chrystal  stream, 

Pleasant  in  tasting ; 
Swigg  whey  until  '  thou '  burst. 

Eat  bramble-berries, 
Pye-lid  and  pastry-crust. 

Pears,  plumbs,  and  cherries ; 
Thy  garments  shall  be  thin, 
Made  of  a  weathers  skin  : 
Yet  all's  not  worth  a  pin, 

Phillida  flouts  me.  60 

Which  way  soe'er  I  go. 
She  still  torments  me ; 
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And  whatsoe'er  I  do, 

Nothing  contents  me ; 
I  fade  and  pine  away, 

With  grief  and  sorrow  \ 
I  fall  quite  to  decay. 

Like  any  shadow : 
I  shall  be  dead,  I  fear, 
Within  a  thousand  year,  70 

And  all  because  my  dear 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

Fair  maiden,  have  a  care. 

And  in  time  take  me  j 
I  can  have  those  as  fair, 

If  you  forsake  me : 
There's  Dol,  the  dairy-maid, 

Smiled  on  me  lately. 
And  wanton  Winnifred 

Favours  me  greatly :  80 

One  throws  milk  on  my  cloaths, 
Th'  other  plays  with  my  nose ; 
What  pretty  toys  are  those  ! 
Phillida  flouts  me. 

She  has  a  cloth  of  mine. 

Wrought  with  blue  Coventry, 
Which  she  keeps  as  a  sign 

Of  my  fidelity ; 
But  if  she  frowns  on  me. 

She  ne*er  shall  wear  it ;  90 

I'll  give  it  my  maid  Joan, 

And  she  shall  tear  it. 
Since 't  will  no  better  be, 
I'll  bear  it  patiently ; 
Yet  all  the  world  may  see 
Phillida  flouts  me. 
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XL 

A  WORSHIPPER  OF  CRUELTY. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  Harleian  library.  No.  35  n,  written  in  the 

time  of  K.  Charles  the  second. 

You  may  use  common  shepherds  so, 
My  sighs,  at  last,  to  stormes  will  grow. 
And  blow  such  scomes  upon  *  your  *  pride 
Will  blast  all  I  have  deified : 
You  are  not  faire  whe[n]  love  you  lacke, 
Ingratitude  makes  all  things  blacke  ! 

Oh !  doe  not,  for  a  flocke  of  sheepe, 
A  golden  shower  when  as  you  *  sleepe,' 
Or  for  the  tales  'Ambition '  tells, 
Forsake  the  house  where  Honour  dwells! 
In  '  Damons'  pallace  you'le  ne're  shine 
So  bright  as  in  that  bower  of  mine. 


XII. 
O  ANTHONY,  NOW,  NOW,  NOW. 

From  the  collection  at  the  end  of  Le  Prince  (T Amour.  This 
appears  to  have  been  at  one  time  a  popular  song.  See  "  The 
pleasant  History  of  the  gentle  Craft" 

In  The  miseries  of  inf arced  marriage^  a  play,  by  George  Wilkins. 
1607,  one  of  the  characters  says,  **  Sirrah  wag,  this  rogue  was 
son  and  heir  to  Antony  Now-Now  and  Blind  Moon  :  and  he 
must  needs  be  a  scurvy  musician,  that  hath  iyfoftdUrs  to  his 
fathers."  [Anthony  Munday,  the  dramatist,  was  also  the 
writer,  it  appears,  of  temporary  effusions  such  as  ballads,  and 
received  from  his  contemporaries  the  nickname  of  Anthony 
Now- Now. 1 

[K  8.  sheepe.]         [V.  9.  albition.]         [V.  11.  Daman's.] 
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Our  king  he  went  to  Dover, 

And  so  he  left  the  Ijind, 
And  so  his  grace  came  over, 

And  so  to  Callice-sand ; 
And  so  he  went  to  BuUin, 

With  soldiers  strong  enough, 
Like  the  valiant  king  of  CuUin : 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

When  he  came  to  the  city  gate, 

Like  a  royal  noble  man,  lo 

He  could  not  abide  their  prate. 

But  he  caird  for  the  lady  Nan ; 
He  swore  that  he  would  have  her 

And  her  maiden-head,  he  did  vow 
Their  strong  walls  should  not  save  her : 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

Tantarra  went  the  trumps, 

And  dub-a-dub  went  the  guns. 
The  Spaniards  felt  their  thumps. 

And  cry'd,  King  Harry  comes ;  20 

He  batte?d  their  percullis, 

And  made  their  bolts  to  bow. 
He  beat  their  men  to  *  a  cullisse : ' 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

King  Harry  laid  about  him 
With_ spear  and  eke  with  sword, 

He  car'd  no  more  for  a  Frenchman 
Than  I  do  now  for  a  t ; 


[K  23.  Acculus.  Mr.  Ritson  was  completely  puzzled  with 
lis  word,  as  utterly  unintelligible.  He  proposed  at  one  time 
»ding  "  Arculus,"  and,  at  another,  "  like  Hercules,"  and 
nally  left  a  blank  for  it,  in  his  manuscript,  which  it  is  there- 
)re  with  becoming  diffidence  the  present  editor  has  ventured 
>  supply.] 


;  • 
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He  burst  their  pallasadoes, 

And  bang'd  them,  you  know  how,  30 

He  strapt  their  canvassadoes  : 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

Up  went  the  English  colours, 

And  all  the  bells  did  ring, 
We  had  both  crowns  and  dollers. 

And  drank  healths  to  our  king, 
And  to  the  lady  Nan  of  Bullin,* 

And  her  heavenly  angels  brow ; 
The  bonfires  were  seen  to  Flushin  : 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now.  40 

And  then  he  brought  her  over. 

And  here  the  queen  was  crown'd, 
And  brought  with  joy  to  Dover, 

And  all  the  trumps  did  sound  : 
And  so  he  came  to  *  London,' 

Whereas  his  grace  lives  now : 
*  Good  *  morrow  to  our  noble  king,  quoth  I : 

*  Good '  morrow,  quoth  he,  to  thou  ! 
And  then  he  said  to  Anthony, 

O  Anthony,  now,  now,  now  !  50 

*  Our  lady  of  Boulogne  was  an  image  of  **  the  Blessed 
Virgin,"  in  the  great  church  there,  which  the  king  ordered  to  be 
demolished :  the  image,  not  relishing  confinement  among 
hereticks,  made  its  way  back  in  an  open  boat,  and  was,  when 
dr.  Smollett  saw  it,  "  very  black  and  very  ugly,  besides  being 
cruelly  mutilated."  {Travels^  i.  76.)  It  is  pleasant  enough  to  see 
how  familiarly  our  ballad  maker  converts  it  into  Anne  Boleyn. 
Mr.  Hawkins  has  fallen  into  a  similar  mistake.  See  his  Origin 
of  the  English  Drama. 

It  may  be  added  that  this  same  lady  was  the  actual  soverei*;n 
of  the  county  of  Boulogne,  which  was  consecrated  to  her  by 
Louis  XI.  in  1478 ;  lest  he  or  his  successors  should  by  the 
conquest  of  Artois,  of  which  it  was  a  member,  become  the  vassal 
of  an  enemy  or  foreign  power. 

\V,  45.  Ludow.] 
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XIII. 

THE  NEW  COURTIER. 

The  tune  is,  Chloris  since  thou  art  fled  away,  dr»r. 

From  **The  New  Academy  of  Complements.  Lond.  1671,'* 
i2mo.  Compared  with  a  black  letter  copy  in  one  of  Mr. 
Baynes's  collections  of  Old  Ballads. 

Upon  the  Change,  where  merchants  meet, 
'Twixt  Corahill  and  Threadneedle-street, 
Where  wits  of  every  size  are  hurl'd, 
To  treat  of  all  things  in  the  world, 
I  saw  a  folded  paper  fall, 
And  upon  it 
These  words  were  writ, 
Have  at  all ! 

Thought  I,  if,  have  at  all,  it  be, 
For  ought  I  know,  'tis  have  at  me ;  i  o 

And,  if  the  consequence  be  true ; 
It  may  as  well  be,  have  at  you : 
Then  listen,  pray,  to  what  I  shall 
In  brief  declare 
What's  written  there : 
Have  at  all  ? 

I  am  a  courtier,  who,  in  sport. 
Do  come  from  the  Utopian  court. 
To  whisper  softly  in  your  ear 
How  high  we  are,  and  what  we  were ;  20 

To  tell  you  all  would  be  too  much, 
But,  here  and  there, 
A  little  touch : 

Have  at  all !  * 
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I  was,  not  inanj  years  ago^ 
In  tattred  trim^  fconi  top  to  toe, 
But,  now,  my  niin'd  robes  are  bum'd, 
My  rags  are  all  to  ribons  tom'd, 
My  patches  into  pieces  fall ; 
I  cog  a  dye,  30 

Swagger  and  lie ; 
Have  at  all! 

Upon  my  Fantalonian  pate 
I  wear  a  milleners  estate ; 
But,  when  he  duns  me,  at  the  court, 
I  shew  him  a  protection  for^t ; 
Whilst  he  doth  to  protesting  fidl ; 
And  then  I  cry. 
Dam  me,  you  lie : 

HaYe  at  all !  40 

Since  Venus  shav'd  off  all  my  hair, 
A  powder'd  perriwig  I  wear. 
Which  brings  me  in  the  golden  girls. 
Which  I  procure  for  lords  and  earls. 
When  love  doth  for  a  cooler  call, 
Mv  Ciricv  drives 
At  maids  and  wives  : 
Hawe  at  all ! 

My  lodgings  never  are  at  quiet. 
Another  duns  me  for  my  diet,  5- 

I  had  ot  him  in  fift}--three. 
Which  I  forget,  so  doth  not  he ; 
I  call  him  saucy  fellow,  sirrah, 
And  draw  my  sword 
To  run  him  thorough  ! 
Have  at  all ! 
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Yet,  once,  a  friend,  that  sav'd  my  life. 
Who  had  a  witty  wanton  wife, 
I  did,  in  courtesie,  requite. 
Made  him  a  cuckold  and  a  knight ;  60 

Which  makes  him  mount  like  tennis-ball : 
Whilst  she  and  I 
Together  cry 

Have  at  all ! 

But  those  citts  are  subtil  slaves, 
Most  of  them  wits  and  knowing  knaves  ; 
We  get  their  children,  and  they  do 
From  us  get  lands  and  lordships  too  ; 
And  'tis  most  fit,  in  these  aflfairs, 

The  land  should  go  70 

To  the  right  heirs  : 
Have  at  all  1 

A  soldier  I  directly  hate, 
A  cavalier  once  broke  my  pate, 
With  cane  in  hand  he  overcome  me, 
And  took  away  my  mistress  from  me ; 
For  I  confess,  I  love  a  wench ; 
Though  English,  Irish, 
Dutch  or  French : 

Have  at  all !  80 

A  soldiers  life  is  not  like  mine, 
I  will  be  plump  when  he  shall  pine ; 
My  projects  carry  stronger  force 
Than  all  his  armed  foot  and  horse ; 
What  though  his  morter-pieces  roar, 
My  chimney-pieces 
Shall  do  more  : 
Have  at  all ! 

2  B 
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Thus  have  I  given  you,  in  short, 
A  courtier  of  Utopia[s]  court ;  90 

I  write  not  of  religion, 
For  (to  tell  you  truly)  we  have  none. 
If  any  me  to  question  call 
With  pen  or  sword, 
Hab-nab's  the  word : 
Have  at  all ! 


XIV. 

THE  DEFEAT  OF  THE  SPANISH  ARMADA. 

From  "  Westminster  Drollery.  Or,  A  Choice  Collection  of  the 
Newest  Songs  and  Poems,  both  at  Court  and  Theatres.  By 
a  person  of  quality.  With  additions.  London,  1672,"  i2mo. 
It  is  probably  very  little  older  than  the  date  of  the  book.  The 
tune  may  be  found  in  Durfeys  **  Pills  to  purge  melancholy," 
vol.  iv.  p.  32. 

Some  years  of  late,  in  eighty-eight. 

As  I  do  well  remember, 
It  was,  some  say,  the  nineteenth  of  May, 

And,  some  say,  in  September, 

And^  some  say,  in  September, 

The  Spanish  train  lanch'd  forth  amain. 

With  many  a  fine  bravado. 
Their  (as  they  thought,  but  it  prov'd  not) 

Invincible  Armado, 

Invincible  Armado.  10 

There  was  a  little  man,  that  dwelt  in  Spain, 

Who  shot  well  in  a  gun-a, 
Don  Pedro  hight,  as  black  a  wight 
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As  the  Knight  of  the  Sun-a,* 
As  the  Knight  of  the  Sun-a, 

King  Philip  made  him  admiral, 

And  bid  him  not  to  stay-a, 
But  to  destroy  both  man  and  boy, 

And  so  to  come  away-a, 

And  so  to  come  away-a,  20 

Their  navy  was  well  victualled, 

With  bisket,  pease  and  bacon ; 
They  brought  two  ships,  well  fraught  with  whips. 

But  I  think  they  were  mistaken, 

But  I  think  they  were  mistaken. 

Their  men  were  young,  munition  strong. 

And,  to  do  us  more  harm-a. 
They  thought  it  meet  to  join  the  fleet. 

All  with  the  prince  of  Parma. 

All  with  the  prince  of  Parma,  3  o 

They  coasted  round  about  our  land, 

And  so  came  in  by  Dover ; 
But  we  had  men  set  on  'um,  then, 

And  threw  the  rascals  over. 

And  threw  the  repeals  over. 

The  queen  was,  then,  at  Tilbury, 

What  could  we  more  desire-a  ? 
And  sir  Francis  Drake,  for  her  sweet  sake, 

Did  set  them  all  on  fire-a, 

Z>id  set  them  all  on  fire-a,  40 

- 

*  The  hero  of  an  old  romance  translated  from  the  Spanish, 
under  the  title  of  "  The  Mirrour  of  knighthood,"  [  9  parts,  1579- 
1601,]  4to.  black  letter.  The  person  meant  by  don  Pedro  was 
Alonzo  Perez  de  Guzman,  duke  of  Medina  Sidonia,  commander 
of  the  Spanish  fleet. 
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Then,  strait,  they  fled,  by  sea  and  land, 
That  one  man  kill'd  three  score-a ; 

And  had  not  they  all  ran  away, 
In  truth,  he  had  kill'd  more-a, 
In  truth,  he  had  kilPd  more-a. 

Then  let  them  neither  brag  nor  boast. 

But,  if  they  come  agen-a, 
Let  them  take  heed,  they  do  not  speed 

As  they  did,  you  know  when-a. 

As  they  did,  you  know  when-a,  50 


XV. 


THE  PRODIGALS  RESOLUTION  ; 

OR, 

MY  FATHER  WAS  BORN  BEFORE  ME. 

BY  THOMAS  JORDAN. 

From  "London  Triumphant,"  1672,  4to.  This  Jordan  was 
the  professed  pageant- writer  and  poet-laureat  for  the  city,  and 
really  seems  to  have  possessed  a  greater  share  of  poetical 
merit  than  usually  fell  to  the  lot  of  his  profession.  He  also 
published  "  A  royal  arbour  of  loyal  poesie,  consisting  of  poems 
and  songs."  London,  1663,  l2mo.  (printed  likewise  under  the 
title  of  "  Musick  and  poetry,  songs  and  poems,  with  notes  " 
.  .  .)  three  or  four  plays,  and  several  other  small  pieces. 

I  AM  a  lusty,  lively  lad, 

Now  come  to  one  and  twenty  ; 

My  father  left  me  all  he  had, 
Both  gold  and  silver  plenty ; 

Now,  he's  in  grave,  I  will  be  brave. 
The  ladies  shall  adore  me, 
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I'le  court  and  kiss,  what  hurt's  in  this  ? 
My  dad  did  so  before  me. 

My  father  was  a  thrifty  sir, 

Till  soul  and  body  sundred ;  lo 

Some  say,  he  was  a  usurer. 

For  thirty  in  the  hundred ; 
He  scrapt  and  scratcht,  she  pinch'd  and  patched, 

That  in  her  body  bore  me ; 
But  I'le  let  flie,  good  reason  why, 

My  father  was  bom  before  me. 

My  daddy  has  his  duty  done. 

In  getting  so  much  treasure  ; 
I'le  be  as  dutiful  a  son, 

For  spending  it  at  pleasure  :  20 

Five  pound  a  quart  shall  chear  my  heart, 

Such  nectar  will  restore  me ; 
When  ladies  call,  I'le  have  at  all : 

My  father  was  born  before  me. 

My  grandam  liv'd  at  Washington, 

My  grandsir  delv'd  in  ditches, 
The  son  of  old  John  Thrashington, 

Whose  lanthom  leathern-breeches 
Cr/d,  *  Whither^  go  ye,  ^  whither^  go  yef 

Though  men  do  now  adore  me,  30 

They  ne'ere  did  see  my  pedigree. 

Nor  who  was  born  before  me. 

My  grandsir  striv'd  and  wiv'd  and  thrived, 

TUl  he  did  riches  gather, 
And  when  he  had  much  wealth  atchiev'd, 

O,  then,  he  got  my  father. 
Of  happy  memory  cry  I, 

That  e'ere  his  mother  bore  him, 
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I  had  not  been  worth  one  penny, 

Had  I  been  born  before  him.  40 

To  free-school,  Cambridge  and  Grays  Inn, 

My  grey-coat  grandsir  put  him, 
Till  to  forget  he  did  begin 

The  leathern  breech  that  got  him  : 
One  dealt  in  straw,  the  other  in  law, 

The  one  did  ditch  and  delve  it. 
My  father  store  of  satin  wore, 

My  grandsir  beggars-velvet. 

So  I  get  wealth,  what  care  I  if 

My  grandsir  were  a  sawyer  ?  50 

My  father  prov'd  to  be  [a]  chief, 

Subtle  and  learned  lawyer ; 
By  '  Cokes '  reports  and  tricks  in  court[s], 

He  did  with  treasure  store  me. 
That  I  may  say,  Heavens  bless  the  day, 

My  father  was  born  before  me  ! 

Some  say,  of  late,  a  merchant,  that 

Had  gotten  store  of  riches, 
In's  dining-room  hung  up  his  hat, 

His  staff  and  leathern-breeches,  60 

His  stockings  garter'd  up  with  straws 

Ere  providence  did  store  him  ; 
His  son  was  sheriff  of  London,  'cause, 

His  father  was  born  before  him. 

So  many  blades  that  rant  in  silk, 

And  put  on  scarlet  cloathing. 
At  first  did  spring  from  butter-milk, 

Their  ancestors  worth  nothing  : 
Old  Adam  and  our  grandam  Eve, 

By  digging  and  by  spinning,  70 
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Did  to  all  kings  and  princes  give 
A  radical  beginning. 

My  father,  to  get  my  estate, 

Though  selfish  yet  was  slavish, 
I1[l]  spend  it  at  another  rate. 

And  be  as  lewdly  lavish : 
From  madmen,  fools  and  knaves  he  did 

Litigiously  receive  it, 
If  so  he  did,  Justice  forbid 

But  I  to  such  should  leave  it !  80 

At  playhouses  and  tennis-court, 

I'l[l]  prove  a  noble  fellow, 
I'l[l]  court  my  doxies  to  the  sport 

Of,  O  brave  Punchinello  ! 
I'le  dice  and  drab  and  drink  and  stab. 

No  Hector  shall  out-roar  me  ; 
If  teachers  tell  me  tales  of  hell, 

My  father  is  gone  before  me. 


XVI. 

THE  HONEST  FELLOW. 

From  **  The  New  Academy  of  Compliments,  167 1."    Corrected 
by  a  copy  in  "  The  Theatre  of  Compliments,  1689." 

Hang  fear,  cast  away  care. 

The  parish  is  bound  to  find  us  ; 
Thou  and  I,  and  all  must  die. 

And  leave  this  world  behind  us. 

The  bells  shall  ring,  the  clerk  shall  sing, 
And  the  good  old  wife  shall  winde  us  ; 

And  the  sexton  shall  lay  our  bodies  in  the  clay. 
Where  nobody  shall  find  us. 
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XVII. 

THE  BELGICK  BOAR. 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF  CHEVY-CHASE. 

As  this  collection  is  brought  down  to  and  closed  by  the  Revolu- 
tion, it  was  thought  not  improper  to  conclude  it  with  a  relation 
of  that  celebrated  event  by  some  minstrel  or  ballad-maker  of 
the  time.  The  following  Song  (though  not  printed,  it  should 
seem,  till  some  years  after,  the  white  letter  sheet  from  which 
it  is  given  being  dated  at  London,  1695),  has  been  judged  as 
curious  and  interesting  as  any  ;  and  as  it  is  apparently  written 
with  all  the  fidelity  and  candour  with  which  a  party  matter 
could  be  well  represented,  will  doubtless  meet  the  readers 
approbation. 

God  prosper  long  our  noble  king, 

Our  hopes  and  wishes  all ; 
A  fatal  landing  late  there  did, 

In  Devonshire,  befall. 

To  drive  our  monarch  from  his  throne 

Prince  Naso  took  his  way  : 
The  babe  may  rue  that's  newly  born, 

The  landing  at  Torbay. 

The  stubborn  Tarquin,  void  of  grace, 

A  vow  to  hell  does  make,  10 

To  force  his  father  abdicate, 
And  then  his  crown  to  take  : 

And  eke  the  royal  infant  prince. 

To  seize  or  drive  away. 
These  tidings  to  our  sovereign  came. 

In  Whitehall  where  he  lay. 

Who,  unconcerned  at  the  report. 

At  first  would  not  beheve. 
That  any  of  his  royal  race 

Such  mischiefs  could  conceive.  20 
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Till  time,  which  ripens  all  things,  did 

The  villainy  disclose ; 
And,  of  a  nephew  and  a  son, 

Forged  out  the  worst  of  foes  : 

Who,  by  infernal  instinct  led, 

A  mighty  fleet  prepares. 
His  fathers  kingdom  to  invade, 

And  fill  his  heart  with  cares. 

Our  gracious  king  desires  to  know, 

What  his  pretensions  were,  30 

And  how,  without  his  leave,  he  '  dar'd ' 

Presume  on.  landing  here. 

Declaring  what  was  deem'd  amiss. 

Should  soon  amended  be. 
And  whatsoe'er  should  be  desir'd, 

He  would  thereto  agree  : 

And,  for  a  speedy  parliament. 

He  doth  forthwith  declare  ; 
The  surly  brute  not  minding  this. 

Does  to  our  coast  repair.  40 

With  several  thousand  Belgick  boars. 

All  chosen  rogues  for  spight, 
Join'd  with  some  rebels,  who,  from  hence 

And  justice,  had  ta'ne  flight 

Who,  arm*d  with  malice  and  with  hopes. 

Soon  threw  themselves  on  shoar ; 
Crying,  religion  and  our  laws 

They  came  for  to  restore. 

Then  declarations  flew  about 

As  thick  as  any  hail,  50 

Which,  though  no  word  was  *  e'er '  made  good, 

Did  mightily  prevail. 
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We  must  be  papists  or  be  slaves, 

Was  then  the  general  cry ; 
But  we'll  do  any  thing  to  save 

Our  darling  liberty. 

We'll  all  join  with  a  foreign  prince 

Against  our  lawful  king ; 
For  he  from  all  our  fancy'd  fears 

Deliverance  doth  bring.  60 

And  if  what  he  declares  proves  true, 

As  who  knows  but  it  may, 
Were  he  the  devil  of  a  prince, 

We'll  rather  him  obey. 

Then  our  allegiance  let's  cast  off, 
James  shall  no  longer  guide  us ; 

And  though  the  French  would  bridle  us, 
None  but  the  Dutch  shall  ride  us : 

And  those  who  will  not  join  with  us, 

In  this  design  so  brave,  P 

Their  houses  we'll  pull  down  or  burn. 
And  seize  on  what  they  have. 

These  growing  evils  to  prevent. 

Our  king  his  force  does  bend ; 
But,  amongst  those  he  most  did  trust. 

He  scarce  had  left  one  friend. 

O,  how  my  very  heart  does  bleed, 

To  think  how  basely  they 
Who  long  had  eaten  royal  bread, 

Their  master  did  betray  !  ^'^ 

And  those  to  whom  he'd  been  most  kind 

And  greatest  favours  shown, 
Appear'd  to  be  the  very  first 

Who  sought  him  to  dethrone. 
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O,  Compton  !  Langston  !  *  and  the  rest 

Who  basely  from  him  ran, 
Your  names  for  ever  be  accurs'd 

By  every  English  man  ! 

Proud  Tarquin,  he  pursues  his  game, 

And  quickly  makes  it  plain,  90 

He  came  not  to  redress  our  wrongs. 
But  Englands  crown  to  gain  : 

And  *  o*er '  his  fathers  mangled  fame 

His  chariot  proudly  drives, 
Whilst  he,  good  man,  although  in  vain, 

To  pacific  him  strives. 

But  he,  ingrateful !  would  not  hear 

His  offers  though  so  kind. 
But  caus'd  the  noble  messenger  t 

Forthwith  to  be  confined.  100 

He  brings  his  nasty  croaking  crew 

Unto  his  fathers  gate, 
Dismist  his  own,  makes  them  his  guard  : 

Oh  dismal  turn  of  fate  ! 

And  so,  at  midnight,  drives  him  thence  : 

O  horrid  impious  thing  ! 
Were  such  affronts  *  e'er  *  offered  to 

A  father  and  a  king  ? 


•  Lieut  Col.  Langston  was  the  first  officer  that  deserted,  with 

►  regiment,  from  the  kings  army  at  Salisbury.      Lieutenant- 

lonel  sir  Francis  Compton,  with  his  regiment,  was  of  the  same 

rty,  but  had  not  the  courage  to  go  forward ;  it  should  seem, 

wever,   that  he,  soon  afterward,    made  a  more  successful 

empt. 

f*  The  earl  of  Feversham. 
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A  king  so  great !  so  good  !  so  just ! 

So  merciful  to  all  I  no 

His  vertue  was  his  only  fault, 

And  that  which  caus'd  his  fall : 

Who  now  is  forc'd,  his  life  to  save, 

To  fly  his  native  land, 
And  leave  his  scepter  to  be  grasp'd 

By  an  ungracious  hand. 

Hells  journey-men  are  streight  convened, 

Who  rob  god  of  his  power. 
Set  up  themselves  a  stork-like  king, 

The  subjects  to  devour :  1 20 

And,  to  secure  his  lawless  throne. 

Now  give  him  all  we  have. 
And  make  each  free-born  English  heart 

Become  a  Belgick  slave. 

The  bar,  the  pulpit  and  the  press, 

Nefariously  combine, 
To  cry  up  a  usurped  power. 

And  stamp  it  right  divine. 

Our  loyalty  we  must  melt  down. 

And  have  it  coined  anew  ;  130 

For,  what  was  current  heretofore. 

Will  now  no  longer  do. 

Our  fetters  we  ourselves  put  on. 

Ourselves  ourselves  do  bubble  ; 
Our  conscience  a  meer  pack-horse  make, 

Which  now  must  carry  double. 

O  England  !  when  to  future  times. 

Thy  story  shall  be  known. 
How  will  they  blush  to  think  what  crimes 

Their  ancestors  have  done  !  140 
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But,  after  all,  what  have  we  got 

By  this  our  dear-bought  king  ? 
Why,  that  our  scandal  and  reproach 

Throughout  the  world  does  ring : 

That  our  religion,  liberties, 

And  laws,  we  held  so  dear. 
Are  more  invaded  since  this  change 

Than  ever  yet  they  were  : 

Our  coffers  drain'd,  our  coin  impaired 

(That  little  that  remains)  ;  150 

Our  persons  seized,  nay  thoughts  arraigned, 
Our  freedom  now  in  chains  : 

Our  traffick  ruin'd,  shipping  lost, 

Our  traders  most  undone  ; 
Our  bravest  heroes  sacrific'd. 

Our  ancient  glory  gone  : 

A  fatal  costly  war  entail'd 

On  this  unhappy  isle ; 
Unless,  above  what  we  deserve. 

Kind  heaven,  at  last,  does  smile  ;  160 

And  bring  our  injur'd  monarch  home, 

And  place  him  on  his  throne ; 
And  to  confusion  bring  his  foes. 

Which  god  grant  may  be  soon  ! 
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GLOSSARY. 


ABBREVIATIONS  USED. 

A.  S.=  Anglo-Saxon.  Du.=Dutch.  Dan.=Dan!sh.  Gr.=Greek.  Ger.=. 
r^erroan.  Fr.=  French.  Icei= Icelandic.  O.  P.=OId  French.  M(B8ogoth.= 
!Vf<B80gothic.  Lat.  =  Latin.  Low  Lat.  =  Low  Latin.  Pt.  t.  =  Past  tense. 
P.  p.  =  Past  participle. 


A. 

1,  of,  on,  in.  A.  S.  ora,  E.E.  an,  a. 
Ibatede  (28),  ceased,    did    not 

attempt. 
Iboht,  bought.  A.  S.  hohUj  pt.  t. 

of  bicgan=.io  hnj, 
Lboven,  above.    A.  S.  abufan= 

on-be-ufan,  where  w/an= up- 
wards. 
ihugge,    suffer    for,    paj    for. 

A.  S.  cUncgan,  to  buy  back. 

To  abye  (pay)  is  corrupted 

into  abide,  ^ 

.ccnlTLS  (381).    O.  F.  Suuis8e= 

strained  meat,  mince-meat. 
.dOTm,  down.    A.  S.  of-diUne,  lit. 

=off  the  down  or  hill,  from 

dun= down,  hilL 
.dred,  afraid.  A.  S.  adrede, 
Crenelle,  drown,  be  drowned. 

A.  S.  drencan=to  drown. 
JT,  have. 
Xerre,  afraid.    A.  S.  afceran  to 

frighten,  from  /cw,  fear. 
JTe  (41),  have.         *. 

igBiyn,  agamfi*  A.  S.  on-gean^z 
against,  towards. 


Agsrxmetli,     beginneth^    A.   S. 

ongimian,  pt.  t.  ic  ongan. 
Alite  (58),  possession.  **Whuchi% 

worldes  akte*'  is  in  apposition 

to  '^feyre  thingea,** 
Alast,  at  last,  lately. 
Albydene,  altogether,  entirely. 
Aid,  old.    A.  S.  edldj  comp.  yldra 

= older. 
AlapLigne,     Alemayne,     Ger- 

ninany. 
Algate  (63),  together.    A.  S.  gate 

=a  way.     IceL  ^ato=rpath, 

road. 
Alles  (26)  all.    A.  S.  eal,  Moeso- 

goth.  aUs. 
AUinge  (26),  altogether. 
Ala,  as.    A.  S.  call  stoa^aU  so, 

corrupted  into  also,  aa. 
AmanfiT,  among,  together,  at  the 

same  time.    A.  S.  gemang, 
Amarstled  (60),   stuffed,  cram- 
med. 
And,  if.    O.  R  an=if, 
Aoe,  a,  an,  one.    A.  S.  an, 
Angelis,  angels. 
Anonen,  anon,  forthwith.  A.  S.  oi» 

an = in  one  3: 19  one  moment. 
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Anowe,  tlie  present. 

Ant,  and. 

Apan,  upon. 

Aplyht,  aright.    "  Y  telle  yt  ou 

aplyht  ''(29)  =  I  tell  it  you 

rightly,  just  as  it  was. 
A(iaoy  (291),  askance,    scornful 

(coy?). 
Ar,  ere,  ever,  before.     A.  S.  c^r, 

whence  English  early. 
Arake,  rake.    A.  S.  radan.   IceL 

raA:a= to  rake. 
Aras,  arrows. 
Archery,  archers. 
Arewe,  rue,  be  vexed  at.    A.  S. 

hrtowan = to  be  vexed,  to  rue, 

from  hr€6w= grief. 
Arwe,  arew,  arrows.  A.  S.  arewe, 
Asad,  sad,  grieved.     *' Never  nes 

a-sad     (25)  =  never  repented 

him. 
Ase,  as.  * 

Aselkethe.  v.  Selkethe. 
lAssembleden,  assembled. 
Assoygne,  excuse,  delay. 
Asyne,  sell,  get  rid,  of. 
Ate,    at.    A.    S.    dt.    Lat.  ad. 

Dan.  at. 
At>ere  (38),  that  are,  at  (=that) 

being  redundant,  a  common 

practice. 
Athe,  o'  th',  of  the. 
Ather,  either. 
Ato,  in  two. 
At-one,  agreed. 
Aught,  ought. 
Averil,  April. 
Avowe,  vow. 
Avutrle,  adultery.    Fr.  avoutrie. 

Lat.  aduUerium. 
Awe,  ewe.    A.  S.  eaw^  eowe.   Du. 

ouwe,    Lat.  ovis. 
Ay,  a. 
Ayene,  Ayeyn,  Ayeynes,  again, 

again  rft.    *  *  Ther  nis  non  ayeyn 

star ''  (28)  =  there  was  no  one 

looked  for  it. 
Ayeyns,  for,  upon,  against. 
Ayght,  height.    A.  S.    hed^= 


height,  from  Jiedh.  IceL  hdr 
-high. 

B. 

Bachelerys,  bachelors. 
Baite  (39),  prison  (?)  at  bay  (?). 
Bake,    bakmg,    cooking.    A.  S. 

bacan.     Icel.  baka. 
Bald,  bold.    A.  S.  bdld. 
Baldly,  boldly. 
Bale,  wretchedness,  sorrow. 
BalyB,  sorrows.    A.   S.    bealu- 

bale,  evil. 
Banndoan,      order,     command. 

"In  hire  banndoun"  (49)= 

at  her  command. 
Bane,  bone.    A.  S.  bdn. 
Baner,  banner. 
Bar,  bare,  bore.    A.  S.  biran,  Gr. 

Bare,  bear. 

Bam,  child.    Moesogoth.  6ani= 

child.    A.  S.  beam, 
BasBonettes,    helmets.     0.    F. 

badnetf  dimin.  of  bas8in=^& 

helmet    in    the    shape  of  a 

ba^in. 
Bathe,  both.    A.  S.  ba,  batwa. 
Battes  {77),  clubs. 
Baylies,  bailiffs.    Lat.  bajulm- 

a  tutor.     O.    F.    baiUir-^ 

take  charge  of. 
Bayly  (60),  bailiff,  prison. 
Be,  been  (28),  by  (76). 
Bealte,    beauty.     O.    F.    bdtet. 

from  Lat.  belltis. 
Bed,  bid. 

Bede,  offer,  engage.  A.  S.  hadan. 
Beerys,  biers.     A.  S.  beer  from 

beran=to  carry. 
Befom,  Befome,  before.    A  S. 

befdran. 
Beh  (52)  drew,  attracted. 
Beleve,  belief. 
Ben,  be,  been.   A  S.  be6n.   Sans 

bhil= to  be. 
Bende,  bondage,   bands,  prison. 

A.  S.  bindan=io  bind. 
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Bene  (54),  prayer.    A.  S.  bin, 

Bentk  in  strictDess  ground  near 
the  sea,  on  which  heini,  (a 
species  of  coarse  grass)  grows, 
but  sometimes  used  for  field 
in  a  general  sense ;  as  we  say 
the  **  field  of  battle.'*  Ger. 
&in«e= rushes. 

Beo,  be,  v.  Ben. 

Beoth,  be,  is. 

Bexne,  man,  person;  strictly 
child,  V.  Barn. 

Bemen,  bum.  A.  S.  hyi'nan. 
IceL  brenna. 

Bersrs,  behaves,  bears  himself. 

Beseke,  beseech.  A.  S.  8ican= 
seeJc. 

Besene  (80),  to  see,  look  at. 
**Y11  war  thay  6eae?itf"= 
wretched  were  they  to  look 
at.  Of.  Chaucer,  Clerk's 
Tale,  965  ;  "  yuel  biseye  "= 
ill  to  look  at;  and  Spenser 
F.  Q. ,  i.  12,  5.  A.  S.  beaegen 
p.p.  of  beaion^io  look  at. 

Bete,  heal,  remedy.  A.  S.  bitan 
=to  make  better;  6e^=bet- 
ter;  60^= advantage. 

Betere,  better.    A.  S.  bet. 

Betb,  be,  are. 

Bi,  by.     A.  S.  be,  bi. 

Bide,  pray.  A.  S.  bSodan=bid. 
Ci.  6ead^(ofarosary) ;  bedes- 
man, 

Blforin,  before.    A.  S.  bef&ran. 

Blj^ane  (36),  worked  (gone)  over, 
covered. 

Blgyxine,  begin.  A.  S.  pinnan— 
begin,  prefix  bi  added  later. 

BUieved,  beheaded.  A.  S.  lueajod 
=a  head. 

Bille  (222),  note,  letter. 

Bllyye,  forthwith,  v.  Blyve. 

BiidEes,  banks.  A.  S.  banc=a, 
mound. 

Bl-northen  (38),  in  the  north. 

Bisette  (37),  set  jourself ,  advance 
(?).    A.  S.  satan. 

Bitll,iB. 


Bltyde,   betide,    befall.      A.    S. 

tidan= to  happen,  iromtid= 

tide,  time. 
Blake,  black.    A.  S.  bicec. 
Blane,  stopped,    ceased.    A.    S. 

blinnan=to  cease. 
Blenked  (43). 
Bleo,  colour,  complexion.     A.  S. 

bl€6. 
Blinne,  v.  Blynne. 
Blosme,     Blosmea,     Blosmew, 

blossoms. 
Blowe,  breathe. 

Blykyeth,  shineth.    A.  S.  blican. 
Blynne  (25,   43),  properly  stop, 

cease,  hence  change,   mend, 

V.  Blane. 
Blysfol,  joyful,  blissful.     A.  S. 

bli8=joy,  from  bli^e=joyhi\. 
Bl3nre,  quickly,  instantly.    O.  K 

bi  life  =  with  life,  quickly. 
Bobaunce,  boasting. 
tocher,  butcher. 
Bohten,  bought.    A.  S.  ic  bohte, 

pt.  t.  from  bicgan=to  buy. 
BoUys,    bowls.      Dutch    bol  =  a 

globe,  boss  of  a  shield  (80). 
Bond,  bound.     A.    S.    bindan=. 

bind. 
Bone  (40),  gone,  v.  Bowen. 
Bord,  table.    A.  S.  b6rd. 
Boro,    pledge,     surety.      A.     S. 

6orA=a  pledge. 
Borowed,  redeemed.     A.  S.  bor- 

gian  from  6orA= pledge. 
Boat,  boast.     Welsh  6o«i=brag. 
Bot,  Bote,  unless,    but.     A.    S. 

6^^c= except. 
Bote  (48),  better. 
Bote,  recompence,  remedy,  safety, 

A.  S.  66t= remedy,  cf.  better. 
Bot-forke.     It  was  suggested  to 

the  editor,  by  an  iDgenious 

friend,   that  Bot-forke   may 

signify  the  fork  on  which  tlie 

tenant  carried  home  his  fire- 

bote,  or  customary  allowance 

of  wood  for  firing. 
Botones,  buttons. ' 
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Bots,  a  bots  (303),  plagne  (?). 
Boure,  a  ladj'i  chamber.    A.  S. 

6  Mr. 
Bona  (60),  drink.    Da.  huysen^ 

to  drink  deeply. 
Bowen,  Bowyn,    Bowynd,   pre- 
pared,   ready.     Icel.    hHinn 

p.p.  of  biia=to  prepare.    Cf. 

bound  in  bound  for  a  place. 
Bowght  (118),  a  bout,  while. 
Bowndjm,  bound,  obliged. 
Bowne,  go.    **  Busk  and  bowne  " 

=make  ready  and  go. 
Bowyn  (83),  went,  gone. 
Brade,  Brede,  broad.  A.  S.  brdd. 
Brando  (97),  weapon. 
Brave  (303),  fine,  gaudy. 
Brawle,  a  French  dancoi^ 
Brajm-panes,  skulls. 
Brayd.     **  At  a  brayd  " = at  imce, 

on  a  sudden,  in  the  instant. 

See  *  ♦  Abraid  **  in  Br.  Mon*' 

Glossary  to  his  Sjj^eoimens  of^Bryk,    bree<^es. 

Early  English.  '   w 
Bred,  b]«ad.    A.  S.  ktrdad.    Icel. 

braniS. 
Brede,  breadth.  '  "  O  brede  ant 

o  leynthe"   (28)  =  far    and 

wide.    A.  S.  6rr^cio= breadth. 
Brede  (122),  rave  (?). 
Breme  (51,   55),  loudly.     A.   S. 

bremman=roKr. 
Brennand  drake  (78),  may  be  the 

same  as  fire-drake,   or  fiery 

sequent,    a   meteor    or    fire- 
work so-called ;  here  it  seems 

to  signify  "burning  embers," 

or  "fire-brands  "  (Dr.  Percy). 
Brenne,  bum.      A.   S.   byrnan. 

Icel.  brennan.   Ger.  brennen. 
Brennynge,  burning. 
Breres,  briars,  thorns.   A.  S .  brcer. 
Brest,  burst.     A.  S.  berstan. 
Brether,  brethren.    A.  S.  br6%oi\ 

pi.  br6%ra,  brd^ru.     The  ter- 
mination, -en    in    brethren 

makes  it  doubly  plural. 
Brid,  Bridde,  Bryd,  bird.    A.  S. 

brid,     Cf .  brooii. 


Broche,  a  kind  of  buckle,  broad, 
round  and  worn  on  the  breast 
or  on  the  hat  with  a  tongue,  a 
breast-pin.  Fr.  broche,  from 
Low  Lat.  6ro(k;a=a  needle. 

Brode-henne,  brood  hen. 

Brohte,  brought.    A.  S.  bringan. 

Bronde,  brand,  sword  (?).  A  S. 
brennan— to  bum. 

BrolE,  brook.  A.  S.  6rycc= a  frac- 
ture, cleft. 

Brook,  brouke^  enjoy.  A.  S. 
br^tcan.  Cf.Lat./rui.yhirfitf. 

Brotyle,  brittle.  A.  S.  brytan= 
"break. 

Brouth,  brought.    A.  S.  hringan. 

Browd  (92),  broad.     A.  S.  brdd. 

Browen,  brows.  A.  S.  ftrawf, 
bruwa. 

Bmes  (35),  eye-brows.  A.  S. 
bruwa. 

Brugge,  bridge. 

A.  S.  brdc, 
brcBcce.  Du.  broKkc.  Lat. 
braccce.    Cf.  broguet.- 

Bryttlynge,  breaking  up,  cutting 
up.     A.  S,  &r2^n= break. 

Bue,  bueth,  be. 

Buen,  been,  v.  Ben. 

Buirdes,  birds,  a  term  of  endear 
ment  or  politeness  in  address- 
ing the  fair  sex. 

Bulluc  (10),  bullocks. 

Burde,  bird,  maiden.     Cf.  brid'. 

Burel,  coarse  brown  cloih,  sack- 
cloth. 

Barnes  (Bemes),  sirs,  masters. 

Bu8ke,(ii^s8,lprepare,make  ready 
Icel.  6ikuA;=: prepare  oneself. 

Byckarte,  ^««rrelUd,  fought. 
"Welsh  6tcra=to  fight. 

Byd,  Byde,  abide,  await,  suffer. 
A.  S.  bidan= to  wait. 

Byddjm,  ask,  invite.  A.  S.  bid- 
dan. 

Byddys,  abides. 

Bydene,  presently^  by  and  by. 

Bysars,  biers.  A.  8.  beer,  from 
bei'an= to  carry. 
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tyhet,  promised.  A.  S.  hdtan= 
to  promise,  pt.  t.  ic.  heht, 
p.  p.  heton, 

;yleyn  (58),  forsaken  (?). 

;yll,  bill-hooks. 

►301,  been. 

►yreved.  "That  him  wes  hy- 
r«;ed"=tbat  he  was  deprived 
of,  that  was  taken  from  him 

(29). 

(ysolit  (31),  intended  for,  pre- 
pared for.  A.  S.  «^n=to 
seek  out. 

(iTBte  (beest),  art. 

(yswykexi,  betrayed,  deceived, 
beguiled.  A.  S.  leswican= 
deceive. 

»ytake  (29),  taken. 

isrthexLChe,  bethink.  A.  S.  then- 
can. 

O. 

Jalve,  calf.    A.  S.  cca/f.  jt 

Jan,  knew.    A.  S.  cunnan.  | 

;an,  Oan,  began.  A.S,onginnan. 

Cannes,  wooden  or  tin  bowls  or 
vessels  for  carrying  milk  or 
water.    A.  S.  canne. 

Saatelles,  pieces,  fragments,  cor- 
ners. 

Sanyassadoes  (382). 

/apul,  horse.  O.  Icel.  kapalL 
lilt.  cabaUu8=hoTBe, 

Jarke,  feel  care  or  anxiety.  Welsh 
care = care. 

3arp6,  talk,  say,  telL  Of. 
chirp. 

^arpyng^,  talking,  speibh,  reci- 
tation. 

IJas,  casob 

3awte,  cautious.    Lat.  cavere, 

ZSLwihe  (lao),  blamed,  chid. 

[Jayne,  Cain. 

Saynaxd,  scoundrel,  knave,  &c. 
Chaucer,  "Sire  olde  Kay- 
nard.** 

Cren,  ken,  know.    A.  s.  cunnan, 

Ciertyly  kirtle,  waistcoat,  nnder- 
jacket.    A.  S.  cyrtd. 


Chanoun,  canon. 

Char  (57),  cautious,  chary. 

Ghaung,  change. 

Chele,  chilliness,  cold.   A.  S.  c6le 

=cold. 
Ghere,  countenance,  demeanour. 

Low  Lat.  cara—tsLoe.  Cf.  Gr. 

Kdpa, 
Gherld,  chvrl.  A.  S.  ceor2=man. 
Ghese,  choose.    A.  S.  c^an, 
CheyexLtejm,  chieftain,  captain. 
Cheverone  (80),  cro8s-timber(?). 
Cheyn,  chain.    Lat.  catena. 
OhU,  child.    A.  S.  did, 
CMvanche,  an  expedition. 
Ghose,  choose,  v.  Chese. 
Gbyldergame,  child's  play. 
Ghyldeijii,  children,brave  men(?). 
Gitts  (385),  town-people. 
Clavpe  (45),  call    (?  cut,    clip). 

A.  S.  ctopjJan^:  chatter. 
Cnef,    cleft.     A.   S.   vleof an =to 

cleave. 
Clel,  clay,  «arth. 
Clepe,  call«;iiame.  A.  S.  tleopian, 

clypian^ohlL 
Clepsoi,  bailed* 
Clerk,  scholar.    Lat.  clericus. 
Clogs  (ioi),<8hoes,  clogs. 
Closeden,  enclosed. 
Clottes,  clothes. 
Cloude,  clod,  possibly  from  A.  S. 

cleofan= to  cleave,   hence  a 

piece  broken  eff. 
Cog  (384).     "Cog  a  dye"=load 

the  dice,  or  play  with  loaded 

dice. 
Ookenay.  ***  Every  fy ve  and  fyve 

had  a  cockenay"  (Chaucer), 

that  is  a  cook  or  scullion  to 

attend  them  (Tyrwhitt).  Mr. 

Wright  explains    the    word 

differently ; — 

"  Some  kind  of  meagre  food,  prob- 
ably a  young  cock,  which  had 
little  flesh  on  ita.  bones."  This 
meaning  of  the  word  (which  has 
been  misunderttood)  may  be  ga- 
thered from  a  comparison  of  a 
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^ent,  stroke,  blow.   A.  S.  dynan, 

^eiLty,  dainty,  nice,  particu^ 
lar. 

leores  (55),  deer,  stags.  A.  S. 
de6r. 

)eorly,  dearly,  kindly.  A.  S. 
deore, 

)er,  dear,  sad,  harmful,  unfortu- 
nate. A.  S.  dfirian=io  in- 
jure (?). 

>eray,  noise.    Fr.  desroy. 

>erewortlie,  precious,  valued  at 
a  high  rate.   A.  S.  deorwwi^ 

>erewoTtlillclie  (53),  worthily, 
preciously. 

)erne,  secret, 

)eBtaimce  (45)19  disturbance. 

)etli,  doth. 

>e7e,  dyen,  die. 

>o,  done. 

yoigli'iMOgYit  kneading  trough. 

>oli,  do.    A.  S.  d6n. 

>olor,  grief.    Lat.  dolor. 

)0]ne,  judgment,  sentence.  A.  S. 
ddtrit. 

30X1168  (55),  sentences,  judgments. 

>oxi,  do. 

>oiie,  dowtu    A.  S.  off-dime  Ut. 
m  the  hiU. 

^onketli,  igoisten,  damp.  O.  E. 
donJbe.    Cf.  Milton's  dank. 

>oimyd,  dun. 

Ooren,  ^oom.  A.  S.  dm',  Gr. 
Biipd 

Dongrhete,  doughty  man.  A.  S. 
do?Uig=yaiitJit, 

[)oiixie8,  downs.  A.  S.  diin=& 
hUL 

Dousse-pers,  lords  or  barons, 
nobility  in  general  or  in 
any  number ;  originally  the 
twelve  peers  of  Charlemagne. 
Fr.  douze, 

Donteth^  f eareth. 

Dowtite,  doubt. 

Oays,  does. 

Drake,  dragon.    Lat.  draco. 

Drawe,  to  be  drawn.  A.  S. 
dragan. 


Dre,  suffer.    A.B,  d9t6gan=BM{-- 

fer,  used  by  Bums. 
Drede,  dread,  fear,  doubt.  A.  S. 

ondrcEdan=^to  fear. 
Dreeg,  drag.  A.  S.  dragan,  pt.  t. 

ic  drag,  ic  droh. 
Dresse,  to  direct  one's  course, 

address  oneself.  lAt.dirigere. 
Dreynte,  drowned.    A.  S.  drenc- 

an=to  drench,  drown. 
"Drogh,  Droh,  drew,  v.  Dreeg. 
Droupne^  droop,  grieve.     A.  S, 

droppan, 
Browe  (to-drowe),  draw,  drawn. 

A,  S.  dragan^^to  draw. 
Drue,  dry,  A.  S.  drig=diXY. 
Drye,  bear,sustaiD,  endure.  A.  S. 

adrcdpan=endure. 
Dryng,  drink.    .4*  S.  drincan. 
Dude,  aid. 
Dudest,  didst. 
Duere,  dear.    A.  S.  deore. 
Dueres  (56),  deer  (?).   A.  S.  de6r. 
Dunt,  dmt,  stroke,  v.  Dent. 
Dor,  dare.    A.S.  ic  dear;  pt.  t.  ic 

dorste. 
Dutten  (59),  shut,  fasten. 
Dwer,  fear,  doubt. 
Dych,  dish.    A.  S.  disce. 
Dyght,  Dyhte,  dressed,  decked, 

arranged,  prepared!-     A.  S. 

diktan — prepare.*  V 


Eche,  to  add  to,  increase,  eke. 
A.  S.  4can.=io  add. 

CS»he,  eye.    A.S.  edge,  pi.  edgan.  ' 

Elbouthe,  elbow.   A.  S.  elboga.    ■ 

Elldelik  (96),  elderly. 

Bin,  them. 

Erne,  uncle.  A.  S.  edm.  Ger. 
oJieim. 

Enchesomi,  cause,  occasion,  rea- 
son. O.  F.  enchai8on=  All 
occasion,  from  chaoir,i,o  hap- 
pen.   Lat.  cadere. 

Encumbre,  encumbrance. 


•  * 
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Enrjre^    hatred,    maiiee,    mkrj. 
Lat.  invidia. 


thj^    nosier  J    deBimu.    k,  & 
/gyii=fain,ciad.  IceL/eyin. 

^•.  .f^M*.^  F©  (laa),  payment. 

anj  Vm.fetdk.    A.S./eeeaa. 

Br,  ere.    A.  S.  or.    Moeaogoth.   PH^jrr^  feathers.     A.  S.  /*r. 

air,  whence  K  CttW|r  (A.  S. .         eognate    with    Lat.    pam 

tgrlict).  <whenea  IL  pen\   and  Gr. 

Era.  heir,  inherit,  poaeai.  wero/ioi,  I  >jr,    SauL  jjofra 

Snide,  errand.  A.  H.  aroi^=tid-  =:a  bird  *  wing. 

ings,  news.  !  Fel,    lUe,   fMHe,  manr.    A  3. 


Eryfge,  heritage,  iiiiinwiiaii      f        /^to.    Gr.  «gXiii: 
Es,  k.  Frid    (39).  '  fid4  <n    fi«U  (?). 

*^Terllk.  erery,  eTeryeaa.  |        A.  8.  /eUL 

Ervmche,  erery.  {Mt  <ii2k  fed. 

Eremchoii,  everyone.  •  Felle  (48v<*U  from,  flp  (?). 

Ewell,  eriL    A.S.  jr/eL  Ger.  ybd :  Felle,tkinl  A.S./Eir. Xat. fctf't. 

=eTil.  ;  Fen  (59).  *^VaB«f  fali.** 

Elylyt,  ailetli.    A.  S.    ^iax  =to  Fen,  Brai,inue.    A.£L/niM. 
feel  pain,  <p2aa= to  gire  pain.  Fend,  defend. 
^=troabIflL    CI  &ig.  adu. .  Fenc^  take.   A.  S.  /ovaa. 
<  I  Fenyl  (55),  fennel.    A.  S.  /cao(. 

I  Fer,  fear. 
F.  FerdniB,  f eac 


I  Fera,  eompaaion,  man.  A.  S.  j^ 

Fa  (39),  far,  fast.  j^ra^fenL,  one  who/ores  with 


Faoche,  Faccheth,  feteh.    A.  S.  |        -tlte,  a  trarelluig  companion. 

feecan^  pt.  t.  ie  feahtc,  p.  p. '  VBn%  brothers,  companions^ 

gtutK/J.  « Ftaii^  wonderf oL  A.SL/<rWif= 

FSdd  (41),  felL    A.  S. /ra/Zaii.  sudden,  from /cer= sodden. 

F&ldc^  Be-IUdeii  (39),  befal         Ferly,  wonder. 
FSae,  Feie,  many.  '  *  Other/o/^*'  =    Ferli,  wondroosly.    ' '  Ferli  fnin- 

many  other.    A.  S./(S^  ed" '36;. 

Faleweth,  fadeth,  withers.   A.  S.    Ferly   fele,   wonderfully  masr. 

fealurian  =  to   grow  yellow,  in  astonishing  numbers. 

fallow.  !  Fette,  fetched.    A.  S.  feccam. 

Falle  (43),  befalL    A.  S.  feallan.   Feye,  near  to  die,  dead.     A.  S. 
Fallen,  falL  /a&0= dying. 

Falsed,  falsehood.  Flcle,  fiddle. 

F&lyfdeer,  fallow  deer.  ;  FUle  (55),  the  plant  restharrow 

Fande,  found.    A.  S.  /indaiu  (Halliwell). 

Fang,  see  Fenge,  Flagrant,  glowing. 

Fannes,  iDstrunients  for  winntfir-   Fleme,  banish.    ""Ant  wyht  in 

ing  com.  wode  be.rf^me  "^and  banish 

Fwxe,  to  go,  fare.   A.  S.  faran.  myself  wholly  into  the  woods 

Fftre,  happen,  result.   **  Fare  so!         (55). 

hit  fare  '*=be  it  as  it  may.         Flemed,  banished.    A.  S.  jUam- 
Faste  bi,  close  by.  a  flight,  /fyiiuiA=to  banish, 

Fiute  (41),  want*  fault    Fr.  cause  to >(ee. 

Ffty,  faith,  fealty.  I 
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net,  fleece.  A,S,Jlos,flese;  flean 

=toJUiy, 
lease,  Fleycli,  flesh,  venison. 
lo  (46),  flay.   A.  S.  JUatu 
I0  (72),  arrow.    A.  S.  JkL 
loor,  flower. 
lonr  de  lis,  lily, 
lont^  shirk. 
'ol,fulL 

Ues,  f ools,Tagabond8.  CF.foL 
'on  (Foen),  foes.  A.  S.  fdh,  gefdh, 

pi.  gefdhen. 
'and,  attempt,  ead^Tonr.  A.  S. 

/andum= to  try,  search  for. 
'onite  (50),    meet    with,  find, 

seek.    A.  &  /as<2tan=seek. 
'ondementp  fundamentally. 
^onflTi    fiu^TO*     take,    zeceiye. 

*  Nou  ichnlle  fonge  ther  ich 

er  let  "=now  I  will  take  up 

where  I  left  off  (28).     A.  S. 

f^ 
or,  four. 
'ore,    to  fore,    hefore.     A.  S. 

'anwBXd,  promise,  covenant. 
A.S.  f6re-weard=an  agrees 
meiit»  ^m  /6re=hef ore,  and 
WMfv^a  ward  or  gnard,  not 
oomiected  with  worcU 

'orfkre,  shut  or  hlock  the  way, 
Under.    A.  S.  faran=^  go. 

'br-felglfl^  overbought. 

'vgon,  (55),  foAgo. 

'Oliore,  lost,  undone.  A.  S.  for- 
Ionm,from  lor,  lfre=ioaa,  Cf . 
Ger.  vaioren, 

'ors,  consequence,  importance. 

loraOke,  forsake.  A.  S.  fortacan, 

'onit,   frost.    A.  S.  forsU    Du. 

VOTtt. 

'orfee,  for  ta<a  dissyllahle). 
'orttil,  on  this  account,  therefore, 

for  that.  A.  S.  fot6i. 
'drklilxmar,  furthermore. 
lortiiorin   (43),    advancing   (?), 

farthering, 
'onrmke,  very  week,strenghtless. 

A.  S.  i0ican=to  totter. 


Forsrlt,  forget.    A.  S.  forgUan, 

Foster,  forester. 

Fot,  foot.   A.  S.  f6U  Sans,  pad. 

Foul,  bird.  A.S./u^e^.  Ger.vdytl, 

Founde,  to  founde  (57),  =  to 
try  you.  A.S.  fandian  =  to 
tempt,  try. 

Foursithe,  four  times.  A.  S.  siO 
=  a  turn,  time. 

Fowarde,  the  van. 

FowMn, 

Fowndyiii  found. 

Fra,  from.    A.  S.  fra,  fram, 

Fraizie,  ask.  A.S.  fregnan=Ask, 

Fray  (124),  fright.    Fr.  frayeur. 

Free,  Freke,  Freckys,  man,  men. 
A.  S.  freca=d,  man. 

Frele  (109),  frail. 

Freoh  (57),    fresh,  noble,  free. 
A.  S./red=fpee. 

Frere,  friar.  YT.frire.  l&t.fraUr, 

Frith  (43),  bay  (?). 

Fuger,  figure. 

Fullarls,  fullers. 

Fundid  (37},  proceeded,  ven- 
tured. 

Fur  (42),  for(?). 

Fyke  (57). 

Fylde(87),  field. 

Fyn,  end. 

I^e  (117),  fire  (?). 


G. 


Oa,  gae,  go. 

GtadelyngrySf  idle  fellows,  asso- 
ciates. A.  S.  gcedeling  ==  a 
companion. 

Gadnmg',  gathering. 

Gadyr,  gi^er,  collect.  A.  S. 
♦  gadenan,    Du.  gaderen, 

Gaf,  gave.    A.  S.  gifan. 

Galewes,  gallows.  A.  S.  gecUga. 
IceL  gdlgi, 

Gane,  go. 

Gar  (44),  cause.  Swedish  gdro, 
Icel.  gjora. 

Garde  (88),  caused. 
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Oarre,  make. 

Oante  (32),  drive  away. 

Oatt(ii2),  had,  kept.' 

Gayntyl,  gentle,  noble. 

Gedere,  gather,  assemble,  v. 
Ocidyr. 

Oederede,  gathered. 

Gentyll,  well-bom ;  it  is  common- 
\j  put  for  conrteoos,  liberal, 
gentlemanlike  (Tyrwhitt). 

Geth,  goeth. 

Gettyn?,  '*what  he  had  got, 
his  plunder,  booty,*'  P. 

Get3m,  get.    A.  S.  getan. 

Geynest  (50),  moat  lovely,  fair- 
est. O.  H.  (7^gm=suitable. 
**  6r6jme«f  under  gore"=mo8t 
lovely  in  dress.  Cf.  **nn- 
gram-ly." 

Oif,  give,  if. 

Olaver,  flatter. 

Olede,  a  bright  fire,  burning  coaL 
a  spark.  A.  S.  gUd=&  hot 
coaL 

Olosse,  smooth  over,  speak 
smoothly. 

Go,  ago.    A.  S.  agdn. 

God,  gode  (51,77).    good,   goods. 

God,  an  exclamation="  O  God !  " 

Gods-pennle  (219),  a  luck-penny. 

Gome  (grome),  sorrow,  grief. 

Gomen,  games,  sports. 

Gon,  go,  began  to.  A.  S.  gdn, 
gangan. 

Goo,  go. 

Gore  *'  Under  gore  "  =  in  dress, 
gore—&  narrow  slip  let  into 
a  woman's  dress,  hence  the 
dress  itself.  O.  N.  gdra=to 
rend  (Coleridge). 

Gost  (106),  guest,  per8on,souls  (?). 

Goth,  go. 

Goule.  *'Par  la  goule  de,"=by 
God's  blood  (46). 

Grace,  favour.     Lat.  gratia. 

Gramercy,  thanks,  from 

Graunt  mercl,  many  thanks. 

Grate  (294),  sharpen. 

Graythed,  prepared,  furnished. 


Gre,  prize(?)  gratitude  inclinatioo. 

Fr.  gri.    Lat.  grattu. 
Grea,  grey. 
Cbrede,  weep,  mourn,  cry  out  AS. 

grcedan=to  caU. 
Gren,  green.   A.  S.  grene.   IceL 

grcenn, 
Gresse,  grass.  A.  S.  grca,  Goih. 

gras. 
Qreve,  grief.    Fr.  greotr.    Lit 

gravarfE, 
Grei^,  groves.   A.  S.  grmf, 
Qmniy  grooms,  men.  X  S.  guma, 

from  gyinan=to  watch  over. 
Gracched,  grumbled,  muimured. 

O.   F.    groueher,  groeer=io 

murmur. 
Gyn,  Gynne,  device,  oontrivsnce, 

snare. 
Gyrd,  girded. 
^7^t  gettest  (?),  givest. 


Ha,  Habbe,  Habbeth,  have,  hath. 
HiU>lde,  abide.  A.S.  abuian,fTom 

bi(lan=^to  wait. 
Haden,  Heden,  had. 
Hafae,  have  aye,  ever  have. 
Hafe,  have. 
Hahte,  hath. 
Hailsed,  hailed,  saluted.     Swed. 

h€lsa=to  salute. 
Haldes,    holds.      A.  S.   luUdan. 

Goth,  hceldan. 
Halewen,  Gode  halewen,  God^s 

(good?)  saints.   A.  S.  Mlig- 

holy. 
Halt  (267),  of  use.     Lat.  attinei. 
Halve,  half,  side. 
Ham,  them. 

Hame,home.  A.S.  A<iin=a  house. 
Han,  have. 
Har,  Hare,  their. 
Hard  (39),  fast. 
Hardilyche,  hardily,  boldly. 
Hare  (40),  hoary  (?). 
Haryed,     plundered,     ravaged. 

A  S.  hergian. 
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'a8tifli<die,  hastily. 

[at  (73),  hath. 

[at^  hate  (39),  to  Diane  or  be 
named.  A.  S.  Aoton^to  calL 

'Attren,  attire,  habit,  clothes. 

laved,  had. 

i^TeB,  have,  had. 

:ayld  (98),  drew,  pulled.  Da. 
halen.    Ger.  fiolen=to  pull. 

'B,ylLe  (86),  whole,  entire. 

ayward,  Haywart,  an  inferior 
officer  of  a  manor  or  town- 
ship, who  had  the  care  of 
the  hedges. 

e  (25),  they  (49)  she,  (92)  high, 
hail,  health.    A.  S.  hMn 
from  hdl=whole, 
;  here.    A.  8.  hir, 

eawln^r,  hewing.  A.S.  Jieatoian. 

9Cih.  (43),  high  (?),  a  low  door, 
a  hatch. 

eclepyn,  called,  named.  A.  S. 
cl^pian, 

ede,  Heden,  had. 

ee,  they. 

eet    (lilsrht),     called,  named. 
A.  S.  Aaton=to  call.  pt.  t.  ic 
heht. 

[^^elieii,  eyes.  A.  S.  edge,  pi. 
edgan. 

'JOgge,  hedge,  thorns.  A.  S. 
hagan, 

\Bgh,  H/tit,  high.  A.  S.  hedh. 
IceL  hdr. 

{eir,  hear  (102). 

Ule*  (52),  whole.  A.  S.  Ml= 
whole. 

I«m,  they,  them. 

Iflnde,  hendy,  gentle,  civil,  kind. 
"  This  hende  "  =  this  kind 
one  (52) ;  "an  hendy  hap 
ichabbe  yhent,"  I  have 
gotten  a  good  fortune  (49). 
Dkd,  and  Swed.  fiandig^ 
dexterous.  Of.  Eng.  han- 
dy. 

Itaides  (41),  gentle,  peaceful. 

lenne,  Hennes,  hence. 

lent,  taken. 


Hent,  Hent^  to  take,  catch,  re- 
ceive. AS.  hentan=to  catch. 

Heo,  she. 

Her  (49),  hair.  A.  S.  ^or  (82) ; 
hear.    A.  S.  A^ran= to  hear. 

Her,  Here,  their. 

Herch  (40). 

Herle  (57),  praise,  worship.  A.  S. 
^man=to  praise,from  hire= 
fame.  ^ 

Herkne,  hearken.  A.S.Aeorcntan 
=to  listen  to. 

Herte,  heart,  herd. 

Heste  (51),  highest,  noblest. 

Het,  head,  contracted  from  A.  S. 
heafod. 

Hetli\6o),  heath. 

Heu  (57),  complexion.  A.  S.  hiw 
=colour. 

Hevede,  had. 

Hevedes,  heads.    A.  S.  heafod. 

Hey  (120),  hay.  A.  S.  hig  (from 
Aeat(;tan=heat).  Moesogoth. 
hawi. 

Heye,  high,  v.  HegK 

Hi,  I. 

flight,  promise.    A  S.  hdtan= 
L        to  promise. 

"HU,  Hy,  they. 

Him,  them. 

Hinde,  v.  Hende. 

Hire,  Hjrre,  her. 

Him  (37),  comer.    A.  S.  hime. 

Hit,  it. 

Hith(Ught),  called,  named.  A.S. 
hdtan=to  be  named. 

Hithte,  height.    A.  S.  hihthe. 

Ho,  Hoc,  who.    A.  S.  hwd. 

Hode,  hood.    A.  9.  h6d. 

Hoi,  whole.    A.  S.  ?ubI. 

Hold  (26),  (]  for  bold),  bound. 

Hold  (30),  held.  A.  S.  healdan. 
Icel.  hcUda, 

Hold,  prison. 

Holtes  (40),  woods,  groves,  wood- 
ed hills.  A.  S.  holt.  Ger. 
holz. 

Horn,  them. 

Hond  (43),  hound. 


4SZ 
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haadaL     A.   S.    htamdy 
Cf.  hitniau. — so  {jgUBfi 


rfffiatiii>,  IluKPe. 
TfhMH,  L  am. 

BBkBlIfl;  I  afaaH  or  wilL 


haoCBd;    to 
honi^ — to  baof^  or  bs  hnng. 
( 5z),  tre— nre  1?T.     A.  3;.  i 

(43),  hom. 
HinrrtliifelM;  harriblr. 
ITiJ—tw    (6o>.      ^'RoMde  p7«''= 
wtth  atoc&q^B  atnpad.  liks  a 

"BsmSkf  behovodL 

Hiaan;  oar. 

Hdved    (85),    hovczeiL      Welsii 

^jib,  Ao/ian=to  hang;  hovczi 
( 1x5),  hoot, 
Hiowlat,  owlet.    A.  S.  iii&    IceL 

nglcb.     Lat.  vdwUu 
Warjwm  (154),  hoK^ 
Ke,  Htao;  he^  ahe,  they. 

(a6)y  than 
hoiriry  (?). 
Kiisrte,  heart.     A.  S.  keartM. 
Hnllea,  hflLt. 

(oo),    whoop  (?).       A-    S. 

hwp.pan,  tc€pan=xa  whoop. 
Hnatwricieay  haabamijneTi.     leeL 

hiis-^oridi=m:Aater  of  a  hoose; 

b*)n(ii=^  peaaozKt  is  farbuantdi 

&01XL    dike  =  buiid,   live    in 

(Skeat). 
Hy,  they. 
Hye  f6o),  high  (?). 
Hygllt,    piomiaed,    Trndertaken. 

"On  hy^i'^=aloTid  (89^ 
Hyphalt,  haUog,  lame. 
Hyre,  her. 


langle  (106),  chatter. 

Ibor  (63),  bear.  Buffer.      A.   S. 

heran,  pt.  t.  ie  hcer,  pL  we 

baron,  p.  p.  boren. 
Jbore,  bom. 
Ic,  I, 
Ich  (52),  I  (80),  each. 


;  tc^edier,   st  a 


tnne.  A.  S.  gefer(K=*  ea 
pwinn.  fpiiii  jflrHH  to  gfc 
iiLfaiidi. 

hiiidiwi.     A.   S^  i§i^ 

pt.  tL  icAuUiL 


nfta^nta;  ftnch,  evexy. 

Ok  (m^  each.  ona. 

Hoc;  loi^    A.  S.  ZtfdMS^Ia 

p.  p.  laretim. 

(207),  at  once. 
(io2)»  those  V 

hilloa.  *"*"- 
IpwynurtB^  hypocrisy. 
Ik»hi& 
iBKyiie,  seen. 
JsSacw%  slain.    A.  Sw  «^eaa,  p 

**5r<^ht  on  inwa 
naa*'^not  one  was  unwa 
ed  or  xmin viced  V04). 


Jetted  (303),  strutting. 
Jolyf^  jolly*  pretty. 
Zmg^y  adjudge,  sentence. 
JnatSt  joofits.    Fr. 


Sechan  (122),  kitchen.  < 
kuchen.     Do.    irooiten. 

Kenne,  see,  know,  make  knc 
IceL  i3rnna=teach. 

Kepe,  guard,  keep.  A.  S.  oej 
pt.  t.  ic  eepte. 

Keth^riB,  Kerns,  Irish  soldie 

Kererest,  corer,  recover. 

Kexis  (Si),  coarse  sedge,  I 
lock. 
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Laght,  taken  away. 

kind,  kin.  ^'Gaym  is 
ine  "  =  Gain's  kmd  (64). 
S.  cyn\ 

boy,  serrant.  A.  S. 
i|X(,  C7ui/a=7oaih.  Gter. 
s6e. 

A  (47),  Iwaped.    Cf.  knoU, 
Imight. 

cries.  Goth.  greiUm= 
ztj  ont. 

[i4)»  chapped  skin.  A.  S. 
rfan,  Welsh,  cib. 
10 wn,  seen.  A.  S.  C}/^n 
o  make  known,  whence 
?=knowledge,  cunnan= 
enow,  <^=known  (cf.  un- 
ih  something  unknown, 
*nge). 

>5),  know.  A.  S.  cunnan. 
(109),  nature,  kin.  A.  S. 
M2=nalare. 

che,    sovereignty,     king- 
n. 
trde,  sceptre.  ^ 

BSt. 

L. 

aiilit,Tlalit,  taken.  A.S. 
'xtn,    Cf.  Eng.  clutch. 
ong. 

aming,  instruction.  A.  S. 
=lore. 

886,  less.    A.  S.  IcBSsa. 
t8  (51),  in  shorfc. 
(57).  last  (?),  lately  (?). 
;.     A.  S.  lcBtan^=to  allow, 
lets,  allows, 
k,  the  lark. 

a,  downs.    O.  E.  lay,  lea 
allow-land. 
(onoeal,  be  silent. 
»yal,  true. 

Leaute,  loyality,  truth, 
lesty.    Fr. 
,  leopard. 

physician.    A.  S.  Idee. 
3),  infonu  (?). 


Lede  (48),  "londe  and  lede*'= 
land  and  people,  kingdom 
and  subjects.    A.  S.  /eod. 

Ledyt,  lead  (imperative). 

Leest,  liest  (40),  lost  (?),  oovered 

Lei,  loving.    A.  S.  Uof, 

Lefliche,  Leflych,  lovely. 

Xiexnmon,  mistress,  sweetheart, 
lover  (used  of  both  sexes). 
Contracted  from  Uof  man  or 
Uf  Tiian,  from  A.  S.  Uof— 
dear. 

Lene,  lend.    A,  Sk  Icenaru 

Lent  (49),  taken,  removed,  in- 
clined (lit.  leant). 

Lenten,  lent,  spring.  A.  S.  lenc- 
^en=the  spring  of  the  year. 

Leof,  love  (as  a  term  of  endear- 
ment). "My  suete  leof.*' 
A  S.  Uof, 

Leor,  teach,  learn.  A.  S.  Iceran 
=  to  teach ;  leornian  =  ti> 
learn. 

,Lepe  (108),  run,  wander 

Lerrum  (46),  leave,  suffer  to  re- 
main. 

Les,  deceitful,  mendacious. 

Lese,  lose.    A.  S.  ledsan. 

Leste,  least. 

Lete,  forbear,  stop,  cease,  pre- 
vent.   A,  S.  ^e^ton= hinder. 

Leve  (66),  believe.     A.  S.  leaf  an. 

Leve  (67),  dear,  agreeable.  A.  S. 
Uof 

Leve  (39),  live  (?). 

Leve  (66),  leave. 

Levedi,  Levedy,  lady. 

Levely  (58),  lovely  9),  dear  (?). 

Lever,  rather,  sooner. 

Lewde,  ignorant,  unlearned. 
A.  S.  IcBwede  =  belonging  to 
the  laity. 

Leyde,  laid.  A  S.  lecgan,  pt.  t. 
ic  legde. 

Leyghen,  lay.    A.  S.  licgan. 

Lhouth,  loweth.  , 

Lhude,  loud.    A  S.  Jdiid^Xcmdt 

LibbOi  live,  lived.    A.  S.  lybban. 


C^JSSAKr. 


%:   m     ^*f 


A.  S.    Lmtf, 


l«    .-" .     ps\ . 

ifiok      A   Si.   foruTL 

:;  .  .naxL.  snwiliiBf .    A.  S. 

iocsf  for  bur..     A.  S. 
.'/vr^      1  ui.   /-fU.. 

I^omt  laxr.i- 

iLame  "  lit  nwii'.  of:  aaai  iomc  ~ 
(02.  Tilt  sanK  irard  anc 
piiranf  oeorr  n.  xht-  Skszzioal 
-rnmanw  o:  "rtcsaviai.  Im- 
neraro:  "  Vet>e^.  iii.  r^S;. 
*•  Uii'  CTnT»erou:  iivj.  sodm  pin 
kemr  of tanc  loonc. " 

Lome  izF ..  *?nT  iomf  '  ==i«inr 
o;  Uier  I«i"  :  niiaiik  T» 
niaict    U1K    o:    tncn    ie^  i«>: 

Lour..  AjOnflc.  laiiu.  Oinmrrr.  j^iup- 

Lao^red  Lodfreec.  loo^il.   A.  b. 

LoTdinryt,.  i.  traiToi. 

Lordyn^res.  >irs».  iii:i«rcT&. 

Lore.  LorezL  io.si.     A.  S.  icogan. 

1.     1.     tn'TU 

Lose.  7)r.iist;.    l>:ri.  (nvs,. 
LoBSom.  Losbuxl.  Lubsuhi.  lovely. 

lovfK.mic. 
LoBtlase  itv>..  inatToiiiivr.. listless. 
T^i^^.hwn    loath.     A.  S).  iuhtiau. 
LoU'&e  iS:>,.  ioitfii.  loiif. 
Lovie,  low,. 
Lowte.  tiov,  iKJiid.  Tield.    A  S. 

/I'tiirtth. 
Lncetles  ,sr-.  ]iike%. 
Lud.    * •  <. »ii  iuie  lud  '*=iii  her  own 


A.    S.   lonftB 


',  wining. 

TiHgti,  laughed,  r.  Loh, 

Tjtim,  beama. 
flzide  (?). 

Lore,  Lyre,  complexi<m. 

Ltiwhiiiui'C,  lovelier,  v.  Looo*. 

LnBt.  please.    A.  S.  IpttaiL 

LfBtnede,  pleased. 

LnBSiifltlL,  I^yBtDetli,lisieiL  A& 
iiiigia»=to  hear. 

Lot,  few.  littk.    A.B.lpL 

Lmol.  lixcle. 

I^FSFd  (i2j.  chaijger,  hone. 

L37iri.  blighted.  A.  &  likia»=i» 
daaoeud. 

If^llte,  oontentian  (?).  Lat.  ^ttfl- 
*'  And  ifaiu  he  haTet  ber  led 
with  lite."  (Twaiae  ud 
Gawayne ).  is  eridentlj  a  nni- 
lar  expKoaaion,  which  Mr. 
KiTawm.  however.  exi>laiBi 
**  treaiied  withindiffenDoe.'* 

Lylie  .53 ».  Hly. 

Lyn  '58;.  ?  line. 

IffluOdt,  lime  or  linden-trw ;  ud 
henct.  fi^rarativelv,  a  tr«,  or 
clunii'  t>:  trees  iu  geuerhL 

Lj'ven.  bve,     A.  S.  U'Atah. 

Lj'ver.  iivory.     Fr.  Urrtc 

l^yvBB  man  ,4.:. ..  living  man  *  • 


musi 


*«. 


Ma  .ar..  .;. 

Mae.  iia)rt.. 

Macjrer.  il  &  niagcer=in  Fpi«  <=*■ 

Ji.  maufr-f. 
MaiBtzy.  Maystsr.  power,  pre 

eniuieiiofc,  huiiuir::y. 
Make.    n:u.tt:.    huKhaiiU.    A.  •'l'- 

wacc*^      loeL    mai'i.      -Va*^ 

aiit;  ntatt  are  iliiiil)lrt&.  J^^  '* 

1*.  h  H«cieiit*vi  fi.»rm 
Maiked,  Makeden,  made.    A  ^ 

ruac.iaiu    pt.    v.    %c   laafv* 

j».  ji.  luacod. 
Man.  ujukl. 
Mandeth  ;55).  mends,  is:]'rovei 
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a  btffctering'jram. 

najmoled* 

.    A*  S.  vMTe, 

I,  more.    A.  S.  masra, 

"ti,  *'  in  the  parts  lying 

ihe  marches  *  (Percy), 

-country. 

),  couunend. 

r,  messenger. 

est.    A.  S.  ma^an=to 

t. 

\  mats. 

rie,      Mahometanism, 

I,  virgin,  young  woman. 

brength,  force.    A.   S. 

u« 

tendants,  retinue,  ser- 
O.  F.  maM^nc=ahou8e- 
snpposed  to   be  from 

Lat.    maianada  (from 

minus  natu),    a  com- 

>f  menidU. 

1,  meadow.  A.  S.  me- 
"Welsh,     medd.      Gr. 

=  wine,     from      Sans. 

EC  =  honey.      Cf.    Eng. 

=a   drink  made   from 

• 

ard.    A.  S.  mM. 
reward. 

)lle  Of,  meddle  or  have 
m  with,  contracted 
L>.  F.  mealer,  from  Low 
mUcuJare,  which  from 
niscere. 

in,  lament,  grieve.  A.  S. 
i»=to  lament,  moan, 
noaneth,  complaineth. 
(37)>  to  make  a  man 
honour.  Ice\.inen8ka= 
J,  humanity.  Ger. 
A=man. 

,  graceful,  noble. 
). 
lie,  merchandise. 


MerclilB,  marches.  A.S.  rruare= 

a  mark,  boundary. 
Merk  (36)  (?)  dark,  murky.    A.S. 

merce,  Dan.  mork, 
Mersli,  march. 
MesBe,  mass. 
Meat,  most.    A.  S.  mcest. 
Me8ter(4i),  need(?). 
Meve,  move,  go,  depart. 
nUdde  (63),  midst. 
Mihtes,  mightest. 
UUcel,  much,  great.    A.  S.  mpccl 

=great. 
Miles  (55),  maidens.   A.S.meowU 

=maid. 
Mince  (?) 
Minion,  Mjmyone,  small,  dear, 

pretty.  Yr.mignon,  from  Old 

High  Ger.  mwni=love. 
Miri,  merry.  A.  S.  myrig, 
Meisseine   (199),    mizen.      Fr. 

misaine.     Lat.  medianus. 
Mithe,  might,  strength.     A.  S. 

mihL 
Mo,  more.  A.S.  wwl,  ?ncB?'a=more. 
Mocli,  moche,  much,  great.  A.  S. 

mycel=muchj  great. 
Modi,  Mody,  moody,  melancholy. 

A.  S.  m6d=mood^  passion. 
Mome,  mummery.    Lat.  momus. 
Mon,  man.     A.  S.  mari^     Icel. 

manne. 
Mone,  moon.  A.S.  mdna,  aiuasc. 

sub.  with  gen.  mdnani.  Icel. 

mdni,     Ger.    mond.    Moeso- 

goth.  mena,  all  masculine. , 
Monge  (51)  (?)  mingle,  join.  A.S. 

mengan, 
Monie,    Mony,   Monge,    many, 

"other   moni  on"=**many 

another  one  (46). 
Monimon,  many  men. 
Monnes,  men,  v.  Mon, 
Monnyn-day,  Monday. 
Mo,  moo,  more.     A.  S.  md, 
Moren  (40),      mom,     morning. 

A.  S.  morgen. 
Mort,  ^  mort  (93).    "  The  blewe 

a  mort  uppoue  the  bent"= 


410 


GLOSSARY. 


they  lonnded  the  death  (of 
the  deer)  upon  the  field. 

Koft,  mutt. '  A.  S.  icmai,  O.  E. 
/  rrvoU  is  the  pnsent  tense. 
A.  S.  ic  m6tU.  O.  £.  Imoste 
is  the  past  tense.  The  mod- 
em EDglisH  mttst  serres  for 
both. 

Mot,  Mothe,  Montbe,  might. 

Mote,  may,  must, 

Moonde,  company,  people. 
**  With  swithe  gret  mounde  " 
=with  a  very  great  com- 
pany ;  with  great  numbers  of 
people  (45). 

Mowe,  Mowen,  may. 

Mowrmars,  mourners.  Perhaps 
erroneously  for  **nuyiffmar8.^* 

M03nie,  monk. 

Mnchele,  much.    A.  S.  mycel. 

Mnlne,  mill.  A.  S.  mylne.  Ger. 
mule.   Lat.  tnola. 

Mures,  Mores,  moors,  highlands. 

Murgest,  merriest. 

Mnrgeth  (55,  56),  rejoice  with, 
be  merry, 

Miirie,  merry.    A.  S.  myrig. 

Miirthes,  mirth.    A.  S.  myr%, 

Musen,  wonder. 

Myd,  with  A.  S.  mid,  Ger.  mit. 
Du.  med. 

Mye  (60)  (?). 

Myht,  Myhten,  might. 

Mykell,  jp^eat,  powerfuL  A.  S. 
wi.vcfZ  — great. 

B^yllan,  Milan  steel. 

Mjm,  mine.  A.  S.  min,  properly 
gen.  case  of  ic=l, 

B^me-ye-ple,  "perhaps  many 
plies  or  fold  "  (Percy) ;  more 
probably  =  Fr.  manople  —  a 
gauntlet. 

Mysaunter,  misadventure,  mis- 
chance. 

Myswent  (106),  mistaken. 

N. 
Na  (59),  no,  not.     "Na   down 


slyt "  =  does      not      lEde 

down« 
Naht,  naught,  pitting ;  short  for 

A.  S.  na  tm/^3:**oo  whit.* 
Nappy     (300),      sleep-indveiog, 

heady.     A.  S.  Aii^]9puM=to 

slumber. 
Nare,  nor. 
Nath,    hath    not.     Probably  r* 

mistake  in  the  MQ*  for  Mk. 
He,  not.    A.  S.  ne.  jfr.  lie. 
Nede.     "To   need'*  =  at  need. 

A.  S.  nedd^needi, 
Nedys,  need#.    A.  S.  niait,  gia^ 

of  nedd. 
Heghe,^  nigh,  near.     A  ^  saiA 

=near.- 
Neisae,  foolish.   Fr.  niait.  Wedg- 
wood refers  it  tOil^at.  iiCKisi 
Nelle,  will  not  • 

^®r  (S3)t  nearer,  v.  Negke, 
Ner  (28),  never. 
Here,  were  not.    A.  S.  jmwp»= 

were  not. 
Nes,  was  not. 
Nete,  homed  cattle.   A.^k»iU» 

=to  butt  with  the  honii. 
Nl8,  Nys.    For  ne  ts=is  not 
NitH  (40),  night  (?). 
No,  not. 

Neither,  neither. 
Nolde,  nolden,  would  not.    Cf. 

Lat.  nolfe.  A.  S.  nyllan. 
Nollys,  noddles,  heads,  noils. 
Nome,  name. 

Nome,  to  nome=by  name  (30). 
Nome  (32),  took. 
None,  noon. 

Nonnes-kunnes  (48),  no  kinds. 
Nonys.     "For  the  nonys"=for 

the  nonce,  for  the  purpose  or 

occasion.    O.  E.  for  the  nano* 

a  corruption  of  for  then  ana. 
Noth,  not. 

Noth,  for  ne  wot=know  not 
Noud,  NOlit  (27),  not  (27),  noth- 
ing. 
Noye  (80),  trouble,  danger. 
Nn,  now.     A.  S.  nu. 
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fule,  will  not.      "Nulle  y"= 

will  I  not  (53). 
tins  ne  lerram  on  vle^we  will 

not  leave  remaining  in  exist- 
ence. Mr.  Ritson  makes 
nt«=**  there  is  not,"  and 
appears  unable  to  atiacli  any 
meaning  to  the  obscure  sen- 
tence, which  the  Editor  has 
here  attempted  to  explain. 

iryhtesrclei,  nightiiigale  .A.  S. 
nichi'gale.  Ger.  nachivpal 
(from  mcA^=night,  galan= 
to  sing).     Dan.  nattergall. 

Nythe,  strife,  malice,  wickedness. 


0. 


(),  a,  one,  on,  ever,  ay  (67). 

Dferlyng,  superior,  paramount; 
opposed  to  underling.    P. 

Dlit,  oath.     A.  S.  dfS, 

Mther,  either,  or. 

yn,  in,  of.    A.  S.  on, 

)ii,  one.  A.  S.  dn,  Lat.  unus. 
Ger.  cin. 

>ii  man  for  on=man  to  man. 

)n  loft=alof  t. 

hiane,  anon.  A.  S.  ondn =in 
one=pre8ently. 

hide,  contention,  fury,  wicked- 
ness, malice.  The  precise 
difference  between  nythe  and 
onde  cannot  be  well  ascer- 
tained. 

tales,  onys,  once.    A.  S.  dues, 

)neUie,  scarcely.  A.  S.  unediS 
=not  easily,  from  ediS=e&ay, 

)nfowgliten,  unfought. 

his,  once.     A.  S.  dnes, 

>0(S4)  (?).on,  ever. 

hr,  before,  ere  that.  A.  S.  dr= 
ere. 

h:e,  favour. 

)8t,  inn.  Ost-house  11  still  used 
in  the  north  with  this  mean- 
*  ing. 

^8te,  host,  army. 


Other,  or. 

On,  ow,  you. 

Ous,  us. 

Oven  (45),  ofver  on. 

Owaxe,  hour. 

Owen,  own.    Ai  S. 

Owglit(iiS),oat. 


P. 


dflren=own. 
A.  S.  HU 


Pae,  peacock.  A.  S.  pawa,  Lat. 
pavo. 

Palle,  fine  cloth  or  silk. 

Palmer  (318),  hermit. 

Pannels  (303),  panniers. 

Parti.  "Uppone  a  parti  "= 
apart;,  on  one  side,  at  a  dis- 
tance (94). 

Parvenke,  pervenke,  pervlnk, 
the  flower  now  vulgarly  C2kl\- 
e6. periwinkle.  Fr.  parvenche. 
A.  S.  peruince,  figuratively 
pink,  flower ;  as  used  by 
Shakespeare  in  the  following 
instances:  **I  am  the  very 
pink  of  courtesy  ; "  "  The 
flower  of  Europe  for  his 
chivalry." 

Pas  pur  pas,  step  by  step. 

Passen,  pass. 

Pele  (79),  the  tool  which  bakers 
use  to  put  things  in  or  take 
them  out  of  the  oven.  Fr. 
paelle. 

Pellettes,  balls  of  stone.  The 
pellets  used  for  the  old  war- 
missiles  were  large  balls  of 
stone.  See  Piers  Plowman, 
v.  78.,  and  Chaucer  "House 
of  Fame,"  iii.  553. 

Peloer  (107)  (?)fur. 

Perde=Par  Dieu.    An  oath  very 
frequently  used  by  our  early 
poets,     from     Chaucer     to 
,  Shakespeare. 

Perflt,  perfect. 

Perte,  part. 

Fertyd,  parted,  divided. 
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PwtUett,  pistoL  See  Percy's 
Beliques,  L  lao.  This  in- 
strument was  hy  no  means 
uncommon  about  the  period 
in  question.  In  1581,  Wil- 
Willuim  Bickerton  was  eon- 
Ticted  of  the  shooting  G. 
Auchinleck  of  Balmanno 
with  ^^bendit  putolet  through 
the  body  ^  (Maclaurin's  Ar- 
guments. &c.,  p.  734X 

Feyswt,  pieces. 

Feys88»  peace.     Fr.  paix, 

Ptirte,  pitjy  compassion,  clem- 
ency- 

(56).  plays,  games  (?). 
^  pleasure. 

Plfljou  play.     A.  S^  pieman, 

Fl0W-mell,  a  small  wooden  ham- 
mer oceasionally  fixed  to  the 
plow^  still  used  in  the  north ; 
in  the  Midland  Counties  in 
its  stead  is  used  a  plow  hat- 
chet.    P. 

Follys,  polls,  heads. 

Poppynkay,  parrot,  popinjay. 
O.  F.  papegaiy  derived  from 
Bavari;in  pappeln  =  chatter 
{dtrr  pap, rile ^ak  parrot) ;  and 
Ital.  ijallo—ak  cock.  The 
eudiui:  (/alio  was  changed  in 
French  intoyay  or  yeat= jay. 

Pore,  poor. 

Pot  (12)   i?)  fot. 

Poorailie,    j^)easantry,    common 

people,  poor. 
Prayse-folk  (82),  prize-folk,  those 

who  granted  the  gre  (?). 
Prest,  pi-ompt,  ready.     Fr.  prity 

from  Lat.  pr(xsto=&t  hand. 

Cf.    Welsh,   preat  =  quick, 

presn-- to  hasten. 
Tnsyn  (109),  press.    Fr.  presse. 

Lat.  premere, 
Preve,  prove. 
Prevy,  private. 
Pxla,  prys  (28),  prize.    Lat.  pre- 

^'tt^      (31)    praise,    fame. 


O.    F.     preit.      (26)  worth 
while. 

Prisone,  prison. 

Priye,  privy,  secret.     Lat.  pri- 
ratus. 

Prof ecie,  prophecy ;  but  ?  if  not 
a  mistake  for  Polecie. 

Pron,  advantage. 

Provant,  good. 

Prnde,  pride.    A.  &.  pr^d. 

Prycked,  rode.    A.  S.  priccian^ 
to  prick,  goad. 

Prye,  look  earnestly  after. 

Pursue  (208),  track,  trail,  slotj?). 
"  By  the  great  pursue  which 
she  theie  perceav'd"(FAirie 
Queene,  III.  v.  28). 

PutfaUe.  pitfall. 

Pycchjmde  stake  (59),  picldog 
sticks  or  tBoms.  A,S.pycan. 
Cf.  peck,  peak,  spike, 

Pye  (60),  magpie.  Fr.  pie.  Lat. 
pica. 

Pyght.  pitched.  O.  E.  picche; 
pt.  t.  pihte  or  pighte.  Cf. 
Welsh,  picio=to  dart. 

Pygsnye  (165),  a  term  of  endear- 
ment ;  from  piggesiiyCy  put 
for  "  pigges  ye  "= pig's  eye: 
the  pig  s  eye  being  small 
The  use  of  nye  for  yt  is  com- 
mon. 

Pyn,  pain.  A  S.  pin.  Icel.  pino 
=pain. 

Pype  (28),  to  pipe.  A.  S.  i)Jp. 
Icel.  pipa.     Ger.  pfeife. 


Q. 


Qualme  (41),  calm,  peace. 

Quan.  when. 

Quean  (297),  woman.   A  S.  cwin. 

Gr.  Xvvij, 
Quest,  inquest  {?),  inquiry. 
Quic,  quick,  alive.     A.  S.  ewk 

=alive,  whence  couch-gnu*, 

quitch-grass,  quick-set.     Cf. 

Lat.  vivus. 
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Quite,  qnyte  (30)  acquit  (100), 
requited,  repaid ;  quit,  free, 
unharmed ;  (185)  quietly. 

QiynTy,  quarry.  *  *  In  nunting  or 
hawking  is  the  slaughtered 
game,  &c.  "  (Percy).  O.  F. 
curee,  corailles.  Ital.  curata 
=the  intestines  of  an  ani- 
mal, heart,  &c. ;  from  Lat. 
cor=heart. 

QnyttixxzJ.  "  Quytt  my  mede  " 
=retilmed  my  reward,  re- 
paid my  love. 

Qworat,  whereat. 

Qwyn,  queen.  A.  S.  cwin.  Icel. 
ivdn.      Gr.  ywT^=a.  woman. 


B. 


Bad  (57)  (?)  ready. 

Bae,  roe. 

,Baft,  bereft.  A.S.  redfiariy  from 
A.  S.  rc<i/=8poil. 

Ba^rlit  (87),  snatched,  seized  (?;. 
A.  S.  rcican,  pt.  t.  ic  rcekte. 

Bagln,  tossing. 

Balke,  range,  wander.  Icel. 
reika=to  roam. 

BaTringy  wanderiog. 

BaU  (87)  (?). 

Bampande,  leaping  violently, 
rampant. 

Ban,  rain. 

Bapes  (42),  ropes. 

Bashing,  rushing. 

Baught,  stretched.   A.  S.  rdcan. 

Bairn  Bonn,  ransom. 

Bayleth  (55),  puts  on  as  a  gar- 
ment. A.  S.  hr(egel=B,  gar- 
ment, whence  night-raiL 

Baysse,  race,  raid. 

Beames,  realms. 

Beane,  rain.  A.  S.  regen,  ren, 
€rer.  regen. 

Beas,  raise.  Icel.  reisa.  Swed. 
resa;  but  in  A.  S.  we  find 
rcBran  =  to  rear,  rUan  =  to 
rise. 


Bechlesse,  rekeless,  reckless, 
heedless,  inattentive.  A.  S. 
rican, 

Becth  (38,  40),  right. 

Bed,  rede  (112),  advice.  "  Token 
hem  to  rede  "=  took  advice 
with  each  other,  consulted 
together  (33).  (89)  deter- 
mined, judged.  A.  S.  roidan 
=advise,  from  A.  S.  rc^d= 
advice. 

Beddyl,  a  coarse  sieve,  a  riddle. 

Befe,  bailiff.    A.  S.  refa, 

Beken  (40),  smoking  (?). 

Belesse,  relief,  release  from  pain. 

Remorse  (322),  regret,  pity. 

Remuy,  remove. 

Benn3nige,  running.  A.  S.  ren- 
nan. 

Bepreve,  reprove. 

Bereth,  reareth,  setteth  up. 
A.  S.  rceran. 

Bes,  race. 

Beste  (51),  rested.     A.  S.  restan, 

Betheres  hude  (31),  bullock's 
hide. 

Rette  (43),  impute,  ascribe. 

Ben,  rue.  A.  S.  hre6w=^et ; 
hredwan  =  to  rue.  Ger.  reue 
=repentance. 

Beve,  steal,  or,  more  properly, 
rob,  bereave.  "  Reve  me  my 
make  "=  bereave  me  of  my 
mistress  (50). 

Bewthe,  pity,  compassion.  A.  S. 
hre6w=gTie{. 

Bew3rtli,  rueth,  grieves  for,  la- 
ments. 

Bide.    "Ful  on  ride"=at   fuU 

speed  (33). 
Bod    (34),    rode.     A.  S.    ridan, 
Icel.  rliki;  pt.  t.  ic  rdd;  p.p. 
riden. 
Bode  (51),  the  cross,  rood.    A.'S. 
rode.  (55)  colour,  complexion. 
A.  S.   rudu  =  redness,  from 
rtLd=red. 
Boke  (89),  rooks,  stones. 
Boo,  roe.    A.  S.  roa.    Du.  ree. 


(SOUSSART. 


'^BtidfieBi 

^  ^     -funun  =■  ^ 
fmm  *«ia=:k  nmat.  a 

k  .luratt  'if  on.  infWrnir 
«z»    fr    {nailty.   %  awinnn 

ujonx;  rmmd. 

Town.  jumiKr. 

nbftiui^     HIM  ■!■     O.  F. 

id),    vmauau     Jk.  S. 


•«  "lu^  pL  wirwa%  pup. 


-^  .     iisoi^urie.   saw.     A.  S. 

Tsj.\ti*x  "^^^  iiicriiii^  or  jaaesa:^ 
A.  i-.  le-^i  — rnwaiiaiiip- 

3ar«,  i4;r-.     X  S.  mar. 

s*?   13.  «iW9  *  —  Tnotl'i  ft  com- 
nioa  «iTi3i£  «K  is  (25;-.    A.  3. 


fiiv^  <£ai  1C&    A.S.  mm, 
pc.  t.  Mr  mah^  p.pL  ^cm^cs. 
_  .     A.  S.  mt9aMy  pt  t 

«(7  !»ejrie^  p.pu  J€tSd^ 

i29X)^  scaby  Leprotfj. 
':a93,v  waav  p«T«rty. 

soidda^    A.  S.  jrjrML 

mizusti^  mndoQC  See 
Shens.  A.  SL  nf  rfti=to 
^rini^  la.  iibuBie. 

.74..  aAM«%ihk»  pw- 

140,  shrobft. 
ftaliCL    A.Sk  k  KtoL 
pL  wn  KuLm^^t.t^  ictctaUi. 
sle«p.     A.  S.  ddf^ 
SBOBnaSstt.  iliaeomj&fi. 
Seoct,.  aoiort. 
ScoCaiV  sout^  pajventy  koL    Fr. 

SBoyier;  a&vjv.,  swycr,  tqiire: 
Lt}w  Lik£^  taUariu*=^  t£ieU* 
b«axer.  froffi,  L&t.  jcvhnL 

TlPTIi,  seek. 

27  .  ~Sei:  in  »e«'*=setin 
a  ieaiL  seC  Tipoa  a  throoe : 
th-u:*  we  sdll  say,  the  tee  of 
£oine.  Caa-erborr,  ic.    Ial 

z6 ',  reiTixii.  keep  in  his  sigtt 

Seri,  -rj. .  -saw. 

Seg^^  aar.    A.  S.  j^rjTow. 

Segiie,  uo  '.<:ok.    A.  S.  Kon^  p-  P- 

SeLdeiu  said,  T.  Suf/iu. 
S&uaiU  sai«i. 
Selsd  .55^  I?'  seen. 

sack.     A.  S.  Kie.    Fr.  Jtt 
Dan.  xfk. 

sure.     Ger.   sicker.    Lftt 

Sekerlj,  ecrtainlT,  surelj. 
Seld.  selde,  seldom.      A.  S.  «r/i< 

84  siUj,  foolish.    A.S.Jif/iV= 
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happy  ;  it  came  to  mean, 
innocent,  then  poor,  simple, 
and  even  silly. 

Selkethe.  '^Aselkethe  wyse"= 
of  a  strange  shape  or  fashion 
(31).  A,  S.  sel-cufS  (for  seld- 
cufS)  strange,  from  8eld=&el- 
dom,  and  ct^=known. 

Seltbe  (58),  advantage,  benefit. 

Selven,  self.    A.  S.  self,  sylf. 

Semloli^st,  seemliest,  prettiest. 

Sen,  since.  A.  S.  «i^an=after- 
wards,  since  ;  ^,  adv.=late ; 
«i9,  sb.=a  turn,  time. 

Send,  sende,  sent. 

Seo,  see.    A.  S.  aion. 

Serewe,  sorrow.    A.  S.  sorh, 

Se803nie,  Saxony. 

Seten  (30),  sitting  (?). 

Sethexi,  since,  v.  Sen, 

Setlitlie,  afterwards, 

Sey,  say.    A.  S.  secgan. 

Shent.  "Thus  to  be  8hent**= 
to  be  thus  disgraced,  to  be 
brought  to  this  shameful 
end.  p.  p.  from  Shend, 
which  see. 

Shereth  (59),  shiyereth. 

Shoddre^  shuddereth. 

Shome,  shame.  A.  S.  sceamian 
=to  be  ashamed. 

Shonde  (32),  to  be  shown,  seen. 

Shonkes  (Shanks).  ''Whil  him 
lesteth  the  lyf  with  the  longe 
shonkes "  =  so  long  as  he 
with  the  long  shanks  lives, 
i.e. ,  Edward  I.,  so-called  from 
the  length  of  his  legs. 

Shope,  prepared,  made.  A.  S. 
9capan=io  shape;  pt.  t.  ic 
8c6p. 

flttreward  (13),  a  rascal,  mean 
fellow.  O.  E.  schrewe,  Cf. 
tcrew, 

Shnlden,  should. 

Slinle,  shall.  A.  S.  ic  seeal ;  pt.  t. 
ic  sceolde, 

Shup,  shaped,  v.  Shope, 


Shxatyng,    "  recreation,    diver- 
sion, pastime  "  (Percy), 
Sides  (38)  (?). 
Slgge,  say.    A.  S.  secgan. 
Slke,  siked,  sighed.    A.  S.  sican. 
Sikemes,  league,  confederacy. 
Site,  city. 

Sithen,  then,  v.  Sen, 
Siwed  (52)  (?),  served,  followed. 
Slaye,  slain.    A.  S.  sledn,  p.  p. 

slagen, 
Sleeche  (40),  cunning,  sly.    Icel. 

slcBge=aly. 
SlO,  slay. 

Slou.   "  To  slou  *'=to  be  slain. 
Sloughe,  slew,  v.  Slaye, 
Slyt,  slide.    A.  S.  slidan. 
Smalle,     poor,     common.     Cf. 

"small  beer." 
Smerte,  smart.    Du.  smart. 
Smette,    smote,     cut.      A.    S. 

smitan. 
Smicker,   sleek,    elegant,   trim. 

A.  S.  smicre, 
Smot  (47),  hung  (?),  cast. 
Smyte.      "Of  smyte '^smitten 

of  (30).    A.  S.  smitan,  pt.  t-. 

sma^. 
So,  as.     **So  liht  so"=aa  light 

as  (47). 
Sodeyn,   sudden.     Fr.  soudain, 

Lat.  subitaneus, 
Soffld,  sought. 
Soht  (27),  sooth,  truth.    A.   S. 

«66=true. 
Soht  (52),  sought. 
Sojoure,  sojourn. 
Soldans  (315),  Saracens. 
Solsede,  sun-flower.    Lat.  solse' 

quium. 
Son,  soon.    A.  S.  s6na. 
Sond,    gift,    lit.    anything  sent, 

hence  a  gift,  present. 
Sonde.     "  Godes  sonde  "=God'g 

messenger,       the      Messiah 

(33). 
Soot  (36). 

Sorl,   sorry,    miserable.     A.    S. 

sdrig  =  sore,  wounded,  sad, 
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from  sdr=&  sore,  not   from 

8orh=Borrow, 
Sot  (12). 
Souse  (295),  stews,  sauces.  A.  S. 

9eawe8=]\iice.   Another  form 

of  sauce,  from  Lat.  salsus. 
South  (37),  sweet,  delightful.  (48) 

truth.    See  Soht. 
Speere,  spear.     A.  S.  spire.    Du. 

and  Ger.  speer, 
Spendyd    (97),    "probably   the 

same  as  spanned,   grasped" 

(Percy),    hence=got    ready, 

placed  in  rest.     Dan.  spande 

=to  stretch. 
Spene,  spend.     "Spene  bred"= 

consume  victuals   (47),  i.e., 

keeping  thee  in  prison  would 

be  expensive  to  us. 
Spens,  expense. 
Spired,    inquired.     Gf.    Scottish 

**  speer:* 
Sporeles,  spurless. 
Spray,  sprigs.    A.    S.    8prec=a, 

twig. 
Sprente,   spurted,    sprung   out. 

A.   S.   sprengan=to   spring, 

sprinkle. 
Sprlngen  (46),  spread. 
Spurn,  kick.     See  Teat. 
Stage,  stag. 
Stalworth,  strong,  stout,  lusty. 

**And  stalworth  knight  als 

stele  "  (R.  of  Brunne).   A.  S. 

stcelwot'^  =  worth      stealing, 

excellent. 
Stan,  Stane,  stone.    A.  S.  stdn. 
Starrer  (176),  pre-eminently  ex- 
cellent.      Cf.     a    theatrical 

star. 
Starres  (88),  stars.   A.  S.  steorra. 

Cf.   Lat.  astrum,  and  Stella 

(for  sterula). 
Stat,  state. 

Stede,  Stid,  place.     A.  S.  ste^fe. 
Stel  (12),  steel.   A.  S.  style.    Ger. 

stal. 
Sterne  (96),  fiercely. 
Stertetli  (10),  leap  about,  gambol. 


Stevenyng  (57), speaking,  speech. 

A,  S.  st^en=&  voice. 
Stond,    Stent,    stands.      A.    S. 

standan.    Lat.  stare.     Goth. 

standan, 
Stonde,  Stoimde,  a  space  of  time, 

more  or  less.    A.  S.  stund. 
Stonjrt,  stone,  kill  with  stones. 

A.  S.  stdn=Sk  stone. 
Stoore  (64),  stock,  ritce. 
Stour,   Stoure,  Stowre,  battle, 

contest,   assault.     O.    F.   e»- 

tour.    Icel.  styrr=2k  conbat. 
Stra,  straw.    A.  S.  streaw,    Icel. 

stra. 
Streit  (59),  upright,  confined  (?). 
Strem,  stream.    A.  S.  stredm. 
Stret,  street. 
Strides  (36)  paces  (?). 
Striketh  (55),  runs,  flows,  tric- 
kles.  A.  S.  strican=to  move 

rapidly. 
Strype,  stripe. 
Stude,  place,  v.  Stede. 
Stynttyde  (97),  ceased.    A.    S. 

stintan  =  to    be    blunt,    or 

stunted,  to  faint. 
Styrande  (83),  stirring,  moving, 

disturbed.     A.   S.   styrtan= 

stir. 
St3nrt,  started. 
Suar,  sure. 
Suerd,  Swerde,   swords.    A.  S. 

sioeord. 
Suereth,  sweareth.  A.  S.  swerian. 
Suet,  sweet.     A.  S.  swHe,  sv}H. 
Snythe     (30),    very,    exceeding. 

A.  S.  sw;iS=strong,  great. 
Suetyng*,    sweeting,    a    term    of 

endearment. 
Sugge,  say.     A.  S.  secgan. 
Suilk,    Suilke,    such.      A.     & 

swylc.        Goth.       swa-leiki, 

lit.=  so-like. 
Sulthe,  Swithe.    See  Snythe. 
Sul,  shall     See  Sal. 
Suld,  should. 
Sumer,  summer. 
Sunne,  sin.    A.  S.  syn. 


GLOSSARY, 


423 


Sunmors,  snmmoning  oflBcers, 
bailiffs. 

STm^ecclon,  insurrection. 

Snyre,  Swyre,  neck,  A.  S.  swira, 

Swa,  BO. 

Swapped  (89),  exchanged  'blows, 
struggled. 

Sweime  (41),  dream.  A.  S. 
sweftn^ 

Swepyllys.  *'  "  A  sweped  is  that 
sUiff  of  the  flail  with  which 
the  com  is  beaten  out,"  vulg. 
=a  supple. 

Sweyn,  man.  **  Some  kind  of  in- 
ferior servant  "  (Met.  Rom). 

Swlk,  cease.  A.  S.  swigean=to 
be  silent. 

Swon,  swan. 

Swote  (52),  sweet. 

Swyke,  deceit.  A.  S.  8vn€an= 
to  deceive. 

Swykedom,  deceit,  treachery. 

Swykyn  (57),  deceived,  betrayed. 

Swynkers,  labourers.  A.  S. 
svnncan=to  toil. 

Swyppyng,  striking.  Swipe  is 
still  used  in  the  north  in 
the  same  sense ;  a  smper  is 
a  common  expression  in 
cricket.  A.  S.  8mpian=to 
lash,  scourge. 

Swyvyiig(ii),  harlotry,  adultery. 

Syde,  long. 

Syght,  syk,  sigh.  A.  S.  sican= 
to  sigh. 

Sykjring,  sighing. 

Syne,  since,  then.   See  Sen. 

Sytht  (59). 

Syz-menys-sang  (82). 


T. 


Ta,  take. 

Tahte,  taught.     A.  S.  tdcaUy  pt. 

t.  tahte,  p.p.  UbIU,  lit. = to 

show,    point    out,    whence. 

£ng.  tokev^  Cf.  Gr.  delKvvfii. 

Lat.  dicere. 


Tane,  the  one. 

Tayne,  Taen,  taken.  Icel.  taLw 
Goth,  tekan. 

Te,  to. 

Tear  (100),  this  seems  to  be  a 
proverb.  "That  tearing  Mr 
pulling  occasioned  this  spurn 
or  kick  "  (Percy). 

Teh  (60),  drew  (?).  A.  S.  teogan 
=to  draw. 

Temed  (26),  drawn. 

Tene  (45),  ten. 

Tene  (53),  grieve,  annoy.  A.  S. 
tynaUf  ill-will.  ^ 

Teone  (60),  annoys,  grieves. 
A.  3.  tynan, 

Tememest,  torment,  torture, 
martyrdom. 

Thah,  though.    A.  S.  thdh.  % 

Than,  then. 

Tharinne,  therein. 

Thart,  thou  art. 

The  (32),  thrive,  prosper.  A.  S* 
the6n=groWy  to  prosper.  (12) 
thou.    (32)  thee,  they. 

Theem,  them. 

Theghes,  thighs.    A.  S.  the6h,  « 

Then,  than. 

Thenche,  think.    A.  S.  thencan, 

Ther,  where.  A.  S.  iAcBr=where, 
there. 

Theynes  (28),  nobles,  thanes. 

Thi,  they. 

Thideward,  thitherward. 

This,  these.    A.  S.  thcBS. 

Tho  (26),  then.  A.  S.  thd,  (32) 
when,  those. 

Thoht,  Thohte,  thought.  A.  SI 
thencan  =  to  think,  p.  p. 
gethohU 

ThoUen.  '  'Betere  is  tholien  whyle 
sore  then  moumen  evermore" 
=it  is  better  to  suffer  a  tem- 
porary evil  than  to  mourn 
for  ever  (50).  A.  S.  tholian. 
Lat.  tolerarc^io  endure.  Cf. 
Gr.  rKrjvai. 

Thonke,  thank.    A.  S.  tkancian, 

Thonkes  (33), thanks.  ^'His  thon- 
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kes  "  =  thanks     to      him. 

A.  S.  thancian, 
Tkouche,  though.    A.  S.  theah, 
Thtfoth,  through.     A.  S.  thurfi, 
giOUth,  thought.    See  Thoht. 
*"  9toange,  throng.    A.S.  tkringan 
'.  •       =to  press,  throng. 
,  .JPlirat,  threatens. 
Tfhred,  third.    A.  S.  thridda. 
Threstel-coc,   throstle,    thrush. 

A.  3.  throstle.    Lat.  turdm. 
Thretetli    ^54),     tires    himself. 

A.'  S.  threotan=i\re^  weary. 
Thrlttl-thousent,   thirty    tHiou- 

sand. 
JPltQfwe,  thrown. 
-  xhmznme,  a  thrum  is  th*  firinged 

end  of  a  weaver's  web. 
4  Thrustand  (78),  thrusting  (?). 
Tlirye  (26). 

Thunche,  think.    A.  S.  thincan. 
Thurli,  through.     A.  S.  thurh. 
Thye,  thigh.     A.  S.  theoh, 
TU,  to.    Til  is  still  used  in  the 

north  for  "<o"  (direction). 
^0  (57),  too.    (86)  two. 
ffo-brast,  burst  to  pieces.     A.  S. 

berstan.     Icel.  bresta. 
Toe,  took.     Icel.  taka. 
To-drawe,    drag    away,     draw. 

A.  S.  dragan. 
To-drowe,  drawn. 
To-flatred  (80),  flattened  (?). 
To-foren,  before.     A.  S.  toforan. 
Token,  took,  gave.     In  O  E.  the 

verb   to  take  often  had  the 

meaninj^  of  to  give. 
Token3mg  (78),  token,  sign. 
Tome  (48),   empty.     Icel.   t6m= 

leisure,  ^omr==  vacant,  empty. 
Tone,  the  one. 
Tomiment,  tournament. 
To-schatred,    shattered,   broken 

to  pieces. 
To-8latred,  slit,  broke  into  splin- 
ters. 
To-tereth,  tear  in  pieces.      A.  S. 

tceren. 
Totowe,  too,  too. 


Touab  (J^5),* company,  faith. 

Toupe,  tup, 

Tow*  (99),  two. 

-To-yTBynea,  against. 

Tpro^  trut.      An  e jaculatioii  of 

contempt    (used  by  B«lMrt 

Brunne). 
Tral,  betray. 
Tre,  tree,    wood.      A.  S.  trww. 

Icel.  trL     Cf.     Gr.  5/)u$=an 

oak. 
Trechour,  a  deceiver,  traitor. 
Tremuletli,  trembleth. 
Trenlte  (88),  The  Trinity. 
Tricliard,  treacherous. 
Trlcthen,  trick. 
Trlppand,  tripping.    Du.  trippen 

s=lo  skip. 
Trlst«  (31),  sad, -disagreeable. 
Trone,  throno. 
Trou,    Trowe,     trow,     believe. 

A.  S.  tre6v>ian,     IceL  triM= 

to  believe. 
Trons,  holes  (59),  trousers. 
Troutii-plyglit,  plighted,  faith. 
Trouthe,    troth,    truth.      AS. 

tre6w=ix\xs,t. 
Trowe,  trow,  • '  an  exclamation  of 

inquiry"  (Johnson).  Perhaps 

= trow- ye. 
Trusse  (152),  go,  return. 
Trusyd,  trussed. 
Tryde  (199),  taut,  ready. 
Tubrugge      (32),       twin-bridge, 

double-bridge. 
Twa,  Twaw,  two.     A.  S.  twegm 

(twain)   used    in    masc.  and 

neut.,  twd  (two)  in  fem. 
Twattling  (304),  little,  insignifi- 
cant. 
Twybyl,  two  edged  bill,  hedge- 
bill. 
Twedges,    twigs.     A.  S.    tmgOy 

from  twiccaii= to  twitch. 
Tyne  (40)  harass,  annoy.    A  8. 

ti/nan. 
Tything  (40),  tidings  (?). 
Tyuer  (176),  dress,  get  up. 
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sach. 

)8tonnde,  formerly, 
rfyade  (57),  understi^&d. 
rgore  (50),  in  (Lress,  r.  fl'^jre. 
did,  unhooded,  uncoyered. 
ryfty,  unprofitable.      IceL 
\rift,  thrifa-8k=to  profit. 

XT. 

)ut.    A.  S.  iU. 


V. 

.  f aU. 
went. 

nent,  verily,  truly. 
th.   "Goeth  t^  harbour  in 
he    vert  or  fern"     (Sir  J. 
[awkins). 
ae  (34). 
slie,  vilely. 
i,  once, 
'or. 
ihe,  French. 

3  (33)»  figlit»  dispute. 
,  ill-usage,  villany. 
iten,  without. 


0),  woe.   (43)  woeful.  A.  S. 

fd.    Cf.  Lat.  vce. 

|8),  who.     A.  S.  hwd, 

.e,  guard,   sentinel.     A.  S. 

f€BCcan=io  watch. 

or,  wager.    O.  F.  gage. 

,  would.    A.^.  willan,  ^t.t. 

;  vrile,  pt.  t.  ic  wolde. 

t  (96),  Ut.  quantity,  number, 

ence   (36)  =  riches.    O.  E. 

tone. 

one. 

won.    A.  S.  toinnan.  pt.  t. 
;  tran,p.  p.  vmnnen. 
Ware,  Wane  (39),  be,  were. 


(58)  beware ;  wary,  prudent. 

A.  S.  i(;csr=wary ;  wdrian— 

to  be  cautious.  .  * 

Ware  (47),  reward,  pledge,  g«ir- 

antee. 
Wamy,  warn,  give  warning  cue  . 

notice  to.  t 

Waron  (31),  were. 
Waryed,  accursed.    A.  S.  teeri-  ' 

gan  =  to     curse  ;    'werig  = 

wicked. 
War3rson,  hire,  reward. 
Wat»  Wate,  wot,  know.    A,  S. 

witan=io  wit ;  pr.  t.  ic  wat ; 

pt.  t.  ic  wigte;  p.  p.  witen. 

Cf.  G^  3t$a  (which  is  in  fact 

th&     lame     woid).      Goth. 

v}it(m=io   know.    See   Lat. 

videret  and  Ger.  vfissen,  pt.  t. 

toiisste. 
Wat  (39),  what.    A.  S.  hioat. 
Waxe,  Waxen,  Wazeth,  grow^ 

A.  S.  weaxan ;  pt.  t.  ic  weox. 
Wayte  (39),  await,  serve. 
Wasrtes,  sentinels,  watchmen. 
W[o]de,  wood.     A.  S.  wiuiu. 
Weal  (100).     **  To  clench  so  as  ta 

leave  marks,  to  mark  with. 

wales  by  clenching."    A.  S. 

«7aton=wales.    But   in  this 

line  we  should  perhaps  read, 

**  wryng    and    weal  *     (i.e., 

wailed,  lamented).  Cf.  Chau- 

cer,  Gierke's  Tale,  1214. 
Webbes,      websters,      weavers. 

A.   S.  webbe=fi  female  and 

webbere=&  male  weaver.  • 

Weche,  which. 
Wed,  wede,  clothes.    A.  S.  weed 

=a  garment.     Cf.  **  widow's 

Wedde,     gage,    pledge,     pawn. 

A.  S.  wed, 
Weht,  what. 

Wei  (48),  very ;  (49),  will. 
Weld,   wield,    govern.      A.    S. 

weaidan.     Icel.    valda  =  to 

exercise  power. 
Wele  (54),  welL 
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W^IkS,    which.      A«    S.    hwylc 

hit.  gualit. 
Wen  (43),  when.    A.  S.  hwamne. 
W«i  (43),  ween,  think.    A.   S. 

winan^  from  i(^n=expecta- 

tion,  hope. 
Wende  (48),  wend,   go.    A.  S. 

vfndan=to  tarn. 
Wande    (49),     ponder,     reflect, 

thidV.     See  Wen. 
Wende,  Wenden,  Went,  weeied, 

thought.     See  Wen. 
Wentyn,  went.    A.  S.  tomdan. 
Weole  (55),  f(vtane,  good  luck. 

A.   S.  wdiO^yreaXf   fortune. 

Cf.  £ng.  well. 
Weide  (42),  fated,  fixed.    A.  S. 

iryrrf=fate.    Cf.  weird. 
Wer,    Werre,    war.      O.    Du. 

Weran,  Went,  were. 

>,  warrior.    Fr.  guerrier. 
(50)*   weary.    A.  S.  toerig 
='wesury ;  werian=io  become 
tired. 
Wes,  was. 

Wet.  Whet,  what.    A.  S.  hwat 
Wext,    waxed,    grown.      A.    S. 

Weylaway,  Weylawo,  Wellaway, 
woe  !  alas  !  A.  S.  wd  la  wd, 
—woe,  lo,  woe.  Welladay 
and  weUuicay  are  meaning- 
less corruptions. 

Whelyng,  changeableness,  un- 
certainty. 

Whittol.  whittle,  knife.  A.  S. 
h  icittel. 

Whittore,  whiter.     A.  S.  hrcit. 

Whose,  whoso  (a  dissyllable). 

Weld,  would. 

Willc,  which.     A.  S.  hwylc. 

Willerdome     (109),     wilfulness 

Wist,  Wiste,  knew.     See  AVat. 
Wit,  Wyt,  with.     A.  S.  wHS. 
Witte,  know.     A.  S.  witan.     See 

Wat. 
Wlyteth  (54),  look  pleased  on. 


A.  S.  'i£;{tto=beaut7 ;  wlttoi 

=to  see. 
■^O  (54),  gone. 

Wo  (99),  woful,  sad.    A.  S.  «1 
Wod  (28),  went,  waded. 
Woderove  (54).  wood-dove,  weed- 

pigeon.    A.  S.  «TU<i«=wood, 

(26/a=pigeon-doTe. 
W<A,  wo.     A.  S.  tod. 
Wolde,    would.    A.   S.    iwff«, 

pt.  t.  ic  toolde. 
WoUe,  WoUeth,  wiU. 
Wolt.      "Chryst  wolt'*=wwiU 

to  Christ. 
Womanliode,  womanhood.   Tbe 

A.  S.  word  is  wifhdd. 
Won  (49,  53),  wan,  pale.    (50), 

habitation.     A.  S.  irtmtaii=' 

to     dwell,     wont,   practice, 

custom. 
Wone  (42),  go.     (98),  one. 
Wonges,  cheeks.    A.  S.  wang^ 

cheek,  jaw. 
Woning-stede,     dwelling-pb(«) 

A.    S.    tDunian=to  dwell; 

8ted€  =  a,  place.     Cf.  hflB^ 

stead. 
Wonne,  abide. 
Woo,  woe. 
Worche,  work,  act.   A.  S.  wyrcan 

=to  work. 
Wore,  were. 

Worhliche,  Wurliche  (51),  wor- 
thily (?), 
Worly  (57),  worthy,  honourable. 
Wormes,  seri)ents,  worms.    A.  S. 

tn/rma.      IceL    orwr.     I^t 

Worth  (38),  become,  result.  A  S. 

wcotfian. 
West,  wottest,   knowest.    A  S. 

icitan. 
Wouche,  mischief,  wrong.    A.  8. 

troA=an  error,    wrong;  Wf 

=a  bending. 
Wounder,  wondrous. 
Wowe  (66),  walla  or  windows  (of 

the  church  ?).     A.  a  vdk- 

a  walL 
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Towes  (55),  woo.  A.  S.  w6gan 
=to  woo,  lit.  to  bend. 

Foweth,  wooeth. 

FowlngTf  wooing. 

Jixnf^  (41),  wrong. 

^raniT  (41)1  jostled,  squeezed, 
wrung.  A.  S.  wringan=to 
wring,  pt.  t.  ic  wrang, 

^rangwis,  wrong-like. 

V^rayed,  betrayed. 

V^retyiL,  written,  inscribed. 

Iftxiill,  wrought.  A.  S.  wyrcan 
=to  work  ;  pt.  t.  ic  worhte. 

^ry,  twist,  turn. 

V^Uime  (31),  pleasant,  agreeable. 
**Wunve  weole"  =  thia  de- 
lightfulhappiness(55).  Wun- 
ne  is  gen.  fern,  of  wpn  or 
toun.  A.  S.  vfyn=joyy  de- 
light (Morris). 

Vnrllche  (51),  worthily  (?). 

iryht  (30,  55),  man,  person.  A.  S. 
wihtf  vmht=^Si  creature,  a 
fohit,  hence  "every  whit"= 
wholly,  altogether. 

^ylse,  wish. 

Tynuneii,  Wymmon,  woman. 
A.  S.  wif-man. 

Sfyn.  (46),  go,  wend,  make  my 
way. 

7yime  (76).  *  *  Brouke  hur  wyth 
Wynne  "  =  enjoy  her  with 
pleasure(Percy).  SeeWunne. 

^ynne  (79),  win,  gain,  get,  pro- 
fit; (79)»  gain,  profit  (sb.). 
A.  S.  winnan=io  labour. 

^yrcli,  work.    A.  S.  wyrcan, 

iTys,  wise.  A.  S.  witan  =  to 
know ;  vn8e=SL  way. 

ITysloker,  wiser,  more  wisely. 

ITyspes,  wisps. 

fjEte,  knew.   A.  S.  vritanj  pt.t. 
icwiste, 

Ty%  (36),  knowledge.  A.  S.  mt, 
(38),  with.     A.  S.  mtJ. 

'^yt©  (30),  know.  A.  S.  witan, 
(32),  guard.  (36),  white. 
A.  S.  htoit. 

Ijter,  wise,  knowing. 


Wythe,  wise. 

Wythouten,    without.      A.    S. 
wiXS-Htan  prep,  and  adverb. 


X. 

Xal,  zalt,  shall,  shalt. 
Xnl,  shall. 


Y. 


Y,  I,  in. 

Yarked,  yare,  prepared,  ready^ 

Yate,  gate.    A.  S.  geat, 

Yatld  (37),  informed  (?). 

Ybate  (30),  beaten  (?). 

Ybe,  been. 

Yboren  (12),  carried,  borne. 
A.  S.  6^an=to  bear,  p.  p. 
geboren.    (59),  bom. 

Ybounde,  bound.  A.  S.  bindan, 
p.  p.  gebunden, 

Ybrend,  burnt.  IceL  brenna, 
A.  S.  byman,  Moesogoth. 
brinnan.     Ger.  brennen. 

Ycaht,  caught.  £ng.  catch  — 
O.  F.  cacier,  chacier,  Fr. 
chasser,  formed  as  if  from  a 
Low  I^t.  captiare,  readily 
suggested  byLowLat.  captia 
=a  chase,  and  this  is  a  mere 
variation  of  Lat.  captare=to 
catch,  ftom  capere=to  take, 
seize.  Thus  £ng.  catch  and 
chase  are  really  the  same 
word,  or  are  doublets.  The 
pt.  t.  caughte  was  suggested 
by  the  conjugation  of  the 
similar  verb  lacche=\,o  seize, 
pt.  t.  laughte,  which  is  from 
A.  S.  Icecon,  pt.  t.  Icehte 
(Skeat). 

Ych,  same.    A.  S.  ylc, 

Ychalbe,  I  shall  be. 

Yche,  each. 

Ydiot,  I  wot. 


J.  i,    temvt  =9 


^fML.  ':u  2.  n^ 


It.     Zxz.  v/m, 


m      -  r*.      r. 


•'■"  '^**'     :  ...f^:.      .=_  ?.    icu  >i< 


1  ». 


■-  -■_   =     li^ 


~B. 


p.'T-  ="rj    ~;, 


J7.E1         ••r'^=* 


^  ^  V 


r'Xr.       T--.:^ 


■•-■^r^^ 


_  T^t 


T5 
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9f.ician=io  stick,  stab,  pt.  t. 

ic  sticode. 
Ysuore,  sworn.    A.  S.  swerian= 

to  swear,  p.  p.  gestooren. 
Ytake,  taken.    A.  S.  tacan,  p.  p. 

tacen,  getacen.    Icel.   tahen. 

Goth,  tekan. 
Yth,  i'  th',  in  the. 
YtBht  (31),  led.    A.  S.   tion=io 

draw. 
Yut,  yet. 
Tvel,  evil,  ill.    A.  S.  jr/g?.    Ger. 

«A€i=evil;  jr/efe=evilly,  ill. 


Ywaxe,  wax,  increase,  grow. 
A.  S.  wecucan,  (rer.  wachsen 
=to  grow. 

YwTaht,  Ywroht,  wrought,  form- 
ed. A.  S.  weorcan=to  work, 
p.  p.  workt,  geworht. 

Yyff,if.  Not  connected  with  give, 
as  Home  Tooke  supposes, 
but  from  Moesogoth.  %ha= 
if.  Icel.  c/,  from  IceL  e/= 
a  doubt. 

Yytte,  yet.    A.  S.  gyt, 

Y-yymed  (50),  yearned. 


*. 


INDEX. 


ABecket,  Thomas,  Archbishop 

of  Canterbury,  14. 
Abel,  Sir  John,  30. 
Aldingar,  Sir,  xxvL 
"  Alexander,"  a  romance,  Iv.-vi 
Alfred  and  Anlaff,  iii. 
Ambree,  Mary,  Ixxxvi. 
Anthony  Now-Now,  Ixxvii.  380. 
Armada,  Spanish,  386-8. 
Arnold's  Essex  Harmnny,  xc. 
Arthur,  King,  iii,  xxvii. 
Artillery  Garden,  The,  368. 
**As    at  noon  Dulcina  rested," 

.      377. 
Artois,  Earl  of,  47. 

*'As  blind  as  a  harper,"  pro  v. 

xlix. 

Ash  well,  a  musician,  Ixiii. 

Asseles  (or  Athol),  Earl  of,  33. 

Assheton,  William,  181. 

Audley,  Lady  Eleanor,  Ixxvi. 

Aylmer   (or   Emer)  de  Valenc«f 

B    "        *• 

Baldwin,  William,  Ixxi. 
Ballads,    names     of    old,    Ixxii. 

Ixxviii,,  Ixxxvii.-ix. 

historical  value  of,  Ixxxviii. 

Bamboroughshire,  83-4. 
Bannockburn,  Battle  of,  xli. 
Bartholomeus  De  Proprietatihus 

ReruTTiy  \y. 
"Battle  of  Otterboume,"  xxviii. 


Bayonne,  129. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Ixxxiii.- 

iv.,  203. 
"  Beggar*s  Daughter  of  Bethnal- 

Green,"  xxvi. 
"Beginning  of    the   World,"  a 

tune,  xviL 
Belflour,  22. 
Belgic  boars,  392-7. 
Belregard,  Bois  de,  23. 
Bennet,  John,  10. 
Berwick-on -Tweed,  84. 
Bigod,  Hugh,  Earl  of  Norfolk, 

XXXV. 

Blacklock.  Dr.,  Ixxxviii. 
Blondel  de  Nesle,  iv. 
Boulogne,  381-2. 

St.  Anne  of,  381-2. 

Earl  of,  46. 

Booker,  John,  368,  370-1. 

Bordeaux,  129. 

Botiler  (or  Butler),  Sir  Edmund, 

6,  61. 
Bradley,  A,  377. 
Brathwaite,  R.,  Ivii. 
Braintree  Fair,  Ixxix. 
Breeches,  lanthorn,  leathem,389- 

90. 
Breton,  N.,  xliv. 
Bruce,  Robert,  25. 
Bruges,  44. 

Bull-running  of  Tutbury,  x.-xl 
Bungay,  Castle  of,  xxxvi. 


Calais,  381. 


0 


INDEX, 


431 


Cambridge,  390. 

"Candlemas  day,*'  a  play,  xviii. 

Captain  Car,  xxviii,  180-5. 

Carlisle,  Bishop  of,  103. 

Carols,  121-4,  158-61,  351-2,  354. 

Cauline,  Sir,  xxv. 

Chalkhill,  John,  191-3. 

Charles's  wain,  369. 

Chatelain,  George,  124. 

Chaucer,  ix.-x.,  xix.,  xxxix.~xl., 

xlix.,  li.,  liv.-v. 
Cheap,  131. 
Chesser,  v.-ix. 
Chester  plays,  153. 
Chettle,  Henry,  Ixxvii. 
Cheviot,  Hunting  of  the,  92-101. 
Chevy  Chase,  xxviii. 
"  Child  of  Elle,"xxvi. 
Child  Rowland,  Ixxxii. 
Christmas,  120-1,  159,  351-2,  354. 
City  mouse  and  country  mouse, 

a  fable,  Ixxix. 
Clifton  (Notts),  231. 
Clyde  to  Clare,  40. 
Cockney,  King  of,  xxxvi. 
Coke's  **  Reports,"  390. 
Colgrin,  Story  of,  iii. 
Cologne,  King  of,  381. 
"  Colle  to  me  the  rysshys  grene," 

a  song,  Ixv. 
"Come,    shepherds,    deck    your 

heads,"  377. 
'*  Complaint   of   Scotland,"    IL, 

Ivii.,  Ixxiii. 
Compton,  Sir  Francis,  393. 
ConiDg,  Peter,  45. 
Copland,  W.,  113. 
Cornish,  W.,  IxiiL 
Coppeld,  the  name  of  a  mare,  80. 
Cornhill,  383. 
Cornwall  pn  Bretagne],  hornpipes 

of,  xliv.,  Ivi. 
Cotton,  C,  1. 
Cowper,  Dr.,  Ixiv. 
Cromwell,  Oliver,  371. 

Thomas,  Lord,  Ixxzvi. 

Crowder,  Blind,  xxx. 
Cuckoo,  Song  of  the,  9-11. 


D 


Dade,  an  almanac-maker,  369-71. 
Dance-tunes,  names  of  old,  xlv., 

XXIU. 

Dancing,  xlix. 

Davy,  Adam,  Ivi. 

De  la  Pole,  "William,  Duke  of 
Suffolk,  102-6. 

Deloney,  Thomas,  xvii.,  xx., 
Ixxviii.,  Ixxxiv.-vi.,  208-17, 
240,  253,  267,  309,  380. 

Devel,  Sir  Ralph,  46. 

*'  Disobedient  Child,"  xviii. 

Donkin  Dargeson,  a  tune,  186. 

Douglas,  Earl  of,  83  et  seq.^  92- 

lOI. 

Sir  James  a'  91. 


Dove,  an  almanac-maker,  369-71. 

Dover,  13,  381,  387. 

Drake,  Sir  Francis,  387. 

Dry  den's  "  Miscellanies,"  xxviiL 

Dudley,  Baron  of,  103. 

Dunbar,  Battle  of,  xxxviii.,  25. 

Durfey,  T.,1. 

Dutt«ii  of  Dutton,  vii.-ix. 


£ 


Earle,  Bishop,  197. 
Eastward  Hoe,  a  play,  188. 
Edgecumbe  family,  159. 
Edom  o'  Gordtn,  180. 
Edward  I.,  ix.,  xxxviii.,  Ixxvi., 
.      12,  14,  25. 

** II.,  28. 

*ill.,  xvi. 

IV.,  xvi. 

'^.,  xvi. 

Elderton,  William,  Ixxix.,  Ixxxv. 

Eldon,  Lord,  4. 

Elizabeth,  Queen, xii.,  xxii.,  xxx., 

Ixxi.,  387. 
Ellis,  George,  16-19. 
"English  Mall," Ixxxvi. 
Etienne  de  Procaire,  129, 
Evesham,  Battle  of,  13. 
Exchange,  The,  383. 
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F 


•'Faib  Margaret  and  Sweet  Wil- 
liam,*' xzviii. 

Fairfax,  Dr.,  Ixiv. 

Faversham,  Earl  of,  393. 

Fiddle  or  crowd  (or  crowth),  liii. 

Fiddlers  and  shoenvakers,  viL-ix. 

xix. 

act  against,  xxi. 

Fife,  Earl  of,  83. 

Fitz-Hugh,  Sir  John,  91. 

Fitz-Thomas,  Sir  John  le,  61. 

Flamhorough  in  Holdemera,  72. 

Flemingtf,^44. 

Flod^en,  Battle  of,  208-17. 

**  Four  Elements,"  an  interlude, 
Ixiii.  ^ 

Free  [Three]  Men's  So<l|t,  IxfcE 

French,  hallad  against  the,  44-8. 

Poetry,  iv.,  xxxix. 

— —  Minstrels,  xv. 

Frisell  (or  Fraser),  Sir  Simon,  25 


G 


*'  Gammer     Gurton's     Needle," 

Ixxvii. 
Gandalin,  72. 

Gilboie,  64.  • 

Giles  de  Hretagne,  127. 
Glasgow,  Bishop  of,  27. 
Gloucester,  Earl  of,  14. 

Duke  of,  127. 

Gower,  John,  xxxix.,  li.-ji. 
Grastoke  [Greystoke?],  Baron  of. 

Gray,  William,  Ixvii. 

Gray's-Inii,  390. 

Green- Ley  ton,  83. 

Greene,  Robert,  xix. 

Grove,  Matthew,  xx. 

Guzman,    Don  Alonzo  Perez  de, 

387. 
Gwynneth,  Dr.,  Ixiv. 


Haltdon-htll,  Battle  of,  xvi. 
Hamilton,  Lord,  184. 
Harebottel     [  Harbottle  ],     Sir 

James,  91. 
Harrison,    Robert,  of  Durham, 

4-5. 
Harsnet,  Archbishop,  Ixxxix. 
Hartley.  Sir  Roger,  99. 
Harvy  Hafter,  Ixi.-lxii. 
Hauteville  (or  HauvU),  John,  zli' 
Hawkins,  Sir  John,  9-10. 
"  Heir  of  Linne,"  xxvi 
Henry  II.,  xxxvL-viL 

III.,  II. 

VI.,  lix.,  Ixxiv.,  iia 

VIII.,    xii.,    xvi.,   xUv., 

Ixvii.,  Ixix.,  Ixxi-ii,  381-2. 
the  emperor,  6. 


Herbert  of  Norham,  Sir,  29. 
Heron  (or  Hearon),  Sir  Williim, 

99. 
Hewitt,  Richard,  IxxxviiL 
"  Hey,   Robin,    jolly  Robin,"  » 

song,  Ixxxi. 
Hogarth,  W.,  xviii.,  1. 
Hornpipes,  Cornish,  xliv. 
Hugh  de  Bigot  (or  Bigod),  12. 
Hugh  de  Dutton,  v. 
Hugh  le  Despenser,  13-19. 
Humber,  38. 

**  Hunt  is  up,"  a  song,  lxvi.-vii. 
Huntly,  Earl  of,  86. 
Hurdy-gurdy,  li. 
Husband,  the  Discontenietl,  i79- 
Hutton,  Henry,  xx. 


Irish,  ^e,  60-4. 

Islington  (Norfolk),  265. 

Ivy  and  Holly,  contest  of  the,  113- 


Jack  N Is,  the  harper,  1. 
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pes,  101-4. 

Newbury,  xviL 

3  Giant-i^ller,  Ixxxiii 

.  of  Scotland,  126. 

3f     a    Wife     lapped    in 

•eFs  Skin,"  xix. 

3untess  of  Toulouse,  7. 

Arc,  Ixxxvi. 

r  Roger)  de  Lacy,  Con- 

>le  of  Chester,  v. 

>ory,    xxviii.-ix.,    xxxi., 

.,  197. 

A.gurstone,  Sir,  86,  90,  99. 

Jaunt,  X. 

,  Richard,  Ixxxi  v. ,  Ixxxvi.  - 

lobert,  175. 
Benj.,  XX.,  1. 
Thomas,  388. 
r  John,  29. 


K 

r  Keith),  William,  175-7. 

Hart's  Dream,"  Ixxvii. 

Henry's  Mirth,"  Ixix. 

Hobbe,"  27. 

the  Minstrels,  x. 

rote,  The,  li. 

liff  (or  Methuen),  Battle 

25. 

of  the  Sun,  387. 

3,  22. 


ALASHOTT,  a  tune,  188. 

10. 

n's  Letter,  xiii.,  Ixxi.-ii. 

d,   William,   xiv^  xvii, 

»  153.  •       ** 

n,  Lieut-CoL,  393. 

t,  Peter,  xxxix.,  i^ 

ing,  Ixxxii. 

d,  M.,  ii.,  li. 

Valter,  103. 

Musgrave  and  Lady  Bar- 

i*)  • •  • 

,     XXVUl. 


"Little  Thank,"  117-20. 
Lollards,  104-10. 
London-bridge,  25,  32* 
"London  Lickpenny,"  L 
"Lord  Thomas  and  Fair   Elea- 
nor," xxiii.,  xxviii. 
Loseusten,  Castle  of,  6. 
Louis  XL  of  France,  382. 
Lordal,  Sir  David,  99. 
Lovell,  Sir  George,  99. 

Lord,  Ixxiv. 

"  Lusty  Juventus,"  xviii,  Ixx. 
Lydgate,  John,  no. 
Lyly,  John,  xix. 
Lyndsey,  Sir  John  of,  26. 
Lyth,  Robin,  72-4.  • 


M 


Mao  Mai  More,  Ethe,  64. 
Man  in  the  moon,  58-60. 
Mannington,  George.  188-91. 
Mannyng,TEtobert,  1%.  * 
Mapes,  Walter,  3-5.         , 
l^Iargftret  of  Scotland,  15$. 
Duchess    of    Burgundy, 

Ixxiv. 
Marlowe,  Christopher,  Ixxx. 
"Marriage    of   Sir     Gawayne,'* 

xxvi.-vii. 
Martin,  T.,  of  Palgrave,  xlvi. 
Martyn,  22. 

Mary,  The  Virgin,  xlvii.-viii. 
Maxwell,  Sir  Hugh,  90,  99^ 
Medina  Sidonia,  Duke  of,  387. 
Mentaye  [Minto?]  Earl  of,  86I90. 
Merlin,  jciii.  i 

Mickleton,  James,  175.        « 
Minstrels,  the  Ancient,  i.-xxziii. 
**  Mirror  of  Knighthood,"  387. 
Molines  [William  de  ?],  103. 
Montgomery,  Sir  Hugh,  91,97-8. 
Morte  Arthur,  xiii ,  xxvii 
Munday,  Anthony, lxzvii.,lxxxv., 

380. 
Murray,  Sir  Charles,  90,  99. 
Music,  Ancient  English,  xxxlv., 
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Music,  facsimile  from  an  eft^Sy 

MS.  of,  xlvi.-'viii. 
Musicid  instruments,  xlix.,  e<  teq. 


N 


Nash,  Thomas,  Ixxriii. 

Kaso,  Prince  [William  III.],  392. 

*'Kew     Academy    of     Compli- 

ments,"  391. 
Kewcastle-on-Tyne,  4,  84. 
Newgate,  29.  ,  ^ 

Normandy,  129. 

Northumberland,  25-44,  212-17. 
^  Henry  Percy,  Earl  of,  xvi. 


O'CONWIB  (O'Connor),  64. 
*'  Old  Simon  the  King,"  Ixxi 
Oldcastle,   Sir  John,  Lord  Cob- 

*  ham,  lo^-'S. 
Ophelia,  Ixxxii. 
Orlando,  Ixxxii. 
Orleans,  Charles,  Duke  of,  Iviii. 

siege  of,  125. 

Otterbourn,  Battle  of,  83. 
Ottercap-hill,  83. 


Piers  of  Birmingham,  Sir,  6f>-4« 
Pigot,  a  musician,  Ixui. 
Placebo  and  Dirige,  102-4. 
Playf ord,  John,  liii. 
Plough,  John,  175. 
**  Ploughman's  Tale,*'  xli. 
Pond,  Edward,  369,  371. 
Provencal  poetry,  iv. 

tBoubadours,  iii.,  xv. 

Puttenham,  George,  IxyiL 

Q 
Queen  Dido,"  Ixxxm 

B 


(( 


PANTALONIAy  pate,  384. 

Parker,  Martin,  367,  371-6. 
Paillia,  Prince  of,  387. 
Partridge,  John,  371. 
Pedro^  Don,  386-7. 
Peele,  George,  Ixxvi. 
Penny,  Sir,  11 5-1 7. 
Pepusch,  Dr. ,  Ixxviii. 
Percy,  Sir  Harry,  84-91,  92-101 

Bishop,  i.,  et  seq. 

folio  MS.,  XXV.,  Ixxxix. 

Philip  the  Fair,  44. 

Philip- Augustus,  King  of  France, 

Philip  II.,  King  of  Spain,  386-8. 


Balph  of  Sandwioh,  Sir,  3a 
jBamsa/s  Tecb-TabU  MitceUany, 

xc. 
Banulph   (or   Bandal),    Earl  of 

Chester,  iv.-v,,  xl. 
Bavenscroft,  Thomas,  xci,  193-7, 

207. 
Bichard  I.,  iv.,  6-9. 

II.,  X. 

Kichard,  King  of  the  Bomans, 

xxxviii.,  II. 
Bipaille,  126. 
Bivers,   an  almanac-maker,  369, 

371- 
Bobert  Mannyng,  xxxix. 
Bobin  Hood,  xl. 
"Bobin,  lend  to  me  thy  bow," 

207. 
Bochford,  George,  Viscount,  156- 

8. 
Bodecliff  Crag,  83. 
"Bomant  of  the  Bose,"  xliv. 
Boos,  Lord,  103. 
Bosin.  Old  father,  xx. 
Bouen,  1291. 
*' Bow  the  boat,  Norman,  row," 

IxL 
Bowland  or  Orlando,  Ixxxii. 


Saint-Pol,  Sir  Jacques  de,  45. 
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n,  "William,  231. 

hn  [de],  104. 

>lhouse  of  Women,"  Iv. 

Abbot  of,  27. 

)allads  against  the,  25-44, 

1-12. 

Va  David,  86-90. 

Sir  Walter,  135. 

er's  (or  St.  Leger's)  Bound, 

v. 

peare,  W.,  xx.,  I.,  Ivii., 

viii.,    Ixxv*,     Ixxxi.-iii., 

LxviL,  58  notfi^  30OL.2. 

,83. 

de  Montfort,  12,  13-19. 

»,  John,  Iv.,  Ix.-ii. 

,  William,  159. 

et      (Edmund    Beaufort, 

keof  ?),  104. 

)ok.  Ancient,  Ixiii.-iv. 

)rinking,  xliii. 

Love,  xlvi. 

riting,  Ivii.,  et  aeq. 

128. 

.',  Edmund,  xix..  Hi. 

lel,  Henry,  22. 

e  of  low  degree,"  liv. 

ans.  Abbot  of,  103. 

Battle  of,  lix. 

Irews,  Bishop  of,  27. 

rid's,  Bishop  of,  103. 

aund's  Day,  123. 

)ld,  Thos.  Ixx.     *^^ 

rge,  ballad  on,  xx:^! 

les,  128. 

d.  Sir  Wa[l]ter,  90. 

phen's  Day,  121. 

[,  Lord,  4. 

\t  and  Winter,  contetftion 

sween,  1131-14. 

,  Earl  of,  Iv.,  Ixxi^  ^ 

(V,  an  almanne-niaiir,  369, 

[. 

Martin,  Ixxiv.    . 


N  [William  III.],  392. 


Tftvemer,  a  musiciait)  IxiiL 
Theatreof  CompUfMnU,  The,  376, 

39r. 
Theobald  of  Pevenes,  34. 
Thomas  of  Ercildoun,  lix. 
Thomas  of  Multon,  Sir,  29. 
Threadneedle  Street,  383. 
Three  men's  songs,  Ixix. 
Tilbury,  387.    • 
Timoneda,  Juan,  305. 
Tinker,  The  Jovial,  203-6. 
Tividale,  93. 

'Tom  of  Bedlam  songs,  359-66. 
Tom  of  Lin,  Ixxiii. 
Tom  Tyler  and  his  Wife,  IxxviiL , 

17s. 
Torbay,  landing  at,  392-7. 

Tottenham,  Tournament  of,  Ixix., 

'     75-82. 

Toulouse,  Earl  of,  7. 

Traillebaston,  commission  of,  19. 

Troly  loly,  153. 

Troubadours,  The,  iii 

Tumblers,  female,  ix. 

Tutbury  in  Staffordshire,  x.-xi. 


U 


Ulvester  (or  Ulster),  Earl  of, 
61. 


Valentine  and  Ojson,  xxvii. 
Venice,  128. 

Viraldi,  10.  * 

Vortigern  and  Bo#em,  xlif. 


W 

,•" 

Wager,  W.,lxxii.-v.,  207. 
Wajes,  Prince  of  [Edward  of  Car- 
narvon], 48. 
Walker,  Toby,  370-1. 

Dr.,  371. 

Wallace,  Sir  W.,  25,  29  note. 
Wallingford,  xi. 
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Walton,  Izaak,  191. 

Walpole,  Horace,  viiL,  6. 

Warenne,  Earl  of,  xxx.,  12. 

Washington,  380. 

Wassail,  xli.,  351-2.  * 

Waveney,  xxxvi 

Weelkes,  Thomas,  10. 

Welsh  music  and  poetry,  xxxvi.- 

vii. 
Werdale,  39. 

Westminster,  Abbot  of,  103. 
**  Westminster  Drollery,**  386. 
Wever,  R.,  Ixx. 
"When  I  was  and  but  a  little 

tiny  boy,"  a  song,  IxxxL 
"Who  list  to  lead    a    soldier's 

life,"  a  tune,  Ixxvi 
Wickliffe,  John,  105. 
William  II.,  King  of  Sicily,  7. 


William  III.,  King  of  £n|^nd, 

392-7. 
Windsor,  11-12. 

Winbars,     Dick    and   William, 

Ixxviii. 

Wither,  George,  3^47. 

Witherington,    Richard,  93,  95, 

"  Wclicum  Yd,**  120-1. 
Women,  178  ;  354-9. 
Woodvile,  Anthony,  £arl  Rirers, 
149-51. 
,  Wrennok  of  Druh6,  73. 
Wyltinden,  35. 


YoL,  Yule,  or  Noel,  120-1, 160. 


PRINTED  MY  KAM.ANTYNK,    HANSON    AND  CO. 
%  EDINUUKGH  ANI>   LONIKJN 


p- 


If 


■^■ii 


